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Prologue


-- MAY 2006 --



"Ohmigod, ohmigod, ohmigod!"


"Shh. Relax or you're going to hyperventilate," he soothed, stroking the young brunette's arms all the way out to where her hands fiercely gripped the bedsheets. He kept his weight down, his pelvis pressed tightly against her taut buttcheeks, obscuring the sight of his thick cock fully imbedded in the teenage girl's tight rectum.


"I just can't believe it's all in me!" the brunette gasped. "You're so big, I never thought it would fit."


"Well it does fit," he chuckled. Only now did he pull back a few inches, and then slowly pushed himself back in to the hilt.


"Ooohhh..." she sighed. "It's starting to feel nice. So... full."


"Told you it would."


"My brother would kill you if he knew you were doing this to me. You know he's kinda overprotective."


He chuckled, holding his position. "Then let's not tell him."


The young teenager nodded. "Do it again."


This time, he pulled back until just his mushroom head was still inside the girl's asshole. And then he slowly pushed forward again, burrowing his way past the tight constriction of her anal chute.


"Unnghhh..." she groaned, her hands momentarily re-tightening their grip on the bedsheets as if in pain. But when he bottomed out and stopped the thrust, she just closed her eyes and moaned, "More..."


So he gave her more.


And more...


And more...


After a few minutes, there were no more words between them. All that could be heard were the moans and groans of a couple fucking up a storm on the bed. The 19-year-old sophomore whimpered beneath the assault on her asshole, alternately crying in pain and groaning with pleasure with each repeated thrust. He simply grunted, focusing on his pumping motions as his ab muscles rippled from the exertion.


"Nghh! Nngh! Nngh!" she moaned with each impact.


"Ungh, ungh, ungh..." he answered in the same tone.


And me? I was groaning too. "Ungh ... ungh ... ungh..." My own vocalizations were in a steady rhythm, half-speed compared to the couple buttfucking on the bed. A warm wetness engulfed my turgid cock and retreated back more deliberately, with only one thrust for every two I saw before me. That was to be expected. He was getting close, hammering at her rapidly. But I was still a little ways off.


That would not do. As wonderful as the sensations were for me, I craved the visual stimulation. Sometimes when my entertainment finished too quickly, I would find myself unable to finish. And that really, really would not do.


"Faster," I urged, threading my fingers through the dark hair of the young woman in front of me to get a firmer hold on her head. "Faster..."


Obediently she sped up, bobbing her head up and down in my lap with greater speed. Her angular emerald-green eyes tilted up at me, watching the contortions of ecstasy crossing my face as she continued her expert fellatio. She recognized the urgency in my expression, and increased the use of her agile hands, one to stroke the base of my prick and the other to caress my pendulous testicles.


"Oh, fuck yeah..." I crooned happily as the pleasure built up inside me, and I sank myself deeper into the plush armchair. The room around me was darkened, save for the illumination coming through the gigantic window directly before me, affording an unobstructed view of the brunette teenager getting almost brutally sodomized on the bed. But I didn't need the view anymore. I could picture it in my mind. And besides, when I closed my eyes to amplify the pleasure emanating from my groin, I could still hear every whimper and groan with crystal clarity through the state-of-the-art sound system.


"Oh, Cameron..." I moaned, imagining it was HER on the bed. I imagined SHE was facedown before me, the way she truly belonged, surrendering her virgin asshole to my well-deserving cock.


"Cameron..." I breathed again, grasping her head even tighter as she moved herself faster and faster upon my cock. "Cameron ... Oh, fuck! Camero-"


"Aiiiiii!"



No! It was too soon!


"Aiiiiii!" The girl on the bed screamed again. For a second, I imagined it was my beloved Cameron screaming beneath me as I anally-pounded her, but the pitch was too high for her smoky voice. Automatically, my eyes snapped open and the reality of my location flooded my senses. I wasn't on the bed with my one true love. No, I was in my chair, in my Voyeur Room, and it was another couple experiencing the bliss of mutual orgasm as they thrashed about on top of the bed.


I didn't cum with them. I wanted to. It would have been perfect. But I'd run out of time.


"FUCK!" I shouted in annoyance. They couldn't hear me on the other side, the soundproofing between our two rooms complete, save for the electronics currently pumping audio in one direction only.


"Ohmigod..." the young girl moaned as her body went limp on the bed. The stud on top of her similarly had gone slack, just barely holding his weight above her prone body.


Disgusted with how things had turned out, I slapped the switch to turn off the audio feed. Cameron gamely tried to continue blowing me, and my prick was certainly still rock hard. But the mood was lost. Snarling, I pushed myself away from the desk, and away from where Cameron knelt on the floor. "Fuck! Forget it!"


"Carter..." she said gently. "Let me finish you."


"No," I spat petulantly.


"Carter," Cameron said my name with infinite patience. "Please."


She knew full well I would be in the foulest of foul moods if I didn't get off. And I could make life miserable for her and everyone else if my attitude soured. So it was always possible that she was merely placating me, coldly calculating what she needed to do in order to avoid that unpleasantness.


Still, I liked to believe that she cared about making me truly happy. Once upon a time, she sincerely had. But now?


"I need more, Cameron," I breathed deeply, letting my eyes rove up and down her perfect body. And it was absolute perfection, the dark green cocktail dress she wore only highlighting her beauty, giving me hints of what I knew was concealed beneath. "I need you."


Her face instantly hardened. "You know I won't do that."


I fought the urge to get angry. Getting angry with Cameron would get me nowhere. "Please." I stood up and moved toward her. "I need you."


She read the hunger in my voice. "Carter," she growled my name as a warning, quickly gained her feet, and then took two steps back.


No matter, I was quickly on her, grabbing her arms and pinning her back against the desk. "I want you!"


"We can't."


"You're MINE, dammit!" I growled, slamming her back against the desk even harder. I thrust my pelvis forward as well, my still uncovered cock rubbing against her belly.


"Please," Cameron whimpered, true fear coming into her irises. "Not like this."


The sight of my Cameron in fear took the strength out of my anger. "Not like ever!" I whined, knowing full well I sounded like a pouting child in this moment. My hands tightened and I shook her briefly like a rag doll.


"Carter!" She pleaded, her lower lip quivering. "You know why we can't."


"Why NOT?" I complained. It was an old argument, one we'd already had a million times. I knew the answer wouldn't change, but that didn't stop me from asking. And almost immediately after asking, I abruptly let her go and turned away, stalking several steps toward the far wall.


Behind me, Cameron didn't answer my question directly. She simply took a deep breath and sighed, "I love you."


"It's not fair," I complained, stamping my foot.


She reached up and caressed my right cheek, that infinite patience back in her voice. "It's our karma." With a smooth grace, she leaned across me and briefly kissed my left cheek, still holding onto the right. And then with that mysterious smile of hers, she turned and left the room.


She'd left my nostrils filled with her scent, that sensuous musky odor that quickened my heartbeat every time I smelled it. But as she left the room, that scent faded away. And with it went the momentary calm that had settled over me.


My cock throbbed. I was still horny. And as I looked through the big viewing glass, I saw that my entertainment had started up again. The young girl was kneeling atop the mattress, bent over her lover as she suckled his cock back to hardness. My loins felt a fresh stirring, and my heart set to racing once again.


I briefly thought about calling Cameron back, but dismissed the thought immediately. As much as I wanted her ... needed her... craved her ... I loved her. I had always loved her.


I knew she needed a few moments away from me. So instead of going after her, I went to the hallway door. Opening it, I proceeded down the short distance to what I called the "Ready Room". I went in, my eyes taking a moment to adjust to the dim lighting, About half of the illumination came from the floor-to-ceiling windows dominating the far wall, along with their view of the city laid out far below.


My ears were quickly swallowed by the sound of Blue Foundation's "Sweep" pulsing in the air. I found myself walking in rhythm with the music as I moved deeper into the room, scanning its inhabitants for someone who struck my fancy. There were six women currently here, all in various states of drug-induced euphoria. Four of them were brunettes, and one of them was even now puffing on the end of the Pyrex tube, her eyes glassy and her big tits wobbling.


I let an evil grin cross my face. Of course. Given the guy who was in my Entertainment Room right now, it seemed only fitting. So reaching forward, I tapped the girl with the pipe and jerked a thumb over to one of the others. "Judene, let Elyse finish your hit."


The gorgeous brunette to Judene's left popped her green eyes wide open. Elyse hadn't been paying any attention to me. Indeed, she'd been doing her best to avoid me as much as possible these past six months, ever since I dumped her as a girlfriend and started renting her out to my friends, among other reasons. Her face immediately tightened and she averted her eyes. "Uh, no thanks," she mumbled. "I've had too much already. Dangerously too much."


Elyse's lower lip quivered and she looked ready to cry. This was not a new phenomenon. Ever since Jillian died of an overdose two months ago, Elyse had been particularly skittish about taking any more meth. But even though she'd tried to quit cold turkey for all of two weeks, in the end she'd come crawling back, desperate for her next hit and willing to pay me ... anything ... to get it.


"Elyse..." I said firmly, staring hard at her while she did her best to shrink into the couch. "Take it."


"I'm fine."


My eyes narrowed. Elyse was twitching. One unfortunate side effect of crystal meth was that the longer you tweaked, the more your body built up a resistance to it. You needed more and more to sustain a high, and Elyse quite obviously was no longer tripping. "You're not."


"I don't want anymore. Besides, Judene doesn't want to give it up."


Indeed, the other brunette was puffing like crazy, trying to inhale as much as her lungs could handle before I took it away from her. Rage suddenly overwhelmed me as I realized Judene was deliberately violating my orders to give it up to Elyse. And without any warning, my hand flashed out as I backhanded the girl across the room.


The other five girls startled as Judene cried out and hit the floor. Following after the dumb whore, I stepped up and brutally kicked her in the side. "Don't fuck with me bitch!" I yelled imperiously. And then I kicked her once more, just for good measure. The skinny, big-titted slut rolled onto her side, curling into a fetal position as she sobbed in miserable pain.


The other five girls shied away. They all completely averted their eyes, not daring to make eye contact with me while I was in this kind of rage. It was good that none of them moved to help Judene, otherwise I would have had to beat some sense into them as well.


When I was certain the girls had been cowed, I scooped up the pipe and passed it over to Elyse. "Smoke," I ordered.


"Carter..." she pleaded, true fear in her irises. Her face was gaunt, her eye sockets hollow, and her cheekbones rather skeletal. The past three years of spiraling meth addiction had been hard on her. She wasn't eating well. But despite her pitiful appearance, I wasn't moved. She might have physically resembled Cameron, but Elyse didn't have my true love's power over me.


"Smoke," I repeated coldly. And this time, I raised a hand threateningly, assuring her that I would bitch-slap her if she didn't obey. This was my house. I made the rules. And EVERYBODY followed them.


Elyse took the hit, and then another while I waited. I wasn't worried about my entertainment. I knew they'd be going for a little longer this second time around. And when the still-beautiful Amazonian Elyse went glassy-eyed, I pulled her up and dragged her with me to the Voyeur Room.


Sure enough, my entertainment couple was fucking hard on the bed, though I couldn't hear a thing. Oh, right. I turned off the audio feed.


Quickly, I turned it back on, the room filling with the sounds of two people groaning in ecstasy. I tugged Elyse in front of me, stood her at the desk, and then pushed her face-down over it. I kicked her feet apart and then lifted up the back of her cocktail dress. Still glassy-eyed, she didn't resist me as I caressed her naked ass. Indeed, she simply lay flat across the desk, her face turned to the side, limply surrendering herself to my every whim.


I closed my eyes to let the sounds of the couple fucking in front of me fill my senses. And with a cold grin, I pushed my hard cock into Elyse's compliant body.


It's good to be me.


Chapter 1: Blank Slate


-- AUGUST 2005, SENIOR YEAR --



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 golden blonde head bobbing up and down in my lap before my heavy eyelids closed themselves. The first thought into my head was the image of a young woman's face, astonishingly beautiful. Her eyes were a golden hazel and her smile so perfect that I wanted to fall in love with her at first sight. The second thought to enter my head was that everyone else who saw this face also fell in love with her at first sight. And because of this, I was going to have to get in line like every other poor schmuck gawking at her in this magazine.


Only I didn't have to wait in line. This was no magazine; the woman in question was really here, live and in the flesh. And unlike all those schmucks who had only come to know her from those magazines, I'd known her since we were children growing up on the same street in Orange County.


Back then, she'd become one of the first objects of my sexual desire. She'd been the girl next door, the hottest babe in school, and the head cheerleader all rolled into one. She'd been my first crush, at least in the teenage sense of ohmigawd-I-sooo-want-to-have-sex-with-her. And our lives together since had progressed through sex, betrayal, love, and even family.


Cracking my eyes open once again, I stared down the length of my naked torso until my vision focused. And I found that a gorgeous supermodel lusted after by the majority of males across the planet was the one giving me this exquisitely wonderful blowjob.


"Morning, Tiger," Adrienne Dennis crooned after popping off my prick. She lapped at my cockhead like a kid with an ice cream cone a few times before picking her head up to resume her up and down bobbing motions. And she hummed happily while caving in her cheeks to give me even more intense suction.


"Unnnghh..." I groaned rapturously, lifting a hand to caress her hair. She smiled around a mouthful of cock, giving me a few more strokes before pulling away one last time and then pushing herself upright.


The goddess of sexuality who had shared my bed last night was still naked save for a black leather choker with the words "Tiger's Pet" stitched into it. Her massive 36F tits were capped with erect pink nipples that jutted out from her heavy and yet firm mounds that seemed to defy gravity. I let my hands wander upwards to caress those globes and tweak their pink peaks while she hovered above my prick, holding me in her right hand and centering the upright rod at her gateway to heaven.


Adrienne closed her eyes as she slowly lowered herself onto me. She felt tighter than I remembered, although I seemed to be thinking that every time we'd been together lately. With Adrienne's self-determination to be a lesbian with only one dick in her life (mine), she really didn't get things as thick as my cock shoved into her pussy very often. So every time she did manage to find time to visit, it always felt like I was taking her virginity, stretching her out for the very first time. "Unghhh ... so biiig..." she moaned.


Grinning, I reached up to grasp the D-ring centered in the middle of her leather choker. The leash had been detached sometime last night, so that it wouldn't interfere with her comfort while sleeping. But the D-ring was fixed to the collar, and using it as a fingerhold, I suddenly tugged her body down against mine. Adrienne squealed as her chest slammed down atop my pectorals, and she continued squealing as I kicked my legs around her waist, bucking our bodies up and off the bed and rolling us over so that we landed with me on top and my dick still buried nearly eight inches up her cunt.


Giggling, Adrienne reached her hands up to cup my cheeks. With a sparkle in her eyes, she growled, "Fuck me, Tiger." And then she gave me one of her patented nuclear kisses.


Without releasing our lip-lock, I pulled most of the way out of her, dug my toes into the mattress, and then rammed my hips forward. I felt her lungs compress and a puff of air pop out of her mouth as I slammed into her. And while she fought to regain the lost oxygen, I pulled back and did it again.


Over and over I pounded the busty blonde babe. She, DJ, and Brooke had worn me out last night, but it's amazing how refreshed one can feel after a full night's sleep. Any cobwebs were gone from my mind as I'd now come fully awake. And all of my conscious energy was now focused on fucking the shit out of my supermodel lover.


"FUCK! ME!" Adrienne chanted in rhythm with my thrusts. "HARD! 'ER! HARD! 'ER!" she added.


I grinned. After a year working full-time as America's newest supermodel, Adrienne's body was in the most perfect condition of her young life. Every inch of her was toned and sculpted into a mouthwateringly beautiful figure that was the envy of most of the modern world. I held her narrow waist in my hands and gripped it as leverage for my thrusts. Every time my pelvis impacted hers, those massive tits bounced up to nearly slap her in the face. And I suddenly felt the urge to see if I could make Adrienne's own breasts spank her cheeks, so I hammered her harder and harder and harder, slowing down my pace but putting as much force into each lunge as I possibly could.


Unintentionally making my goal more difficult, Adrienne threw her head back as she howled in ecstasy, removing her cheeks another couple of inches further away. But I didn't mind. It wasn't whether I won or lost my challenge; it was how much fun we had playing the game. So I nailed the buxom blonde over and over again, driving my prick to maximum depth and then pulling almost all the way out. And with her legs rising up to wrap around my waist, Adrienne continued to verbally egg me on by pleading, "FUCK ME!!! FUCK ME!!! FUCK MEEEEE!!!"


"RRRRAAAGHHH!" I suddenly groaned as my orgasm overtook me, a little bit by surprise. I'd been so focused on driving myself harder and harder than I hadn't been paying attention to my ejaculatory control. No matter; I'd long since stopped trying to use a playbook with Adrienne. With her, the sex was always better when we both simply moved with each other, doing what came naturally. It was less mechanical, more intense, and always a great deal of fun. Fucking was just what we were both good at.


"AAAHHHHH!" Adrienne screamed as she felt me hosing down her insides. Her legs tightened around my waist, stopping my thrusts and trapping me at full depth within her. Her hands tightened around the back of my head, yanking my face down into the crook of her neck with those big tits squishing against my chin. And together, we made spastic humping motions while my cock continued to fire spitwads of spunk into the back of her womb.


A long time later, the world came back to me. It wasn't that I'd been knocked out. My conscious brain simply stopped bothering to track the passage of time. I'd reached some sort of Zen state of peace slumped over Adrienne's body, my nose pressed against her neck to let me breathe in her sweet scent while my cock slowly deflated inside her. My brain was a blank slate, fully emptied by the blissful ejaculation. And for a few seconds, nothing in this world could possibly bother me.


But the moment passed eventually, and my senses became aware of the sweat drying off my back, the fatigue in my muscles from the exercise, and the stickiness between our naked bodies. Picking my head up, I found Adrienne staring at me with a wondrous smile on her face. And after nuzzling my nose with her own, she gave me a quick kiss and then dropped her head away with a forlorn sigh.


We had a connection, she and I. It wasn't telepathy or any science fiction mumbo-jumbo. We simply had spent enough time together and reached a level of openness to be able to read each other's mood. I could tell instantly that despite our wonderful lovemaking, Adrienne now felt a melancholy sadness. And I could easily guess why.


"You're leaving again, aren't you?" I asked quietly.


Taking a deep breath, she picked her head up to look back at me. Giving me a helpless frown, she sighed, "I wish I didn't have to."


I shook my head. "You DON'T have to. There's a spare bedroom right across the hall. Or you could always just move in here with me." That last bit carried a faint note of hope on my part.


Adrienne grinned, shrugging. "Sounds wonderful, actually. But it's not realistic." She now looked apologetic. "I'm sorry, Tiger. But I've got to go. And I don't even know when I'm going to see you again."


"But you just got here last night," I whined.


"I know, I know. But I have to."


I frowned. "You know, for someone who officially lives in San Francisco, you sure seem to be gone from the Bay Area a lot."


Adrienne's face fell, and she gave me a wan smile. "I go where the work is. And that's what I was trying to say about not being sure when I'll see you again. I'm moving out of Felicia's apartment."


I arched an eyebrow. By now, my dick had fully softened and slipped out from her saturated pussy. Sliding off Adrienne's body, I settled onto my stomach beside her and propped myself up on my elbows. "Moving where?" Somehow, I knew she didn't mean to a different apartment in the same city.


She took a deep breath, gathering herself before saying, "I'm moving in with Caroline. I told you about Caroline, right?"


"Your new girlfriend. Works at Vogue or something."


Adrienne smirked. "I don't know about 'new' girlfriend. We've been together since May. But anyway, there's been a ton of work coming my way in New York – it's the modeling capital of the world you know – and it just makes sense for me to move my home base there. Plus ... well ... I miss her."


"Thought you missed me too."


"I do, Tiger." She laughed, stroking my cheek. "I'll still be around. You know I will. I just don't know how often I'll be able to swing by the Bay Area."


I took a deep breath and exhaled. "It just feels like everyone is leaving me. Dawn's off on her 'sabbatical'. I burned my bridge with Kim. Bert's hooked up with Lynne now. And without Dawn, I don't know how things are going to be between Gwen and Robin and me. Now, you tell me you're moving clear across the country!"


She gave me a warm smile, rubbing my cheek again. "You'll be fine. Your new school year is starting, and this campus is full of beautiful babes who would love to get to know you better. I'll ask Brooke to keep an eye on you, too." She giggled and threw me a wink. "And you know that I don't even have to ask DJ to give you a little extra attention."


I shrugged and smiled at that. DJ sure had been extra-frisky ever since coming back to Berkeley. Indeed, before she and Brooke went downstairs to their own bedrooms last night, the younger Evans girl gave me a look that said she'd rather have stayed cuddled up by my side.


But the last thing I wanted right now was another girlfriend. I'd done the rebound thing twice already since Dawn broke up with me. Yeah, I felt lonely, but artificially plugging some new girl into the hole in my heart wasn't going to solve anything long-term. And it certainly wouldn't be fair to someone as special to me as DJ.


Sighing, I blinked and brought my attention back to the real world. Adrienne had been watching me with a faint smile on her face while I'd been spacing out. And her smile got wider when I looked back at her. "You don't have to leave right away, do you?"


"Uh, no," she replied with furrowed eyebrows. "I wanted to visit you, of course. But I came back to the Bay Area because I need to pack up my stuff and arrange to have it shipped to New York. I'm not in any hurry to get started, but don't you have class soon?"


"Not until 11am on Mondays and Wednesdays. Perk of my Senior schedule." I grinned, and then reached up to fondle one of Adrienne's beautiful boobs. "Can we go one more time before you leave?"


Adrienne's eyes glittered as her hand slid down to pet my cock, which was already beginning to show signs of new life. "I'd love to."





We actually went twice more, and when Adrienne and I were finally done she gawked at the clock and scrambled naked out of bed, my cum still leaking out of her stretched anus. "Shit! I'm gonna be late!" she complained as she hastily dabbed at her leaking butthole with some tissues and tried to hop into her panties at the same time.


"Late?" I complained. "It's not even 9am. I thought we might grab a quick bite to eat or something."


"Sorry, Tiger. I'm meeting my agent downtown at 10. We've got a zillion things to discuss before I move to New York. I'll barely have enough time to put my face together and get into the city." Her naked bosoms jiggled beautifully before being tucked away into an industrial-strength bra designed more to hide than titillate. All part of the incognito-look. Adrienne smirked at the spaced out expression on my face and turned her back to me, smiling when I finally picked my gaze up to look her in the eyes. "I'm gonna be in front of your mirror. Think you can make me a cup of coffee without setting the kitchen on fire?"


"Don't bet on it," I replied. But I still got up, dressed, and headed downstairs. Working a coffee machine was one of the few things I was capable of.


Wearing only a T-shirt and my pajama bottoms, I arrived on the first floor just in time to see Brooke and DJ heading for the door.


"Morning sleepyhead. Quite a racket you two made this morning," Brooke commented dryly.


I shrugged. "You were welcome to join us."


DJ sighed regretfully. "Some of us have class this morning. Say 'bye' to A.D. for us, will ya?"


I nodded. "Will do."


The girls waved on their way out the door, and then I headed into the kitchen to make the coffee. Unfortunately, my goodbye with Adrienne fifteen minutes later was just as brief. I begged her to stick around long enough to fry me an egg or something, but Adrienne merely pointed me to the refrigerator and the frozen toaster waffles inside before giving me a kiss and racing out the door to a waiting cab, clutching a Cal Berkeley travel mug that she promised to return (eventually).


When Adrienne's cab was out of sight, I turned about and went back into the house. After the door closed behind me, I took a deep breath and looked around. Once again, I was all alone. As I cocked my ears, I realized that I heard nothing but the sound of silence. No footsteps on the floorboards. No TV or video games in the background. No roommates chatting about meaningless topics.


Just me.


I thought of the previous three years of my college career, this house full of sisters, friends, and lovers. I could count on one hand the number of times I'd left this house in the morning to go to class without somebody walking with me. But now I didn't know when I'd have a walking companion again.


Just me.


It was my Senior Year of college. It was supposed to be the best year of the best years of my life.


But it was just me. And I didn't know when ... or even "if" ... that might ever change.





"Hey there, stranger." Bert greeted me with a fist bump and then fell into step alongside as we trudged up the hill toward our first class of the new year. I was thankful I'd run into at least one familiar face before getting to class.


"Hey," I replied back while arching an eyebrow. "Why does that phrase sound familiar?"


Bert blushed. "Lynne told me to say that to you. She said she always--"


"--always greeted me that way over the summer," I finished for him with a smile. "How is she?"


Bert's smile ran from ear-to-ear. He was so happy he couldn't stop smiling to save his life. "She's... amazing."


"That she is," I agreed. "You see her over the weekend?"


Bert nodded. "I went to visit her yesterday, got introduced to the whole gang."


I whistled. "That must've been interesting."


Bert grinned. "Noelle told me not to come back until you'd taught me how to give a proper backrub."


I barked a quick laugh.


Bert sighed, his smile finally dropping. "You know, you're a really tough act to follow, man."


I frowned. "What do you mean?"


Hooking his thumbs into the straps of his backpack, Bert took a deep breath. And then shooting me a mysterious look, he intoned quietly, "I feel like everything I do is gonna get compared to you. Let's face it: you're Lynne's last boyfriend. You're the guy who hung out with her friends all summer. Kady wants to drink beer with me, Noelle wants me to give her backrubs, and ... well ... in the bedroom ... Lynne..."


I stopped walking and turned to face my friend. "Hey, there's no competition here. I'm not some superstar that you have to replace in the hearts and minds of Stanford's female population."


"Says you."


I sighed. "Look: there's only one opinion that really matters in this case: Lynne's. And no matter what paranoia you might be feeling right now, the bottom line is that SHE chose YOU over ME."


Bert screwed up his face. "What?"


I spread my hands out. "I wanted to be with her, but she turned me down. She picked you, dude. Remember that."


"Huh..." He let that thought roll around in his head.


I clapped him on the back, getting us moving again. "Forget about trying to be anything like me. She wants you for you. If she wanted me, she woulda kept me, okay?"


"Okay," he affirmed, lost to his own thoughts for a moment.


And I was lost to mine. Adrienne, DJ, Dawn, Lynne, even Amber ... If they really wanted me, they would have kept me, wouldn't they?


But they hadn't. So what did that say about me?





I felt my heart speed up the moment I saw her. It was inevitable, of course. I'd front-loaded my core curriculum, getting all the requirements out of the way early so I could fill up my Senior Year with electives. But Kim Fukuzaki was still in the Undergraduate Business Program with me, which meant that it was near-impossible for us NOT to share at least one class this semester. At least I was expecting to see her this afternoon. I'd gotten a late lunch with Bert after our 11am class and he told me he'd been in contact with Kim and gotten her class schedule. So I knew she would be in my 2pm UGBA 119 Strategic Planning class.


The pretty Japanese-American 21-year-old was standing just outside the classroom, out of the flow of traffic but close enough that it would be impossible for me to enter without her seeing me. There was no sight of her motorcycle jacket nor her typical black hoodie. Instead, she wore a crisp blouse with a high collar and dangling earrings, and after a moment's thought I realized both were articles I'd chosen for her last spring while proclaiming them among my favorites as they emphasized her willowy figure and graceful neck. She had also changed her hairstyle, cropping her dark locks just below shoulder-length while letting her bangs grow out so that they arced to one side of her face all the way down to chin-level. The blonde streaks were now gone, leaving her hair a single shade of shimmering black. And as she turned to look at me with a pleasant smile, I found myself wondering what else had changed about the girl I once knew.


Kim made no invitation for me to approach further. I'd come to a stop about ten feet away, taking in her appearance and mentally processing how I should proceed. It was clear that she was waiting for me, but she did not wave me over. Instead, she merely held my gaze, eyes a little wide, with a ... hopeful ... expression on her face.


I smiled and decided to go talk to her. I didn't have any concrete reasons for doing so versus ducking my head and blitzing into the classroom while avoiding her gaze, apart from my male ego telling me not to duck and run. I didn't take into consideration the nature of our break-up or the separation we'd gone through since the end of our academic Junior year. And I didn't know what the hell I was going to say to her. I just felt like talking to her. With few people on this campus I could truly consider a friend, I admittedly felt a little lonely. And if Kim and I could figure out a way to be friends again, I knew my life would be better for it.


She blushed and coyly turned her face away while I approached, keeping those long bangs covering her face until after I'd come to a stop right in front of her. But two seconds after I came to a stop, she turned to look back at me with that hopeful expression on her face once again.


"Hey," I greeted, doing my best to inject confidence into my voice. "How are you?"


"I'm doing well," Kim answered in an even tone, her eyes searching mine. "How are you?"


"I'm..." I began automatically before realizing I didn't know how to finish that sentence. I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. And shrugging helplessly, I finished, "I don't know."


She nodded slowly. "I heard about Amber. I'm sorry."


I shrugged again. "It's okay."


"I heard about Dawn. I'm sorry," she added.


I took another deep breath, then exhaled and repeated, "It's okay. It's just a break-up. It's not like Hurricane Katrina landed on me."


Kim smiled at me, and I watched her almost nervously looking into my eyes. She started to gather herself to say something, but before she did, I spoke instead.


"Look, I tried to apologize to you the last time we met, but I don't think I really told you how awful I felt for just so bloodlessly dumping you at the end of last year. No matter what was going on between Dawn and me, you didn't deserve--"


She quieted me with a finger to my lips, raised eyebrows, and a glaring expression in her eyes that brooked no dissent. When it was clear I wasn't going to keep trying to talk, she pulled her finger away and took a deep breath. "I forgave you long ago. It's done."


"Kim, it's not that simple. I--"


She shushed me again with a finger to my lips, startling me as I now realized how out of character such an action was for a self-proclaimed submissive. Keeping the finger against my lips, her left hand reached across the gap between us, taking my right hand in her own. Finally pulling her finger away from my mouth and squeezing my hand, Kim stated softly, "You don't need to apologize to me any further. I understand. It's okay."


Raising my eyebrows, I exhaled. "That's very generous of you."


"You're welcome," she replied simply, then lowered her eyes demurely.


We started to lapse into an uncomfortable silence, but before it dragged, I inhaled and asked, "So where are you living now? Not still commuting all the way from Sunnyvale, I hope."


Kim gave me an enigmatic look, and then shook her head. "I hope not either."


"So you've found a new place in town?"


"Found, yes."


"Where at?" Kim didn't answer, still giving me that look. It suddenly hit me, and I arched an eyebrow. "You want to move back into the house?"


"Is the room already spoken for?"


I smirked and shook my head. "Uh, no."


Kim smiled. She didn't ask. I got the distinct impression that she wouldn't ask. I knew she wanted to move back in, and she knew that I knew. So that was already enough. The ball was in my court.


Instantly my mind was filled with ideas, some of them fantasies. I pictured Kim hooking her thumbs into the straps of her backpack as she walked up the sidewalk toward class with me in the mornings. I pictured Kim wearing an apron as she cooked one of the meals I had come to treasure in the past year. And I pictured a naked Kim beneath me, her skin flush and her bangs sweat-sticking to her forehead as she gasped each time my thick cock burrowed nearly eight inches into her pliant body.


Those images picked my head up rather quickly. I wanted to see them come true, and I instinctively knew it was possible to attain them. I recognized the look in her eyes all last year and I recognized it now: Kim would do anything for me. All I had to do was ask, and she would take Dawn's place in my life and in my heart.


But I couldn't do that.


Popping my eyebrows and giving Kim a serious look, I grimaced and began explaining, "Hey, I'd be happy to have you move back into the house."


Kim's face fell a bit as she read the expression in my eyes. "But..." she led me.


"But ... I know what you wanted from me a few weeks ago: You wanted me to take care of you. But even though I'm not with Amber anymore, that's simply something I can't do. I'm a wreck right now. Coming off this break-up and with Dawn leaving and everything, I'm in no shape to be anybody's master."


Still holding my fingers, Kim began using her thumb to rub my palm in soothing strokes. Taking on an amused little smile, she shook her head in the negative. And after stopping her head-shake, she brushed her long bangs back behind an ear and explained, "I'm not asking you to take care of me. I only want to be your friend."


My eyebrows popped. "Excuse me?"


Kim smiled wider, looking quite pleased with herself. Only now did I start to realize that her tone was casual, almost conversational. So often when Kim spoke as 'submissive Kim', her grammar became formal and her tone became meek, but not today. "I'm not trying to become your girlfriend again; I know that you don't have the same strength of feelings for me that I have for you, and this soon after your break-up a romantic relationship wouldn't be healthy for either of us. Really, right now I just need a place to stay so I don't have to commute back and forth every day. We were friends once, and I would like to be again."


"I would too. But are you sure you can just be friends with me?"


Kim took a deep breath and gave me a tight look. "I won't lie: I'm still in love you."


I winced immediately.


Kim shook her head. "But I won't ask you to be my Master again."


"Ever?"


She blushed and averted her eyes.


"So is that the idea? To be my friend and bide your time until I come around and show myself ready to love you the way you want to be loved?"


Kim scrutinized the ground and turned even pinker. "It's not exactly like that." She picked her head up and looked at me seriously. "I can help you. You may still feel broken down inside, but I know the man you can be. I want to see you become that man. I want to see you strong. You don't have to understand my motivations, but you already know that I consider your happiness to be my happiness. And I want to do whatever I can to see you happy again."


"Something tells me you've got a plan for how to do that," I commented with raised eyebrows.


Kim smiled, full of confidence. This was hyper-organized Kim. This was Kim with forethought. She'd been thinking about this for a long time, and had meticulously planned out where to meet me, how to dress, and what to say to me in order to accomplish her goals. Sometimes I made the mistake of thinking she was helpless, a submissive too afraid to make her own decisions. On the contrary, she was a remarkably capable young woman fully able to set goals for herself and take action to achieve them.


She was just happier believing that someone was looking out for her. And with that in mind, she explained, "With your permission of course, I do have a plan."


I gestured for her to go ahead.


Kim's smile got wider. "It starts with us going inside and sitting together for class."


I chuckled and shrugged. "Easy enough."


"And then after class is finished," she continued, a fresh sparkle coming into her eyes. "We go home and you fuck the shit out of me."


My eyes popped open wide. Blinking quickly, I muttered, "Uh, didn't we just agree to just be friends?"


She put a finger to her lips and put on a coyly innocent expression while looking off to the side. "Well ... maybe friends with benefits."





"Ohm! Uhm! Ngh! Ngh! EEEK!" Kim squeaked as she threw her head back, her neck straining in a vain attempt to embed the back of her skull a few inches deeper into the mattress. This left her neck fully exposed for my lips to clamp down upon like a bloodthirsty vampire, although I only sucked on her skin and did not actually bite her.


Feeling her pussy muscles spasming around my penetrating rod, I humped her once ... twice ... three more times before holding myself at maximum depth as my cockhead expanded and exploded. Hot firebolts of streaking sperm lanced out into Kim's sucking womb. And her orgasmic squeals mingled with my deep groans as the two of us thrashed on my bed in mutual climax.


Gawd damn this felt good. Little alarm bells had been going off in my head ever since Kim suggested that I fuck the shit out of her after class. Negative notions about rebounding and willful ignorance of Kim's true feelings for me had gone to war with my almost desperate aversion to being alone and the painful awareness that both Dawn and Adrienne were no longer in my daily life. My mental hang-ups probably would have precluded this sexual encounter, but Kim had been surprisingly persistent and in the end, I decided "Fuck it" and let the temporary bliss drown away my concerns for a little while.


And it felt very, very good.


Maybe I was overthinking this. Maybe rebounding again wouldn't really be so bad.


I shuddered as I squirted out the last few drops of spunk into Kim's massaging canal. Sighing contentedly, I slumped down atop her naked chest as my strength momentarily gave out. And Kim cradled my head in her hands as she giggled happily.


Turning my face to hers, we exchanged a tender kiss before I propped myself up onto my elbows, smiling as I looked down at the pretty Japanese girl's face. "I like the hair," I complimented, reaching up with my left hand to flick her long bangs to the side. "Who's idea was it?"


"Mine, actually," she replied with a demure smile.


I blinked twice in surprise and then grinned. "I'm proud of you."


"Thank you."


Just then, my bedroom door cracked open. Gasping, Kim huddled beneath my body as if she could disappear behind my bulk. I was consciously aware that my dick was still imbedded in her pussy with my bare ass visible for the world to see; but while surprised, I wasn't overly alarmed. Not bothering to try and cover up, I simply turned my head around to see who was entering my room unannounced. And I rolled my eyes when Brooke and DJ poked their heads in.


"Told ya it would be Kim," Brooke snarked, looking over at DJ.


"Fine, fine," DJ conceded. "You were right."


"Guess you're stuck in the room next to me," Brooke explained.


"Psht. Guess you're stuck having to ask permission to come use the vanity in my bedroom."


"Hey, that's only your bedroom because I gave it to you last year."


"Ugh, if I thought it was going to be such a bone of contention I woulda--"


"Ladies!" I interrupted harshly, gesturing down to the girl still trapped beneath my body. "Do you mind?"


"Oh, not at all. You guys go right on ahead," Brooke replied and turned back to DJ, oblivious to the fact that Kim and I were still coupled together. "Now seriously, that vanity was something that WE agreed--"


"Children!" I barked rather more emphatically.


"Fine, fine," DJ grumped, grabbing onto Brooke's elbow and leading her out while tugging on the doorknob behind her. "But don't ask us for help in moving Kim's stuff back into her room."


Turning back to my lover, who blushed rather nervously, I shrugged and sighed, "Roommates..."





As it turned out, rather than take her motorcycle to school, Kim had borrowed her brother's Accord and driven up with all her belongings inside, so there was no delay in getting her things unpacked into her old room. She always knew I would let her move back in if she only asked, and so far, everything was going according to her plan.


Bert dropped by in the evening after his last class. He and Kim exchanged friendly hugs, and he expressed his happiness for Kim's return and that we were getting things worked out. I joked that I was happier to see the Xbox get plugged back into my TV, and Kim slapped my arm.


Kim and Brooke collaborated on dinner for all five of us, and after everything was cleaned up, we started to go our separate ways. Brooke and DJ said they were going off to Vivian Wang's house to hang out with their friends (and boyfriends). Bert left to hop a BART and return home. And instead of finding myself completely alone, I smiled to see Kim beside me at the dining table.


Sliding a hand across the table, I covered hers and squeezed her fingers. "So what's next on this grand "Healing Ben" plan of yours? More crazy monkey sex I hope?"


Kim smiled and pulled her hand away from mine, shaking her head. "No. Now we study our materials and do our homework. And then we take separate showers and go to sleep in our own rooms."


My face fell. I'd certainly been looking forward to no longer having to sleep alone. "Wait, what?"


Kim smirked at me. "Was there something I said that was unclear?"


I frowned. While I certainly would never force Kim to have sex with me, I had to admit I'd been expecting she would share my bed again now that she had chosen to re-enter my life. After all, I was totally single now, without any girlfriends in the way. True, I was an emotional wreck at the moment, but this was her single best chance to make me fall in love with her. And after this afternoon's wonderful bedroom session, I wasn't exactly averse to the idea. "It's just ... I thought..."


"You thought that I would want to become your girlfriend?" The tone in her voice made me feel silly for thinking it, like a teacher who was asking her student, 'Are you SURE that's the right answer?'


"Uh ... well..." I stammered.


"I am your friend, for now," Kim explained patiently. "Hopefully, we will come to a point where you can once again be my Master. But I am not – and do not ever want to be – your 'girlfriend'."


Blinking rapidly, I gawked at the pretty girl beside me. "Are you serious? Last year you were talking about being a devoted wife to your Master and bearing his children. I'm not saying that the two of us should be jumping into a romantic relationship or anything, but I have to admit I'm outright shocked to hear you say you don't ever want to be my girlfriend."


Kim took a deep breath and tilted her head to the side. Looking sad, she explained, "I love you. I'm IN love with you. And I do hope that someday you will come to love me as strongly. But the last thing you need right now is another girlfriend, and I think we would make a poor couple besides."


"Why would you say that?"


Blushing, Kim glanced down at her lap for a moment before giving me an almost embarrassed look. "I've been talking to people. I talk to Bert a lot, but I've also spoken with Lynne and even Amber."


My eyebrows popped. "You talked to Amber?" I asked incredulously. "How the-? How did you get her number? Why didn't she tell me?"


"Don't be angry with Amber. I asked her not to tell you."


I seethed a little inside. Amber should like ME more than Kim – should be on MY side. As far as I knew, Amber had never even MET Kim. Heck, Lynne would have only met Kim the one time at my birthday. Once again it felt a little like the girls around me were going behind my back and keeping me out of the loop in their machinations. And having already noticed how Kim had a way of lurking in the background, always knowing a little bit more than she let on, I wasn't feeling particularly comfortable with her right now. "Go on," I said a little gruffly.


Kim took a deep breath, measuring her words. "When Dawn broke up with you, Lynne did her best to give you emotional ... and sexual ... support. She made it clear that she wanted to maintain a non-romantic relationship with you, but you two still became quite emotionally intimate."


I frowned, but nodded.


"Immediately after that, you started your relationship with Amber. You had known her for less than two weeks, and had broken up with Dawn barely more than two months prior, but you were already speaking of marriage and brought Amber to spend a weekend camping with your family."


"What's your point?"


"You can't keep clinging to the next woman who gets close to you. I can certainly understand that being in a relationship can feel quite emotionally rewarding and supportive and ... safe. But you are never going to be strong again if you can't remember how to take care of yourself."


"I'm not so pathetic that I don't know how to be alone," I stated defensively.


"Aren't you?"


I glared at Kim, but she didn't shrink beneath my gaze. She stared right back at me for a long while, and in the end, I was the one who averted my eyes. I didn't necessarily think I was being pathetic, but my rational brain had to admit that I'd been rebounding quite a bit lately. And when the hell did Kim become the less emotionally-dependent one between us?


"What do you want in life?" Kim asked quietly, bringing my gaze back to her.


"What do you mean?"


"It's a simple question."


I barked a short laugh and shook my head. "No, it's not. The words are simple but the meaning is ... pretty heavy."


"It is."


"And nobody can really know exactly what they want."


"I do."


That shut me up for a moment. Kim's statement was so firm and assured that I had absolutely no doubt in my mind that she meant it. But her words were nonetheless quite befuddling to me. The girl wasn't any older than me, younger by a few months even. She'd lived a fairly sheltered life throughout her formative years and had even become a submissive who practically lived to have other people tell her what to do. And she was claiming that she knew exactly what she wanted in life? It seemed an idea completely incongruous to her very nature.


Shaking my head, I replied, "You can't know exactly what you want."


"I do. I've had a lot of time to myself to just stop and think about it. I don't claim to have everything figured out. I'm still young and hopefully I will continue to live for a long time. I realize that what I want at present may change in the future. But for now, I have a very firm idea of what it is I want to make myself happy and what I need to do in order to see that happen."


"And what is that?"


Kim just gave me a mysterious Mona Lisa smile and shook her head.


I rolled my eyes and sighed.


"But do you know what you want?" she asked.


I shrugged. "To be happy."


"Everyone wants to be happy. Exactly how do you want to be happy?"


"You're not going to let this go, are you?"


"Nope."


"I'm starting to wish you didn't come home with me."


Kim gave me another Mona Lisa smile.


I sighed wearily. At this moment, I felt like the ocean. My emotions were in constant flux, shifting with endless motion in waves across the surface of my being. Kim, on the other hand, was a massive rock outcropping on the shore. I could push my waves up against her over and over and over again, but she would stand fast, unyielding, letting me break myself against her until I exhausted myself.


Shaking my head, I shrugged and said the first thing that came to the top of my head. "I want to be in love."


Kim's eyes glittered. "Go on."


"I want to wake up every morning feeling my wife's body against mine. I want to get married and have a family and have a nice job that I don't hate and yet provides a stable income for me to support that family. I want to have sex ... lots of sex. And I want to go about my days surrounded by loved ones with whom I enjoy spending my time. Okay?"


"All appropriately vague and American Dream-y, aside from the 'lots of sex' bit," Kim said with a twinkle in her eye. "But it's a start."


I sighed.


"Now who do you want to be married to?"


I popped my eyebrows. "Excuse me?"


"It's a simple question."


I rolled my eyes. "No, it's not."


Kim took a deep breath, reorganizing her thoughts before returning her attention to me. "Do you want to love someone, or do you want to be in love?"


I arched an eyebrow. "Aren't those the same thing?"


She shook her head. "Not at all. Is there someone specific you want to love? (active verb)? Or do you want 'to be in love', and the girl herself is somewhat interchangeable?"


I frowned, sensing where she was going with this. "It's not that I'm willing to be in love with just anybody."


"How about me?"


"Huh?"


"Ten minutes ago, you were hoping we'd take a shower and make love and cuddle together in your bed. Were you hoping to be in love with me?"


I grimaced, not wanting to lead Kim on. I did like her, and I'd always cared about her; but despite our previous Master/sub relationship I'd just never quite felt that spark of true love between us, not even ten minutes ago when I'd contemplated the notion of rebounding into a new boyfriend/girlfriend relationship with her. "Uh, well..."


"Or were you just hoping you could bang me to make yourself feel better for a few moments and then sleep beside me so you wouldn't feel so alone at night?"


My face fell. "Kim," I began in a completely apologetic tone. "I'm sorry if--"


She shushed me with a finger to my lips again. Obediently, I shut up again. And not for the first time tonight I wondered what the hell happened to the shy, submissive girl I used to know.


Removing the finger from my lips, Kim explained, "When Dawn left you, you tried to be in a romantic relationship with Lynne. When that failed, you tried again with Amber. I'm not saying that either of those two women aren't worthy of your love. I'm sure they're very nice, very special people."


"They are."


"But did you want to be with them because you loved them? Or did you love them because you wanted the safety, security, and companionship of a relationship?"


There was a challenge in Kim's voice, and I opened my mouth to defend them. But I found myself frozen with my jaw hanging open. I'd never actually told Lynne that I loved her, allowing myself to get to the 'girlfriend' point but not quite that far. I HAD told Amber that I loved her, and even now I truly believed that my feelings had been genuine and NOT just a byproduct of missing Dawn. But I couldn't deny the element of truth in Kim's accusation.


Instead of answering, I just hung my head in shame. A second later, Kim put two fingers beneath my chin and gently pushed upward, lifting my head back up.


"Don't be embarrassed," she said soothingly. "What you felt for both of them was honest. There's nothing wrong with that. But you seem to be putting the cart before the horse. You said you want to be happy, and in order to be happy you need to be married with kids and a nice job and yadda yadda yadda. But you're going about it the wrong way. Well, the job part will follow from you graduating and getting your degree. But the marriage and family part all comes after you find the right woman. And do you know who she is?"


I blinked. "Uh ... well ... I thought she was Dawn."


"But not anymore?"


"I..." I sighed. "I don't know anymore."


"Fair enough."


"So what does this mean? Before, when you asked me what I wanted, I told you that I wanted to be in love. So are you saying that rather than wanting to be in love for the sake of being in love, what I should want is to find right girl?"


Kim smiled. "No. Not yet. What you should want right now is to figure out how to be by yourself. No girlfriends. You need to figure out how to be alone for a little while."


My heart sank. "But I like having a girlfriend."


"Right now, that's your problem."


My shoulders sagged. "So that's your solution? That's your grand 'Heal Ben' plan? To force me to sleep alone and go without sex or companionship until I figure out how to be happy without a girlfriend?"


"Well, sleeping alone tonight, yes. I think that your dependency on someone to cuddle with is tied to your emotional clinginess. And you definitely shouldn't have a girlfriend – not for a while at least. But as for going without sex or companionship ... Well, I think a little recreational fucking would be quite healthy for you."


I arched an eyebrow. "Seriously?"


Kim nodded. "It's casual, it's physical, and it brings you satisfaction. I think the majority of males on this planet have the exact opposite problem, but YOU need to remember that having sex with someone doesn't have to include emotional commitment."


Now both eyebrows were arched. "Never thought I'd ever hear a woman say that."


"I'm not like most women."


I shook my head wryly. If I had all this straight, Kim wanted to take care of me, cook and clean, valued my happiness above her own, wanted to provide me sexual comfort without the burdens of treating her like a girlfriend, AND encouraged me to have recreational sex with other women. "You most certainly aren't."


Kim's Mona Lisa smile was back.





Moist.


It's a strange word, isn't it? For starters, it sounds kinda funny. Moist. The "m" starts off warmly enough ... inviting ... like the word "mama". The little "oi" in the middle sounds perky and quirky. The "st" on the end, though, is a little abrupt. As words go, "moist" isn't very clear cut. Everyone sorta knows what it means, but find it hard to truly explain. When I think of the word "moist", I think of warmth and wetness, without necessarily being all that warm or even all that wet. And as I slumbered peacefully in the dead of night, even I found it peculiar that this particular word was entering my head.


Clenching. That was the next word that came to mind. My eyes were still closed and I felt a strange disconnect from the rest of my body. It was as if my brain was not yet plugged in, so that my consciousness floated on an endless sea of black nothingness without any sensory inputs. All I had were vague concepts, as if there were abstract letters projecting into the empty void of my mind. And I wasn't sure what to make of the letters that spelled "clenching".


Warmth. Now there was a reassuring word. It's very hard to find a context where "warmth" is a bad thing.


Weight. A form of measurement, neither positive nor negative. An indication of mass exerted upon by the force of gravity.


Moans. This one wasn't quite so abstract. I suddenly felt as if I indeed had ONE perceptive sense. And instead of seeing words floating in my mind, I actually heard something.


"Nnnnghhh..."


"Mmmmm..."


"Ahhhhhh..."


Pressure. Like my sense of hearing, I felt rather than conceived of pressure. There was a tightness surrounding me ... squeezing me ... somewhere. I wasn't sure yet, but it felt like it was below my chest level.


"Ohhhhhh..."


Pleasure. As a word, it wasn't so different from "pressure". They even rhymed. But the concept was tremendously different, and as my sense of touch came more alive, I also became more aware that whatever was happening to me felt ... good.


VERY good, in fact.


"I'm cumming! I'm cumming!"


That sense of weight was back. I was gaining tactile sense of my own body, and as I did so, became aware of two distinct pressure points pushing down against my chest. I also gained a sense of my own hands, finding that I was holding ... something. I wasn't sure what yet.


"Ohhhunnngh! Fuck! Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck!"


Moist. Clenching. Warmth. Weight. Moans. Pressure. PLEASURE!


My eyes snapped open, illumination blinding me even though there wasn't even a lamp on in my bedroom. Moonlight outside my windows cast an eerie glow through the various cracks in my curtains, aided by reflections off the mirror above my dresser. The slender but unfairly stacked young woman straddling me went still, her hands clutching my shoulders as she threw her head back and moaned her ecstatic release. And as my now fully-awake body felt the full force of her orgasmic vaginal spasms, I felt the pressure inside me suddenly go slack as I erupted burst after burst after burst of scalding hot spunk up and into her clenching cunt.


"Ohhhunnngh! Cumming!" DJ Evans crooned as her entire body vibrated with sexual energy. She'd fashioned her hair into her old signature braided pigtails, twin twists of fine blonde locks that hung forward and ended in pink ribbon bows atop the slopes of her breasts. Those breasts were encased in a sheer, silky camisole with no bra, the full 34DD melons proudly thrusting forward with DJ's arched back. Firm, conical, erect nipples protruded almost obscenely through the skimpy material, making obvious dents that seemed to invite me to suckle or at least pinch them. But my arms were busy holding onto her hips and keeping her body pinned against my crotch as my penis continued spitting wads of cum into her snatch.


But eventually my cock started firing blanks, my hips bucking twice more before my ab muscles finally relaxed and let me simply lay there on the bed in peace. Likewise, DJ's voice gave out and her shoulders slumped. With a few deep breaths, she pitched forward, her head suddenly dropping six inches before she caught her descent and found enough strength in her arms to prop herself up.


For about a minute, neither of us said anything. I didn't know when DJ had come to me tonight and I didn't know for how long she'd been fucking me before I awoke. I didn't particularly care. After fitfully forcing myself to fall asleep alone in bed, even knowing that there were three beautiful young woman who each would probably have been willing to cuddle with me if only I asked them in the right way, I wasn't about to complain about what just happened.


DJ, meanwhile, was busy trying to recover from her climax. After she caught her breath, she picked her head up and gave me a tired but satisfied smile. Bending over, she stole a kiss from my lips and then slowly pushed herself up, taking care to cup her mound with one hand to prevent any leakage as she rolled off me and onto her back.


"Should I bother to ask why?" I asked quietly, glancing at the clock. "It's after 1am."


"Couldn't sleep." She shrugged before giving me a wicked grin. "And I got this really naughty idea in my head: I'm gonna go downstairs and squat over Brooke's face, feeding your sperm to her while she's unconscious."


My eyebrows popped at the imagery DJ had just put into my head. But as much as the idea titillated the naughty part of my brain, I couldn't help but reach out and touch her arm. "Sure you don't want to just cuddle up beside me? I'm sure I can help you go to sleep."


DJ gave me a soft smile, and her eyes shimmered for just a moment in the dim lighting. But she shook her head in the negative. "Sorry. Kim's orders. No overnights with you until she pronounces you good and ready."


My eyebrows rose again. "Kim's orders?" Those were two words I never expected to see put together in that sequence.


DJ giggled and leaned over to peck my lips once more. "Yep. Besides, I want to do this special delivery. G'night, Ben. Thanks for the ride." And with that, DJ slipped out of my bed, picked up her panties with one hand while still using the other to keep herself plugged. And then she waddled rather awkwardly out the door.


I exhaled slowly, feeling the pleasant heaviness of prolactin filling my brain and making me drowsy. After a wonderful ejaculation with a gorgeous young woman, I was feeling pretty good about myself. Okay, so Kim was currently forbidding me from cuddling overnight with a girl, so as to break my dependency on such an act as an emotional crutch. But she hadn't forbidden me from having sex, from squirting off a round or two before falling asleep. I could still do that. And as I closed my eyes and began to feel my brain slowly disconnecting the neural links to the rest of my body, I decided that I just might live without the overnight cuddling.





Kim appeared in the archway between the hallway and the living room, digging both of her thumbs into the straps of her backpack. "Ready to go?"


I looked up and nodded. While my first class Mondays and Wednesdays didn't start until 11am, my Tuesday and Thursday schedule began at nine. Although Kim and I were not in the same morning class, our UGBA electives were in the same building, so for at least two days a week I had someone with whom to walk to campus.


Before I actually got to my feet though, I shoved the last piece of waffle (from a mix, not frozen Eggos) into my mouth, swallowed, and then was forced to let out a loud burp. It was loud enough to get Kim giggling, and for Brooke to roll her eyes at me and drawl, "Don't be gross."


DJ sat up straight, tapped her own chest twice with a fist, and then let out a loud, "[BRAAAAAP]."


That got everyone giggling.


I finally stood up, picking up my plate. "Just lemme dump this in the sink."


"Leave it," DJ offered. "I'm getting up in a minute anyway."


"Thanks, kiddo." I bent over and pecked her forehead, causing the beautiful blonde to blush. And then I swung my messenger bag over my shoulder and nodded to Kim. "Shall we?"


Kim nodded and started up the hallway. I merely smiled and sighed happily, looking around at the bustle of my three roommates.


No longer just me.






"Ben, can you please stay a moment?"


I was still bent over at my desk, having just shoved my binder into my bag. Looking up, I saw Professor Isakova gesturing to me. And after glancing around the room for a half-second, I returned my gaze to her and nodded.


One-by-one, the professor dealt with the students in front of her while I waited patiently at my seat. It was the first day for this UGBA 113 Managerial Economics course, and there were always more questions on the first day. But I had no other classes today until late this afternoon, so I wasn't in any big hurry.


Eventually, the class cleared out and I stood up to approach my beautiful brunette professor. I've said before that Viktoriya Isakova had the face of a 35-year-old and the figure of someone even younger, and a year later the same still held true. I couldn't help but give her the once over in her prim and proper business suit, fondly recalling the summer internship last year when I could bend her over her own office desk at will and violate her tight body at my slightest whim. But after allowing myself a single up and down visual pass, I took a deep breath and looked her in the eyes. "It's good to see you again, Professor."


"You too, Ben," she replied warmly. I relaxed as she didn't use my full name.


"How was your summer?" I asked with an arched eyebrow, clear innuendo in my voice.


She smiled demurely. "Enjoyable, although perhaps not as enjoyable as the previous one." For some reason, her Russian accent added even more innuendo to her comment.


Our eyes twinkled at each other over our little inside joke, but then a more sad and concerned expression took over Viktoriya's face. "How are you, Ben? I have heard a few things about your own summer."


My eyebrows popped in surprise. What could Viktoriya possibly know about my summer? Not sure what I should give away, I fumbled for a second about how to respond.


Viktoriya sensed my hesitation and explained, "I know Dawn took a leave of absence. And also..." Her eyes drifted past my right ear, focusing somewhere behind me.


I turned to look and found that Kim, waiting for me after the end of her own class two doors down, had appeared at the door.


"I also spoke with Kim yesterday," Viktoriya finished. As she said this, Kim approached after closing the classroom door.


"Viktoriya, Amber, Lynne..." I drawled to my roommate. "Who haven't you chatted with in the last few days?"


She just gave me a Mona Lisa smile.


Sighing, I turned back to our professor and stated evenly, "I'm doing fine. I miss Dawn, of course. But life goes on. Besides, Kim seems to want to do a very good job of taking care of me."


Viktoriya smiled and commented, "This is a bit of a role reversal from last year."


I glanced at Kim, who stepped alongside me and took my hand in hers. "Something like that."


"Well I will leave you in good hands," Viktoriya stated, nodding her head to indicate that the conversation was coming to an end. But before she returned to her materials at the podium, she gave me a warm smile that was everything her Ice Queen persona was not, reached out to touch my arm, and said, "Please remember that I am here if you ever need to talk. I have a little experience in these matters, and I would be happy to give you some advice. The both of you are very special to me, and I want to make sure that you are doing alright."


"Thanks," I replied, accepting her offer in the spirit in which it was given.


Kim nodded silently and took a step back while tugging on my hand. And with a last smile for Viktoriya, I let Kim lead me away.





"So what's the plan for lunch?" I asked casually as Kim and I strolled down the pathways in the direction of home. Our classes ended at 11am, and my next one didn't start until 4pm. So I had a lot of time to kill.


"That's up to you."


I arched an eyebrow with a smile. "What? Up to me? Our lunchtime isn't part of your grand master plan? I would have thought you'd tell me that you were sending me off to fend for myself and therefore 'learn how to eat alone without being dependent upon companionship' or something."


Kim giggled at my insinuation and shook her head. "No. No master plan. Just lunch. What do you want to eat?"


"I'm up for anything."


"No, really. What do you want to eat?"


I chuckled. "That an offer to cook?"


"If you so wish." Kim's eyes lowered deferentially.


I heard the shift in her tone. For a brief moment, submissive Kim was back, and I stopped us in our tracks. On instinct, I commanded firmly, "Kim, tell me what you want to eat."


I hadn't meant to give Kim a command. If anything, my intention was for Kim to actually make a decision without my input. But my tone came out stronger than I was expecting, and Kim stopped walking dead in her tracks, bowing her head. "I want what you want to eat."


Submissive Kim: definitely back. "Kim..." I sighed wearily.


She blinked, a slow smile spreading across her lips. "Burgers or pizza?" she asked with a twinkle in her eyes.


I couldn't help it. My mind flashed back – WAY back – to our old theories of self-interest, and the chuckle was out of my throat before I even thought about it. "Burgers," I replied, the first thing entering my head.


"As you wish."


"I meant pizza."


"As you wish."


"I'm actually thinking sushi."


"Of course, sir."


"You're having fun with me right now, aren't you?"


"Absolutely." Kim smiled. "But you know that this isn't an act on my part. I really would like to feed you whatever food you would like to have for lunch today. I'm not all that particular, and the happiness I would feel from allowing you to have your choice in this matter outweighs the happiness I would feel from eating something of my own choosing."


"Thought I wasn't your 'Master' anymore."


"You're not. But I still want to please you. You may not be ready to assume that role yet, but I am still me."


I rolled my eyes and then took on my own smile. "Fine. We're going home, and you're going to cook me a lunch that will please me. But I'm not telling you what kind of food I want."


"Burgers it is, then," Kim replied, taking my hand and leading us to walk once again. "I found a new seasoning sauce over the summer that I think you'll like."


"Wait, how do you know I want burgers?"


Kim gave me that Mona Lisa smile, the twinkle once again in her eye. "Because I just know."


She was right.





"Ohhwaaaughhh..." I groaned rapturously, sagging deeper into my seat and letting my legs spread out to the sides. I tilted my head back and closed my eyes, wallowing in the tranquility of the blissful sensations crawling up and down every nerve along my entire body. Tryptophan increases in my brain were converted to pleasant serotonin and melatonin. My limbs felt heavier than usual, and I felt my jaw slacken as I fought the urge to fall asleep.


That had been a most excellent cheeseburger.


The clinking of plates snapped my eyes open. Without measurably raising my head, I looked down my nose to see Kim smiling at me as she collected my plate and napkins. She turned away, probably walking into the kitchen to put our dishes in the sink. But less than a minute later, she returned, stood over me for a few seconds, and then ducked down and crawled beneath the table.


Now I picked my head up, looking down to see that Kim had reappeared kneeling between my spread legs. Licking her lips, she reached up and opened the button of my cargo shorts. And with a little smile, she unzipped me and then grabbed onto the waistband, forcibly tugging both shorts and boxers down to my ankles. This left her with clear access to my naked crotch, my penis already beginning to swell in anticipation. And after taking hold of my prick with two fingers, she exhaled hot air onto it and then bent down to suck it into her mouth.


"Ohhwaaaughhh..." I groaned for the second time, sagging even deeper into my seat and letting my legs spread farther to the sides. I dropped my head back down and closed my eyes, wallowing in the tranquility of the blissful sensations crawling up and down every nerve along my entire body. Dopamine surged into my brain, making me feel good and making me wake up rather than feel sleepy. But my jaw still slackened as I found myself absorbed by the feeling of Kim's oral attention.


But then she stopped. After working me up to a thick, massive erection, Kim kept her lips in a tight suction all the way up the length of my stalk before popping off the head and then rocking back on her heels. I looked down to see her smirk at my cock before ducking her head and crawling out from under the table. And my jaw remained slackened as I gawked at her in surprise.


"You're stopping?" I wondered in dismay.


Standing up beside me, Kim gave me a serene smile and touched my shoulder. "Don't worry. You won't be left hanging."


"I won't?"


She shook her head. "Just wanted to start you off in the right mood."


"For what?"


As if on cue, the doorbell rang.


Kim's smile turned into a smirk as she turned and headed for the door. Grumbling, I tucked my erection back into my pants and zipped up so as to be presentable for whoever was at the door, although I was sporting an obvious bulge that would be discovered by the merest glance at my crotch. And as Kim got to the hallway, I called out, "This part of your plan, too?"


"Not my idea, actually." Kim spun around, continuing to face me as she walked backward. "She called last night while you were in the shower."


"'She' called? Who called?"


Kim didn't answer as she went out of sight into the hallway. Still in the dining room, I heard the sounds of Kim flipping the lock and opening the door. And then the sounds of feet rapidly pounding the hardwood floor warned me only a second before a fireball of auburn hair and excessive energy burst into the room.


Alarms went off in my head that she was running too fast, and I jerked both hands up in the universal STOP gesture. "Paige! Paige!" I warned, too late.


The petite redhead more or less vaulted herself into my lap. Seated on the dining chair as I was, I had no way of bracing myself for the impact. About a hundred pounds of hyper girl hit me right in the chest, and unable to take the momentum, my chair and I immediately tipped over backward.


"Holy crap!" Paige swore as her blue eyes popped wide open in terror as we both careened through the air. Somehow, she managed to stick her feet out and take the immediate impact with the floor as she held onto the chair back. But she was still moving too fast to fully arrest us, and a second later, the chair fell flat and so did Paige and I. At least I managed to tuck my head forward so that the back of my skull didn't bounce off the hardwood.


"Oops," the diminutive redhead apologized as I glared up at her.


Rolling my eyes, I rolled her off of me and set my head down on the floor. And then taking a deep breath, I flipped over and got to my knees before standing fully upright. My erection was now long gone.


Paige blushed bright pink and threw me an impish grin as she bent down and picked up the fallen chair, sliding it back beneath the dining table. "Sorry. Got a little excited there."


"It hasn't been that long since we saw each other." My mind searched back through my recent history, chock full of intense events in this summer alone. Even though so much had happened, it really had been less than three weeks since I'd visited Paige with Amber in tow.


Paige's dark blue eyes glittered as she fixed me with a predatory look. Her gaze tracked up and down my body as she leaned against the chair's backrest, practically swooning. "The issue is not about how long it's been since SEEING you."


There was a world of innuendo in Paige's voice, not to mention the naked lust in her gaze. Her adrenaline already up from the near fall, the petite redhead breathed heavily as she devoured me with her eyes.


In fact, Paige looked so obviously horny that I actually found it funny. As the amusement washed away my annoyance at being bowled over, I shook my head and asked, "Is that ALL you ever think about?"


Paige put on her doe eyes and pouted cutely. Looking as innocently sweet as possible, she whined, "It's been forever. And Kim promised we could today!"


I jerked my head back in surprise. Kim promised what? I suddenly darted my eyes back to the hallway where my roommate was lurking just behind the corner and barked, "Kim, you promised her?"


Stepping into view, Kim lowered her gaze deferentially before stating in an apologetic tone, "I didn't promise her anything..."


"KIM!" I barked in a commanding tone.


She seemed to shrink beneath my baleful gaze. Waiting a few extra beats to gather herself, Kim kept her eyes downcast as she explained, "When I answered your phone, Paige asked me if I was your new girlfriend. I explained that I was just your roommate, and when I realized her intentions, I told her I wouldn't mind if she wanted to sleep with you. But I didn't promise anything."


My baleful gaze now turned to Paige. "Red?" I questioned in a firm tone.


Now it was Paige's turn to scrutinize the floor. Still pouting like a little girl, she whimpered, "Sex isn't ALL I think about. It's just that I've only gotten laid twice since I had April, both times with you. Twice in nearly a year. And I'm getting antsy."


"Paige..." I sighed, rubbing my forehead wearily. "You can't keep depending on me for sex. You're a vibrant young woman--"


"With a baby at home," she interrupted.


"Doesn't matter. I'm sure there are lots of guys in this world who don't mind dating a single mother. You can find a new boyfriend to take care of these things for you."


Her face fell. "But what if I don't want another boyfriend? What if all I want is you?"


Now Kim actually stepped forward, frowning in concern. I think she realized just as I did that a romantic relationship with Paige was the exact opposite of what I needed right now. But as I glanced at the Japanese girl and shared a meaningful look with her, Paige was already touching my arm.


"I don't mean it that way," Paige began. "I like you. I really, really like you; but I'm not in love with you. Sometimes, I think I was never really in love with you."


I arched my eyebrow in surprise.


"I'm serious. Oh, for sure I was completely infatuated with you. It was like, the biggest, most intense crush of my life. But I was overwhelmed with lust and hero-worship and longing that I don't think I ever really thought about what it meant to truly love you, to want what's best for you, and to consider those things instead of my own selfish desires. I wasn't a very good girlfriend to you Freshman year, and I wasn't a very good person in the months after we broke up. But having April and seeing what happened to your relationship with Dawn were real wake-up calls, and while I don't think I'm the most mature 21-year-old on the planet or anything, I'd like to think I've done some growing up in the last year."


With raised eyebrows, I gawked at Paige for a moment. While she may indeed still have a long way to go in her maturity, that single little speech was the most self-aware thing I'd ever heard her say.


"I know I could go out and find another boyfriend," Paige continued. "Uncle Frank and Aunt Polly are certainly encouraging me to do so; and someday, when I've got this whole Mother/school balance worked out a little better, maybe I will go out and find a nice guy to be with. But right now ... I don't really want a boyfriend. My days and nights are spent taking care of April. And now with me commuting over here for class three days a week, I have even less time to deal with any kind of romantic relationship."


I nodded slowly, beginning to understand.


"I don't want the hassle. Really..." Paige looked up at me, blushed, and then dropped her eyes to the floor again. "Really ... For now, I just want to get laid. You know?"


I sighed. "I get it."


"You do?"


"But that doesn't mean you have to depend on me. Even if you don't want to deal with romance and all that, just something casual, then I'm sure there are--"


"I don't want any other guys," Paige cut me off, stamping her foot impatiently. "I don't KNOW any other guys and I don't TRUST any other guys and I just don't want to DEAL with all that. If you're rejecting me, then I'll just have to buy new batteries for my vibrator."


I blushed and averted my gaze at that, finding myself looking straight at Kim, who blushed as well while grinning at me.


"Please, Ben?" Paige's doe eyes were back. "I'm only coming up to Berkeley three times a week: Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Fridays. Maybe sometimes I'll just come to class and go straight home afterward. But on Tuesdays like today, I've got this big time gap between 1 and 4. At the very least, I hope we're still friends enough that I can come hang out at the house with you. But really, I hope that you and I can spend a least a few of these Tuesdays making each other feel good. I'm single, you're single, and I really need this. I'm not asking for anything more than that."


I took a deep breath, honestly considering it.


Paige's hand darted to her purse, swinging it forward and then opening the zipper. "You may not believe this, but I even planned enough to take precautions. I've spent a lot of time the past couple of years examining my belief system, wondering what was drilled into me by my parents versus what I truly believe in myself. One of those things was contraception, and after talking with Aunt Polly and Uncle Frank, I decided to go ahead and go on the pill."


My jaw dropped as Paige presented me with pink plastic case. She opened it up to show me a silver foil rectangle with four rows of tiny round plastic pouches just like the ones I'd seen from other girls. The first ten pouches in order had already been punctured and emptied. Flabbergasted, I managed to utter, "Wow, seriously?"


Paige nodded. "So there won't be any worries about accidentally creating a Ben Junior with me."


I noted the flash of sadness in Paige's eyes at that statement, but she recovered quickly and gave me a little smile. But something else occurred to me, and I said, "I thought girls couldn't get pregnant while they were still breastfeeding."


Paige shrugged. "It's different for everyone I guess. My periods started up again when April was six months. My doctor said it was perfectly normal. Doc also said it's safe for me to start using these now."


I nodded my understanding. Still, I took a deep breath and asked, "Is that your first set? We should probably wait a full round before risking its effectiveness. Plus, this means it's the tenth day in your cycle. Kinda dangerous..."


Paige shrugged. "Then pull out. Or cum in my ass; you know how I like that."


I felt a stirring in my loins. I rather liked that myself.


The corners of Paige's lips tugged upward as she realized what direction I was now leaning. Slowly, her smile grew as I took a deep breath and really thought about this decision. And while watching the expression changing on my face, she knew I would do it right about the moment that I did.


Really, it wasn't so different than the previous two times I'd agreed to have sex with her. As long as it was only physical, just between friends, and didn't interfere with my other relationships, this was something I could do for her. And if I admitted it to myself, knowing just how wild and crazy little Red could be in the sack, it was something I could do for myself as well. But there had to be ground rules. Looking at Paige sternly, I raised a finger and waggled it threateningly. "You'll take every pill every day without fail, got it? Swear to God you won't cheat."


Paige looked taken aback. "That's blasphemy."


"That's how serious I am. If you can't do it, then I won't do it."


She took a deep breath, looking thoughtful. And then after a moment's hesitation, she stood erect, raised her right hand as if in judicial court, and stated, "I swear to Ben, on how much I sincerely care about you and only want what's best for you. I want this for me, but I think we'll both enjoy it. And I wouldn't ask this of you if I thought it would hurt you in any way. I'll take my pills religiously. I wouldn't dare risk this for you."


I raised my eyebrows at her statement, nodding slowly. "Works for me."


"So we can do it?" She practically hopped in place impatiently.


I rolled my eyes, then put my face into my right hand and rubbed my temples with my thumb and middle finger. "Uh, this whole conversation hasn't exactly put me in the mood."


"You let me worry about that." Paige grinned. "Just give me a five-minute head start."


Giddy, the petite redhead grabbed onto my neck, hopped up, and pecked my lips. Then with a sly grin at Kim, she skipped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. But just as she got to the first step, Paige paused. And turning around to wink at me, she added, "By the way, I'm still breastfeeding. And since I won't be able to feed April until I get home later tonight, I'm gonna need you to empty out my milk. Okay?"





I gave Paige her five-minute head start. Actually, it took seven minutes because Kim and I lost track of time. Once the perky redhead disappeared upstairs, my pretty Japanese roommate came to me, sat me back in the chair, and then knelt at my feet.


She resumed her blowjob right where she left off; it was an easy matter to unzip me and extract my half-hard prick. I groaned rapturously, tilting my head back and enjoying the dopamine rush as she slowly stroked my shaft with her right hand, tickled my balls with her left, and licked my knob like a lollipop. But after realizing how much time had passed, Kim brushed her bangs back behind her ears and backed away.


Getting a firm grip on both my cargo shorts and boxers, Kim tugged them off my feet to leave me completely bottomless and bareassed. Taking me by the hands, she then pulled me up to a standing position, and then leaned in and pecked my cheek. "I've got to get to class. I'll have dinner ready when you return."


"Thank you, Kim."


"My pleasure," she replied, and she meant it. Patting my butt, she turned me around and faced me toward the stairs. And as I started up them one step at a time, I heard Kim grab her own backpack and head down the hallway to leave.


All thoughts of Kim left me when I entered my bedroom. The bed itself was empty, but my eyes quickly zeroed in on the petite girl leaning against my desk. Paige's dark auburn hair was up in twin pigtails. Her backpack was open on the floor, nearly empty. Draped over one of the stuffed armchairs in the sitting area were Paige's regular clothes, a T-shirt and shorts befitting a young college student, but she wasn't naked. Instead, Paige had re-dressed into her Catholic schoolgirl uniform, with the starched white blouse tied off around her midsection to leave her belly bare. The plaid skirt was pulled high, ending just below her crotch so that I could see plenty of creamy thigh between where her knee-high white socks ended and the skirt's hem began. Black saddle shoes finished off the slutty schoolgirl attire, and then I brought my gaze back up to her pretty face, where she gave me such an intoxicating look of seduction that my breath was taken away.


Her deep blue eyes sparkled as she watched me staring at her. The left side of her mouth pulled back into a knowing half-smirk, and then without a word, she turned around and bent over my desk, presenting her backside to me. And as if that wasn't invitation enough, she reached back and flipped up her own skirt, proving that she was without panties to cover her bare-shaven cunt or her winking rosebud asshole, already gleaming in the light with artificial lubrication.


She wasn't a 16-year-old Catholic schoolgirl anymore. She wasn't even an 18-year-old freshman anymore. Paige was 21, a single mother to a darling baby who would be turning a year old in less than two weeks. But her petite size, naughty attire, and slutty/innocent act lit a fire inside me. And before I realized it, I'd crossed the room, dropped to my knees, and buried my nose in the crack of her ass while hungrily extending my tongue as deep as I could go up her already saturated pussy.


"Holy Mother of God!" Paige cursed, groaning as she bent further over across my desk and shot her left hand out to grip the table's edge. Her legs quivered and weakened, threatening to collapse her. And since she was too short to easily lean over the desk surface, I had to grip her legs and haul her up a few inches so that she could lie on her belly across the desktop with her feet dangling in the air, twitching erratically to the sides as I continued to eat her out.


Paige came to two squealing orgasms that way, with my hands spreading her perky buttcheeks to the sides as my tongue darted in and out of her snatch like a viper attacking its prey. But after she had her second climax, the throbbing erection banging its head against my belly begged for its own satisfaction. So standing up, I pressed one hand against her lower back to pin her light body against the desktop. And with her feet still dangling in the air, I spread her thighs to the side and abruptly buried all seven and three-quarter inches of my dick into her sodden pussy.


"Jesus Fucking Christ!" Paige screamed.


At full depth, I came to a stop. From this angle, Paige's vaginal canal was short enough that I could feel my cockhead being pinched down by the narrowing of her cervix. The knuckles of her left hand were white as she gripped the table's edge, and her breathing was shallow as she got used to the filling sensations. Simply holding myself inside her, I bent forward, brushed her hair out of the way, and tenderly kissed her cheek.


"So deep," Paige moaned. "Feels like you're coming out of my throat."


I chuckled. "You've said that before."


"It was true before, too. Unghh..." she groaned.


I chuckled and kissed her cheek again, waiting until she got used to my presence.


But Paige had other ideas. "You're not moving," she complained quietly. "Fuck me, Ben..."


Slowly, I withdrew until just the ridge of my mushroom head kept me inside her tight channel. Groaning deeply, Paige whimpered again, "Fuck me, Ben..."


Firmly, but not rapidly, I buried myself into her once again. She tensed as I thrust, her inner muscles clamping down around my invading prick to make her feel even tighter than she already was. The muscles along her hamstrings tensed as well, causing her legs to rise up a few inches as if they were about to curl around my back. But as I reached full depth and began to withdraw, her legs relaxed and swung forward once again.


"Fuck me, Ben..."


In ... Out...


"Fuck me, Ben..." She emphasized my name a little more.


In ... Out...


"Fuck me, Ben! Fuck me!"


It didn't take very long. Despite her first two starter orgasms, Paige was still pretty wound up after having gone so long since her last fucking, not to mention the mental high she rode from having me inside her once again. My own self-control had been frayed from both of Kim's warm-up blowjobs. And given how exquisitely tight and heavenly Paige's pussy felt right now, there was no way I was going to last forever.


Still, ego made me hold out until I made Paige cum. To this point, I had been too engrossed with the emotional connection I currently felt for my little redhead to really work my sex god magic on her. A lot of things simply worked on instinct anyway, and Paige was certainly enjoying herself well enough. But my own urge to cum drove me to focus on getting her off even faster, and so gripping her hips I pulled the both of us backwards until the petite girl slid off the desktop and stood up on her own two feet...


Well, mostly on her own two feet. At 5'2", Paige was short enough that I wouldn't have been able to continue fucking her from a standing position if she was supporting her own weight on her feet. As it was, I had to bend my knees quite a bit just to get low enough, my only other alternative to physically hold up her entire body while we fucked. With my knees bent and her upper body braced atop the desk, I was able to palm her tits and hump her from behind. Still, it felt like most of her weight was supported only by the joining of my cock in her cunt, and Paige groaned, "Oh, fuck me, Ben!" while feeling me as deep as I'd ever gone before.


We fucked like that for about a minute before the burn in my arms told me this wasn't going to work. Spying my desk chair, I dropped my arms to wrap around her waist, physically hauling Paige into the air with my cock still imbedded in her twat. Shuffling us both over, I twisted and then sat down heavily on the chair, Paige's own weight driving her down around my prick. And as she howled in passionate lust at the depth of our joining, I slid my hands inside her schoolgirl blouse and squeezed down on her hard little nipples.


"AAAAHHHHH!!!" Paige screamed in orgasm.


Cupping her tits, I realized that they felt moist as my nipple-squeezing had apparently squirted some of her breastmilk into her bra.


"AAAAHHHHH!!!" she screamed again as she humped herself up and down my cock, leveraging her own body off the chair.


"UNNNGHHH!" I grunted, feeling my own balls coiling for eruption.


"AAAAHHHHH-ACK!!!" Paige's third scream abruptly cut off, no doubt due to the sudden entrance of my cock into her colon. Not wanting to spurt dangerous sperm into her womb, ten days on the pill or not, I had lifted Paige's weight off me while she was distracted by her orgasm. With a minor course correction, I centered my cock on her lubricated anus, and once I felt the mushroom head notch into position, I grabbed onto her hips and yanked firmly down.


An inferno of heat, remarkably dry after the saturated swamp of her pussy, surrounded my prick. Her anal muscles clamped down around me, milking my cock for cum the same way my hands had milked her breasts just moments before. And with a final groan, I tightened up and then exploded, hosing down Paige's bowels with heavy sprays of superheated spunk.


Paige continued screaming the entire time that she felt my cock squirting her rectum full of cum. But when we were both done, her voice gave out and she collapsed back against my chest. My hands were still on her tits, fondling the fleshy milk-filled globes. And on sudden inspiration, I pulled my hands out to swiftly unbutton her blouse, yanked her bra out of the way, and then twisted the limp and worn-out girl in my lap so I could lean over and take a nipple into my mouth.


"Ohmmm..." Paige sighed as she felt me suckling breastmilk out of her swollen teat. She cradled my head with her right arm and stroked my hair with her left hand, looking down at me adoringly.


I smiled around her boob and then pulled away. Smirking, Paige managed to kick her right leg over my head, spinning herself in my lap without withdrawing my dick from her ass. That left her facing me, and we found that by leaning back, Paige was able to present both breasts to me for my milking enjoyment. And for some strange reason, I felt myself getting hard again, as if breastfeeding were a turn-on for me.


I guess it was.


My crazy little redhead brought me to three screaming orgasms that afternoon, shrieking out about a dozen herself. Our last coupling came on my bed with Paige slowly riding up and down my cock while bent over so that I could drink down the last of her breastmilk from her pretty boobs. And I was having so much fun that I completely forgot my own promise not to cum inside her pussy.


But Paige herself remembered, and when she realized I was about to blow, she took it upon herself to dismount me and suck my prick into her mouth, drinking down every last drop of dangerous sperm.


"Wow..." I sighed in amazement after realizing just how close I'd come to flooding her womb with tadpoles. "Thank you."


Paige leaned over and gave me a short peck. And then with a serene smile, she replied, "I meant what I said: I wouldn't dare risk this for you."


Nodding in understanding, I reached up and caressed her face. "Same time next week?"


Paige giggled. "I can't wait."





At 3:40pm Paige and I walked out the front door of the house together. At 3:50pm we hit the campus and I kissed her goodbye as I headed up the hill toward Cheit and Paige took a left to go to her own class.


Seven minutes later, I walked into my classroom and looked around. Most everyone I saw was familiar. UGBA 131 Corporate Finance was an upper-division elective with pre-requisites, meaning the students were almost entirely fellow Seniors from the Business Program, with the odd Econ major thrown in. There were perhaps only a couple of faces I didn't recognize on sight, including one in particular that caught my attention immediately.


Bert Kim waved me over to a spot in the third row. "Ben! Over here!"


Smiling, I made my way through the crowd and set my messenger bag on the floor next to the desk immediately behind Bert's. He twisted in his seat and offered me a fist bump. "Hey there, stranger."


I smirked. "It's cuter when Lynne says it."


"That's 'cuz Lynne's cuter than me, period."


"No argument from me."


"Heyyy there, strangers!" a distinctly feminine voice said brightly behind us. We both turned to see a beautiful brunette with an olive complexion, big expressive eyes, and an impressive figure standing before us. Sasha Serafian smiled and gestured to the seat immediately to the right of mine. "Is this seat taken?"


I gestured her into it, replying, "It is now."


She dropped into the seat heavily and sighed, the smile gone for the moment. Turning straight to Bert, Sasha rolled her eyes and said, "That Professor Vudutha. What a hardass, huh?"


"Tell me about it," Bert drawled.


I gave them both blank looks.


Bert shrugged before explaining, "118. International Trade this morning. It used to be an Easy-A when Toshihiro was teaching it. But Vudutha's a visiting prof and apparently out to prove a point."


I winced. "Sorry, guys."


Sasha shook her head. "It's only the first day. Maybe he'll calm down as the semester goes on."


"So this is our third class together already," Bert commented to Sasha again.


Sasha giggled and threw him a smile. "Should I sit somewhere else? Don't want people to get the wrong idea."


"Nah," I interrupted. "Better to keep you near him. That way you can keep the wolves at bay so he can stay loyal to his girlfriend."


"Sure you don't secretly want to keep me near you?" Sasha retorted while winking at me.


My eyebrows popped. Did Sasha just flirt with me?


Bert was already laughing and reached over to pat my arm. "You got him. Ben is so heartbroken after the loss of his soulmate that he's desperate for a good woman's healing touch." He chuckled for a few seconds before realizing that neither Sasha nor I was joining him.


Bert quickly realized his faux pas and winced. "Sorry, man. Too close to home?"


I took a deep breath and tried to shake off the shadow that had settled over my heart. "Little bit." I turned to Sasha and said sincerely, "It's just nice to see a friend."


"How ARE you?" she asked. She glanced sidelong at our friend before explaining, "Bert told me about Dawn yesterday."


I took a deep breath and shrugged. I missed Dawn, of course. Only two days into the new school year, it still felt really strange to walk up to class without her by my side. But I tried to focus on the people I did have around me, like Kim, Brooke, DJ, and Paige. Kim had been an ever-present companion for the past 24 hours or so, with no intentions of leaving my side for the foreseeable future. My little sister Brooke would always be around, no matter what. And DJ would likely have a special place in my heart for a long time to come as well.


And then there was Paige. I still didn't know exactly how Little Red would fit into the rest of my life, but for now she was a friend, a kindred spirit in someone who felt a little alone in the world. And for the next several Tuesdays at least, it looked like she would be a willing and energetic bed partner.


My life could honestly be a LOT worse.


"I'm fine," I finally replied, noticing that Sasha was eyeing me with great concern. I nodded and repeated a little more firmly, "I'm fine. Life goes on."


Just then, the room hushed as our professor entered. He was a tall man, relatively youthful for an esteemed Business Professor. With a chiseled jaw and longish Bon Jovi hair, Professor Henry Rutledge was considered a bit of a hunk by the female students. He'd earned a permanent teaching position just this year, with a spotless record and a reputation for being able to really engage his students with his roguish charm and encouragement. But as I watched him walk by, I couldn't help but think of how close he'd been to tarnishing that perfect record.


To be completely fair, I didn't actually know what had happened in that Cheit Hall office at the end of last year. The only two people who actually knew for sure were Dawn and Professor Rutledge himself. Dawn had given me her account: a shameful admission of blackmail that involved her using her feminine wiles to seduce the man into an admission of sexual desire that she caught on tape and then leveraged into bumping her score from a D+ to an A.


At the time, I'd really just been relieved to learn that Dawn hadn't actually slept with the man in exchange for her grade. That mental image had quite literally caused me to lose my breakfast all over my bedroom floor, and the horrific concept had propelled me into all sorts of dark and twisted paranoias about Dawn's subsequent acts of self-loathing in the months to follow. Finding out it wasn't true - that she hadn't actually defiled herself in that way - had been a welcome relief.


But the more I thought about it, the more I found myself wondering: which was actually worse? Grade-whoring herself would have been bad, if not unheard of around this campus. But blackmail was more or less criminal, and grounds not only for expulsion but subject to civil law.


Still, those wonderings were solely about Dawn. I still didn't know exactly what I thought about her, or how I felt about her, and I was pretty sure I STILL wouldn't know when or if she finally returned. In the meantime, as I watched him walk past the rows of desks and up to the lectern, I found myself wondering what I thought about Henry Rutledge.


Dawn had claimed that Rutledge was not a predator. She stated that he didn't trade grades for sex, but that he had a soft spot for pretty coeds. So what if he happened to enjoy sexual relations with young, energetic college students? So had Viktoriya Isakova, and I didn't hold her sex life against her.


Perhaps there was nothing more to it than that. Perhaps what Dawn had told me was absolutely true: that she had been the instigator and despite Rutledge's rather unethical admission, he was actually the victim in the whole scheme of things. Perhaps he really was a halfway decent man who had merely been trying his best to get a permanent teaching position that would lead to tenure and a lifetime of job security – the kind of man who wouldn't jeopardize that position by messing with his students' grades unless he was backed into a corner.


But then again, Dawn's reliability in those days was shaky at best. Besides, shouldn't a Professor in his position know better? How could he let himself be seduced by a borderline-failing student three days after her final, no matter HOW beautiful the coed? For him to go along with her advances implied that he was willing to do some grade fudging on her behalf, so he wasn't morally innocent in all this. My gut told me there was more to the story, but like I said: the only two people who really knew were Dawn and Rutledge himself. And I wasn't likely to get a straight answer out of either of them anytime soon.


All I could really do right now was deal with the situation before me. My reality was that Professor Rutledge was now MY Finance Professor, and it was up to me to earn the best grade I possibly could, regardless of any suspicions I had over his dealings with Dawn the previous semester.


Of course, complicating matters was that Rutledge had to be fully aware that Dawn had been my girlfriend. Sure, if Professor Ice knew Dawn was taking a leave of absence, I was sure Rutledge knew too. But even with her out of the picture, I had to wonder if he suspected that Dawn had shared the blackmail story with me. On the surface, it seemed unlikely; why would ANY girl tell her boyfriend that she'd seduced a professor into changing her grade? But then, maybe she had, and maybe with Dawn out of the way Rutledge might give me a hard time by extension. On the flip side, maybe he would realize that Dawn had broken my heart and dumped me, and go easy on me out of shared commiseration.


I really didn't know.


And for now, there wasn't a thing I could do about it.





I suppose it was inevitable. In retrospect, I'm surprised it hadn't happened the first day of classes, or even earlier today.


"Hiii, Ben."


"Hi, Ben!"


I came to a halt just outside of Cheit Hall, with Bert on my left and Sasha on my right. We'd been in the middle of a conversation about the rest of our schedules, wondering if there were any other classes Bert or I might share with Sasha. But that conversation died abruptly as we came face-to-face with two beautiful girls.


"Hey, uh, Casey," I greeted the pretty coed on the left. While not friends, I was casually familiar with the peroxide blonde. She was a fellow Senior and in the Undergraduate Business Program with me, and indeed had just been in the Corporate Finance class with us for the past hour. "Who's your friend?"


"I'm Carolyn," the second blonde, who had not been in class with us, replied while sticking her hand out. I shook it, but she conspicuously ignored Bert and Sasha. "Very pleased to meet you."


"So what's up?" I asked.


The two peroxide blondes glanced at each other with loaded intent behind their eyes before turning back to me with matching radiant smiles. "We were wondering if you already had plans for Friday night," Casey stated first, jutting a hip out to the side and profiling her curvaceous body for maximum sex appeal.


"There are a couple of parties we could go to," Carolyn explained. "Or if you'd prefer, maybe the three of us could find somewhere more private to spend our time." The way her eyes glittered made it obvious what kind of activities she would like to do during that time.


"All three of us?" I asked with an arched eyebrow, not surprised but more curious.


The two pretty girls shared another loaded glance before beaming at me even brighter. And then it was Casey's turn to explain, "Chevelle told us you'd have no problems keeping up with both of us."


"Chevelle?" I smirked, thinking of the way I'd left the blonde hippie chick just this past Saturday night. "Ah, that explains it."


Sasha laughed and patted my arm. "I think that's our cue to leave. See you Thursday, Ben. C'mon, Bert."


Three years ago Bert would have been frozen stiff with nerves. Two years ago he would have been gawking at the two pretty blondes. But today, my best buddy merely shook his head and patted my other shoulder. "Laters, man. I'll tell Lynne you said 'hi'."


"No, wait," I called to them, getting Sasha and Bert to stop and turn around. I then looked over to the two peroxide blondes, saying, "Look, I'm flattered. But I'm still recovering from a pretty bad break-up and I'm not really looking to start dating again."


Casey and Carolyn exchanged another loaded glance before grinning at me. Carolyn thrust her cleavage forward and replied, "Who said anything about 'dating'?"


I chuckled and shook my head. "I'm sorry. Not that you two don't interest me, but I'm just looking to settle into the new school year. Fair enough?"


Casey gave me an encouraging smile, cocking a hip while replying, "We're looking to settle in as well. Unwind from the hustle and bustle of starting classes and all that. Why not unwind together?"


I offered an apologetic smile and held my hands up. "Ladies, please?"


The girls pouted, but didn't press the issue. Crossing her arms beneath her large breasts, which held them up for better viewing, Casey sighed and shrugged. "Well, I'll still see you in class every week at least." She jerked a thumb back to the classroom. "So you'll know where to find me if you change your mind."


Smiling, I replied, "I'll keep that in mind."


With one last glance at each other, Casey and Carolyn sighed and then turned about. I couldn't help but let my eyes drop for a moment to their nicely-formed asses encased in skintight Daisy Duke jean shorts. But I quickly pulled my gaze away and stepped over to Bert and Sasha.


"Single guy like you? Turning down two hot blondes like that?" Sasha marveled.


"Yeah," Bert moaned with a truly stricken expression on his face. "It's like I don't even KNOW you anymore!"


The pair of them laughed, and buoyed by their mirth, I chuckled too.





I walked halfway home with Bert and Sasha before making the left turn to head for the house. Bert always took the BART home at the end of the day, and apparently Sasha did the same, so they continued on together. We'd enjoyed some pleasant conversation, and once they were both gone, I suddenly felt swallowed up by the feeling of loneliness that had been dogging me off and on ever since my big break-up with Dawn.


Once, about two blocks from the house, I stopped and turned back in the direction of campus, wondering just where Casey and Carolyn had gotten themselves off to. I pondered the question of whether I should have lost myself in their sexual embrace to wash away this loneliness. Sure, the invitation had been to go out on Friday night, but I was sure that if I pressed the issue, I could have gotten them to come home with me right then and there.


But I shook away those thoughts and focused on what was waiting for me at home. There was a good chance that Brooke and DJ would be there for dinner, and even if they had chosen to get food with their group of friends, Kim had promised me she would have dinner when I returned.


Still, that was no guarantee I would get laid. Sure, Kim and I had that "welcome back" fuck yesterday afternoon, and she'd given me blowjobs to warm me up for Paige. But she'd also sent me to bed last night alone and unfucked and with a firm resolution to NOT become my girlfriend. This wasn't like the situation last year when as her Master, I could have ordered her to service me. For now, Kim was the one with the plan she wanted to execute and I was at the mercy of my girls' whims.


Once more I stopped and turned around. I wondered if it made any sense to call Chevelle and ask her for Casey's phone number.


But again, I shook away those thoughts and focused on getting home. I was a sexual creature, but man does not live by orgasms alone. It was getting on toward dinner time, and my stomach was rumbling with a carnal desire quite different from my usual sexual appetite. So I picked up my pace, made the final turn for home, and quickly entered the house.


The lights were on, but from what I could see, nobody was home. The dining table was set with places for four and heavenly aromatic smells wafted toward me from the kitchen, but those both living room and kitchen were completely empty. "Hello?" I called out. "Kim?"


No answer.


Frowning, I checked the hallway and found that both Brooke's and DJ's bedroom doors were open, with the girls absent from both locations. Shrugging, I decided I might as well set my bag down in my room, so I trudged up the steps and opened my bedroom door.


"Hi, Big Brother," Brooke greeted me in her most smokily seductive voice.


The view before me took my breath away, and with wide eyes I stumbled forward a step. With my hand still on the doorknob, I wound up pushing the door all the way open until the opposite knob impacted the wall with an audible [thump]. And I put my weight on the doorknob, sagging against the unyielding wood with one shoulder as I canted my head to the side and admired the view.


My little sister knelt atop my bed in First Position, at least the original one and not Kim's modified version of prayer-like obedience. Brooke's knees were together as she sat atop her own heels. Her arms were tucked behind her back as she clasped her hands together. And she smiled at me in invitation, giggling as my eyes roved up and down her black lace lingerie-clad body.


"Hiii, Ben..." DJ crooned beside her, drawing away my attention. The buxom blonde was in Second Position, kneeling away from me with her arms folded atop the mattress and her cheek resting on her forearms. This thrust her ass into the air, with her knees separated slightly to open up her crotch. All that stood between me and a perfect view of her peach pit was the white strand of a G-string that bisected her ass in half.


Silently, Kim stepped over to Brooke, gently but firmly taking hold of my sister's chin and elevating it upward. She also pressed against the brunette's lower back, changing the arch of Brooke's spine and causing my sister to thrust her 34C tits forward. After that, Kim moved over to DJ, pushing down on the blonde's ass to lower it a few inches. And with a final caress of the blonde girl's back, my onetime submissive turned and flashed a smile at me. "They need some practice, but they're eager learners."


My eyes popped open wide.


Kim sauntered over to me, sliding a hand down my chest before reaching down to pat the bulge that had formed in my shorts. "Take your time. Dinner won't be ready for another hour."


And then she left, closing the door behind her.





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.


I'd gone to sleep alone last night, although I'd been well satisfied sexually before dinner time. With my eyes still closed, I briefly wondered who was giving me this morning blowjob. There were three obvious candidates, any one of whom could be my mystery oral artist. Kim hadn't had sex with me since Monday afternoon, and perhaps after serving my required "alone" time by sleeping by myself overnight she was coming to give me the female companionship we both knew I craved. Brooke had never really needed a reason to give me a blowjob; every now and again my little sister just loved the naughty thrill of sucking down her brother's incestuous sperm. And of course DJ similarly enjoyed waking me up in this fashion, plus I'd noticed how my one-time girlfriend had been just a little more affectionate with me these past few days now that her big sister was no longer in town.


The more my brain fired up, the more conscious I became of the specific way I was being blown, a dead giveaway to an experienced cocksman like me. My eyes fluttered open for a brief second, giving me just enough time to see the sunny blonde-haired head bobbing up and down in my lap and confirm my suspicions regarding my fellatrix's identity. 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, murmuring, "Morning, kiddo."


Sighing, the gorgeous 19-year-old bombshell inhaled me to the root once more, humming so that my cockhead could feel the vibrations of her throat directly. But she then pulled off me completely, gasping for oxygen before looking at me with a quiet intensity I wasn't expecting.


I blinked twice, simply meeting her gaze. I wasn't yet fully awake, my brain still in the booting up process. But just as I started to recognize how intensely DJ was looking at me, she ducked her head back down and gave my penis a quick peck.


Moving higher, she then kissed the sensitive skin between my belly button and crotch. Slowly, she crawled forward, giving my body little kisses along the way. And as she got up to my chest, I realized that the buxom beauty had been fully naked beneath my blankets.


I lay in quiet repose, watching DJ kiss her way up my body. Every now and again, her crystal clear blue eyes flickered to mine, a happy twinkle in her irises. I smiled back at her, and when she resumed her kisses I resumed my admiration of her body. Those gravity-defying Double-D tits couldn't defy gravity in this position, and her erect nipples dragged across the bare skin of my chest as she slowly crawled toward me. Eventually, she made it all the way up to my face. And cradling my cheek in one hand, she gave me another soul-searchingly intense look before closing her eyes and bending down to kiss my lips.


She took my breath away. Her meandering approach of butterfly kisses up my torso had built my anticipation, so that I was breathing shallowly and rapidly by the time she finally reached my face. The flavor of her lips sent little sparks down my spine, and the touch of her tongue in my mouth sent a surge of adrenaline through my body. Suddenly, my hands flew up of their own accord to wrap around DJ's nubile body, squeezing her tightly and pressing her tits down against my chest. She crooned a happy note into our liplock and parted her lips to try and kiss me even deeper. And as our tongues wriggled together in the shared space between our mouths, I felt her wet pussy slide up along the length of my shaft before getting just high enough to notch my mushroom head into her folds.


I was possessed by the sudden urge to be inside her, and my hands left her back to slide down and grip DJ's hips. She held her breath and paused from kissing me for a moment, just feeling the instinctive movement of our loins into perfect alignment. And then she sighed as my hands pressed her hips down and swiftly imbedded my cock nearly eight inches into her body.


"Oh, Ben," she gasped, turning her cheek against my shoulder as she quivered.


"Deej..." I groaned, sliding my arms around her lower back to pull our loins tightly together.


"Mmm..." she hummed when she felt me reach maximum depth and then remain there, soaking in the sensations of my cock throbbing with urgent need within her.


Time stopped for a minute, as did we. Breathing shallowly, we both simply luxuriated in the blissful sensations of our joining, not needing to thrust or otherwise continue the coital act just yet. We were pressed together, skin-to-skin, from chest to toe. Her body felt warm against me, enveloping me in a cocoon of loving heat that I never wanted to break free of. I stroked her flanks, enjoying the texture of DJ's bare skin beneath my palms. Once she got used to my internal presence, she turned her face back to mine and kissed me once more, an expression less passionate but no less loving as our mouths opened and closed together while pivoting to the sides left and right, constantly in motion and yet always in total harmony.


After a few minutes of gentle kissing, though, DJ got anxious for more. Reaching her arms back, she took hold of my elbows and removed my hold of her lower body. Sliding her hands up my forearms, she managed to interlace her fingers through my own. And after stretching both of our arms together toward the headboard, she leveraged herself upright into a cowgirl position and then drew my palms to her big, heaving breasts.


Taking her cue, I let myself fondle those heavenly orbs. As she began to buck her body up and down my cock, I worried her nipples with my palms while using my fingers to pinch down on her firm yet supple flesh. DJ threw her head back, sliding her own hands along her throat and chin before dipping the middle finger of her right hand into her mouth and biting down on it while grimacing and moaning deeply.


My right hand left her breast, sliding up the middle of her chest and wrapping around her neck as well. I squeezed gently, just enough to get her attention and have DJ pick her head back up and look down at me. There was obvious lust in her eyes, but a hint of something more as well.


I'd seen this look in DJ's eyes before. She had it that fateful month at Morris Camp when we'd first become a romantic couple. She had it that one memorable lovemaking session right before Dawn broke up with me just before Finals in May. And she had that look now.


It was a look of love.


And as I stared back into her eyes, as I felt the giddy excitement of holding her big breast along with the delightful wet warmth of her pussy around my cock, I wanted to love her right back.


But my heart tightened as if some ethereal hand had reached up and squeezed down on it. A lump formed in my throat and my body tensed up, and not in a good way. I stopped my upward thrusting into DJ's body and went so rigidly still that she ceased her own humping motions. And as a stricken look spread across my face, I watched her own twist into an expression of sorrowful disappointment.


I knew what she wanted. In a way, DJ had never stopped crushing on me. I'd been her ideal since long before that summer when we'd fallen in love. And even though we'd broken up for good reasons, a part of her would always still want me. This was her chance. This was a time when Dawn was completely out of the picture, hundreds and hundreds of miles away. She knew I had very strong feelings for her, and I think she instinctively knew it wouldn't take a whole lot of convincing to make me fall in love with her again.


But it was too soon. Sure, Dawn had dumped me more than three months ago; but she'd only walked out of this house on Saturday, and that departure had left a jagged scar across my heart that would need more than four days to heal. DJ was only too aware of the pitfalls of a rebound relationship, having been through it with me once already after the end of my romance with Adrienne. And she had also been made aware of Kim's plan for me to learn how to be alone for a little while.


And yet, she was here.


Intellectually, we both knew this was a bad idea. Our heads were both fully cognizant of the rationale for not entering into a romantic relationship. But sometimes the heart wants what the heart wants.


"Deej..." I began cautiously, fully aware that it was unwise to upset a woman while she had your cock in her pussy. But for once in my life, I had to nip this burgeoning relationship in the bud before it got out of hand. "What are we doing?"


She tried to smile. "Just having some fun?" The uncertainty in her voice belied her own words. She knew there was more to this than mere fucking.


"We've slept together every day since you got back from SoCal, kiddo. Starting to get kinda regular, isn't it?"


DJ frowned. "You say that like it's a bad thing."


"Deej ... We can't keep doing this."


The poor girl looked crestfallen. I watched her conflicting emotions go to war across her face, and she pinched her lips as she fought the urge to cry.


Sighing, I reached down to grasp her hips and gently tugged her upward. Whimpering, DJ allowed me to pull her off my cock. She settled onto her knees beside me while I sat up and slid back to lean against the headboard. I paused for a moment to collect my thoughts, and once I figured out what I needed to say, I looked her in the eyes and stated warmly, "Dorothy Jean, I love you."


DJ blinked quickly and jerked her head back. Uncontrollably, a smile spread across her face and her eyes sparkled as she replied happily, "I love you, too."


"That's just the problem."


"Huh?"


"I love you like a sister. But I also love you like ... well ... like a lover. We both know we've got very strong feelings for each other, and it would be really easy to slip into a romantic relationship."


DJ's eyes softened and she canted her head to the side. "Would that really be so bad?"


"Josh is still--"


"I'd drop him in a heartbeat if it meant I could have you," she interrupted.


I winced. "But is that what you think is best for us? Right here? Right now?"


For a brief second, a look of everlasting love was in DJ's eyes. Her breath hitched, her lower lip quivered, and her eyes shimmered with extra moisture. But that second later, she pinched her lips together and looked away. Still, she didn't answer verbally, instead closing her eyes and almost hoping this problem would just go away.


"I can't rebound. Not again." I exhaled slowly, turning my eyes away and off toward the other upstairs bedroom. "Kim is right: I have to learn how to be alone. It's not that it's a bad thing for me to get so emotionally invested into the woman I'm with. But my codependency isn't healthy. If I'm not strong enough to take care of myself, how can I truly expect to take care of my girlfriend? It wouldn't be fair to put that kind of burden on her. And I can't keep leaving myself so vulnerable if a relationship starts to fall apart. I've been through an emotional wringer with the extreme ups and downs of my dating life these last few years, and after Dawn left ... I just don't know how much more I can take right now."


DJ was stone silent, kneeling beside me with her eyes still averted. She'd crossed her arms over her chest, not trying to hide her nudity but more simply hugging herself.


"Please don't take this personally," I said sincerely. "I do love you. But ... right now ... I just can't. Not this soon after Dawn."


"Just one more reason for me to resent her," DJ muttered.


"Hey!"


DJ just seemed to shrink. But she took a deep breath and shook her head as she looked over at me. "Sorry."


"It's not about you. I can't have a relationship with anyone – not you, not Kim, not even Dawn if she were to come back. I really need to be alone for a while. I'm going to be alone for a while, at least in the sense of not having a girlfriend. I need to learn how to function on my own, without being dependent on anyone. I need to rediscover my old hobbies, figure out how to entertain myself, and remember how to share my day with friends instead of a single partner. I can't be with you, because for now I can't be with anyone, period."


"So what are you saying? That we can't have sex anymore?"


I grimaced, my eyes dropping down to her magnificent breasts still visible around her forearms. Feeling my gaze, she even thrust her chest out a little more. Regretting each syllable, I answered, "Not if we can't keep our emotions in check. Casual hookups are one thing, but Deej, we've been doing this practically every night and half the mornings, too."


"I like doing this with you."


"Me, too." I sighed heavily, and before I realized it, I'd reached a hand up and stroked her naked breast.


DJ felt the touch and reached a hand up to cover mine, cradling my palm against her skin. Her eyes returned to mine, that look of heartfelt longing shining in her irises once again. "I love you, Ben."


"I love you, too."


She shook her head. "No, I mean it. I love you."


My eyes tightened. Taking a deep breath, I exhaled and shook my head firmly in the negative. "I'm sorry."


DJ sighed, then shrugged and picked up her head. "It's okay." She smiled weakly, but at least she was trying to smile.


Nothing more needed to be said. I may not have spent the same amount of personal time with DJ as I had with Dawn, or even Adrienne; and we may not have had the same kind of mystical connection I often felt with both of those other women. But in this moment, I knew that both DJ and I felt the longing ... and the regret ... for a relationship we both wanted, but a relationship that just couldn't happen.


Not yet at least.


She deserved better than just a rebound. Hell, DJ deserved better than merely a romantic relationship. If my little kiddo and I got together, it would have to be more than a few months to get myself over Dawn. It would have to be more than just a year or so of girlfriendly-bliss before Dawn came back to Berkeley. If DJ and I got together ... it would have to be for good. It would have to be choosing her ... even though Dawn was still out there somewhere.


And there was no way in hell I could make that kind of decision.


Not yet at least.


My left hand left DJ's breast and rose higher to cup her cheek. She pressed her face into my palm, enjoying the warm strength she felt there, and her weak smile got bigger. Taking a deep breath, she stiffened her spine and sat up straight. With a twinkle in her eye, she reached down and stroked my prick, which had gone half-soft during the discussion but twitched with fresh signs of life at her touch. With a different kind of smile – a more seductive, naughty smile – she bent forward and walked herself on her hands until she assumed Second Position, with her cheek on her forearms and her ass in the air.


"Come fuck me, Ben," DJ husked in a deep voice. "Don't make love to me. Don't think about what we mean to each other. I'm just a hot blonde with a killer body and a penchant for getting pounded. Lube me up and sodomize the shit out of me if that's what you want."


I shouldn't have asked my next question, but it was out of my lips before I could stop myself. "Is that what you want?"


DJ bit her lip, that naughty smile evaporating. I watched her mouth quiver for a moment, and a single tear rolled out from her eye. But then she turned her face away from me. And in a quiet voice, she sighed, "It's what we both need. Now shut the fuck up. Grab hold of my ass and ream me out good, okay?"


I took a deep breath, the sight of her absofriggin'-incredible body too arousing for me to resist. My cock had re-hardened – DJ was just too damn sexy for it not to have. Lining myself up behind her body, I reached out to take her hips in my hands. And closing my eyes, I lunged forward.


It didn't take long. A hard fucking was what we both needed, and would give us... enough ... pleasure. But my heart really wanted to make love to her, and the longer this fuck went on the more I would be reminded of that fact. So I did what DJ asked: I held on and reamed her out good.


Oh, she'd invited me to sodomize her, but I didn't want to waste time lubing her up and I cared too much for her in this moment to do it dry. Gripping DJ's hips hard enough that I left pink handprints on her milky white skin, I used her as a masturbatory tool to pummel my cock through her tight cunt to maximize the friction and give myself the most pleasure I could.


I pounded her without mercy. After the first minute, I relocated my hands to her shoulders, pulling DJ up onto all fours so that I could jerk her skinny body against mine with every merciless lunge. The air was filled with meaty slapping sounds to accompany each jarring impact of my pelvis against her ass. And after about two minutes of breakneck thrusting I felt my nut sack tighten.


Abruptly, I changed my pulling motion on DJ's shoulders into a pushing motion. My cock swiftly exited her cunt, and then I was rolling her onto her back while her eyes flew open in surprise. No sooner had DJ's back hit the bed than I was knee-walking over her torso and squatting just above her chest, my cock in hand as I jacked the shaft furiously.


Breathing heavily, DJ quickly recovered from her surprise and sat up, grabbing onto my bare ass and parting her lips to invite my dick inside. Just as my cockhead entered her gaping mouth, my balls uncoiled, the tension inside me suddenly going slack.


"Ungh-NNNGH!" I grunted as the volleys of spunk flew out of me to splatter against DJ's inner cheeks. I grabbed onto her head, yanking her face down around my shaft and shoving my dick almost violently down her throat. She choked, and a few tears dribbled out from her eyes as she made little gagging noises. But as I instinctively released my grip on her head, she withdrew just far enough to breathe without actually pulling me out of her mouth.


"NNNGH!" I grunted again as I felt myself spit out wad after wad of hot cum. I still held her head, keeping it in place although I no longer tried to skullfuck her. Over and again I filled her mouth while DJ kept her eyes on mine, watching me watching her take every drop I had to give.


"Mmmm..." DJ groaned in a deep voice around my prick, her eyes fluttering. I realized that she had a hand between her thighs, rubbing her clit furiously while she felt me spraying her oral cavity with sperm. And just when I stopped squirting, her whole body tremored and she groaned after getting a small orgasm for herself.


When we were done, I simply let go of her head. DJ fell away from me, collapsing onto her back with a trickle of cum leaking out from the corner of her mouth. I sat back on my own heels, breathing hard from my exertion. And while the final release had been ... satisfying ... I still felt that ethereal hand squeezing heart painfully enough to actually hurt.


I stared at DJ's limp, naked body, those glorious tits thrust up into the air. I felt a pang of guilt for having used her like that. It wasn't our way; it wasn't the lovemaking a girl that special to me deserved. But then, that was the point. We were friends, fuck-buddies, and even siblings on some level. But we couldn't be romantic lovers. Not right now.


Not yet.


I wanted to. She wanted to. But we'd danced this dance before, and both our rational brains knew better than to repeat the mistakes of our past.


But just because it was rational didn't mean it wasn't sad.


Eventually, DJ recovered enough to turn around and look back at me. Her face wore the same sad expression as mine, and for a minute or so we simply looked at each other, communicating wordlessly all the "I wishes" and "What ifs" in the world.


After a while, DJ shrugged and took a deep breath. She sat up and leaned across the mattress to give me a soft peck on the cheek while I remained kneeling where I was. And then silently, she slipped off the bed, put on the baggy night-shirt she'd left on my desk chair, and walked out of my room.


Not yet.


Chapter 2: Single


-- SEPTEMBER 2005, SENIOR YEAR --



"Dead cow, dead chicken, or dead mystery meat?"


Airheaded blonde Tammy Toth held her empty paper plate and gave me a blank look. "Excuse me?"


"Burger, chicken, or hot dog," I explained. "Given your lack of bun, I'm guessing chicken."


Tammy cracked a smile and held up her plate while I used the tongs to pick up a chicken breast and hand it over. Perkily, she said, "Thanks, Ben."


"No sweat."


Tammy then leaned over and pecked my cheek, lingering for an extra moment to croon into my ear, "I must point out, though, that I have a very nice pair of buns, should you care to look."


That put a little smile on my face. I watched the busty blonde sashay off with a little extra wiggle in her hips so that I could ogle her ... uh ... buns. But my attention was drawn back as Vivian Wang held up her burger bun-adorned plate and chirped, "Dead cow, please."


After one spatula-delivery of burger patty to Vivian's plate, the pretty Chinese girl hopped up on her tip-toes and also gave me a peck on the cheek. I chuckled aloud this time, and she winked at me before returning to her friends.


Meli Kanemura stepped up. "I'm not so sure about this..." she mumbled while arching an eyebrow at me.


I blushed and shook my head. "There's no requirement to kiss me. Tammy and Vivian are just flirting."


Meli's eyebrows popped and she gave me a lopsided grin. "Oh, no. Not that." She quickly stepped into me, wrapping her free arm around my neck and pulling me down while darting her tongue into my mouth and locking her lips to mine. But just as suddenly as she'd approached, the impish Hawaiian girl stepped back and smiled. "I'd kiss you anytime..."


"Ale ko'u kai..." I mumbled with a sizzle in my eyes.


"That an offer?" She jutted a hip out with one hand on it, raising her chin up challengingly.


I laughed, and she giggled, and then I returned to her original comment. "So then, what is it you weren't so sure about?"


Holding up her plate, Meli complained, "Well I was going to get a hot dog. But that 'mystery meat' crack didn't sound appealing."


I grinned. "Relax, they're 100% kosher Hebrew Nationals. Brooke made me drive out to Costco last night for supplies."


"Well in that case..." Meli proffered her plate.


Once Meli left, I surveyed the remaining crowd. There were about two dozen people milling around my house, the vast majority of them current sophomores. Brooke's and DJ's little circle of friends had grown over the past year, and there were a number of satellite acquaintances also present at this shindig. It had been DJ's idea to continue the "Back to School" barbecue tradition begun last year, even though my inner clique had more or less disintegrated and Kim's biker friends were not in attendance.


Kim herself wasn't here, either. With Bert off visiting Lynne for the weekend and no other close friends around, Kim had offered to postpone her trip home to give me some "adult" company as she put it. My dirty mind had instantly inferred that she planned on finally having sex with me again after gently turning down my advances for the past several days, but she was quick to explain that she just meant having someone else over the age of 20 be present. I'd told her I would manage without her company, and Kim had gone home to her family. She and her motorcycle would return on Sunday, so for the meantime, I found myself the lone Senior amongst a bevy of nubile teenaged coeds.


This status in and of itself was reason to flirt with me. It was an interesting phenomenon I'd come to witness over the many years of my academic education: young girls always liked flirting with older guys. I suppose it made them feel older and more mature themselves. Add in my natural male hunkiness, the fact that I was Master of the Grill, and the female-heavy ratio of those in attendance, and I became the frequent target of female attention.


I was used to it by now. Years of being the Grill Master at Elaine Fukuhara's parties had schooled me in the ways of multi-tasking meat-cooking, meat-serving, and flirtatious conversation. Plus, flirting with this group of girls had always been a comfortable, innocuous routine. For all of last year, the girls had known me as Brooke's older brother who would banter back and forth with them without actually making a pass. Despite my somewhat legendary reputation on campus, I'd been clearly devoted to my girlfriend Dawn and had stated plainly to the collective group that I didn't want to get involved with one of Brooke's friends out of concern for my little sister's happiness.


But that was last year.


Dawn was now out of the picture. I was known to be single. And far be it from me to put a damper on anyone's evening by refusing to engage in at least "polite" conversation with these guests visiting my home. I'm not saying I would actually bed any of them – not without being quite sure of how such a liaison would affect both their and my relationship with Brooke – but I certainly didn't see any harm in flirting back.


I only spent the first hour as Lord of the Flames, our Weber grill big enough to cook plenty of food for the whole crowd with minimal delay. After that, I left the remaining meat, corn, and foil-wrapped potatoes under the hood to keep warm and decided to disappear up into my bedroom and leave my sister's friends alone.


I had just made it up two steps in the stairwell when someone called out behind me, "Hey, leaving already?"


I turned around and involuntarily my eyes dropped down to some very nice cleavage wrapped in a pink halter top. From my elevated position, I had a particularly good view, made even better when the girl in question crossed her arms beneath her breasts and lifted them up for me.


Smiling, I raised my gaze to the face of Alexis 'Lexi' Gilmore, a very pretty green-eyed brunette who'd been Meli's roommate since both girls arrived on campus last year. Shrugging, I replied, "I figured you froshlings would loosen up and have more fun without Big Brother hovering over you."


"'Froshlings'?" Brooke had been walking by and stopped when she overheard me. My little sister pouted, "We're not 'froshlings' anymore. Every one of us here is at least a sophomore now."


Leaning on the stair railing, I smirked as I sipped my "to go" bottle of Corona before shaking my head and replying, "Though you're no longer first-year students, you'll always be 'froshlings' to me."


My little sister rolled her eyes and then kept on walking, returning to the living room. Lexi watched her go before turning back to me. "You're not just any big brother. You're cool. Everyone is chill around you. Come back. Please?" And with that, the pretty teenager extended a hand out to me, inviting me to take it.


Well, it IS quite difficult to turn down such a beautiful girl, especially when she's giving you that doe-eyed puppy dog look. Chuckling, I allowed myself to take her hand and she quickly interlaced her fingers through mine.


"I think being one of your froshlings is pretty cool," Lexi sighed as she tugged me over to the living room. "Makes me feel like we're more special than the other girls on campus."


"Of course," I replied. "You all are my sister's best friends."


Lexi gave me a coy look while biting her lower lip. "Yeah well maybe this year, we can be your friends, too."


I arched an eyebrow at that comment, but Lexi was already looking forward. As we entered the room, Joel Cha, Brooke's boyfriend, and Carlos Verdugo both gave me head nods in greeting. I raised my bottle in salute back to them and then found that Lexi was directing me into an available spot at one end of a couch. And after I plopped down, she settled her Daisy Duke-covered ass onto the armrest beside me.


"Everybody thank Ben for doing all the cooking!" DJ announced.


"Thanks, Ben!" came back the resounding chorus.


I grinned and glanced up as Lexi batted her eyelashes at me and dropped her hand ever-so-casually to scratch at my bare knee. There certainly were worse ways to spend a Friday evening.





The next morning, I yawned as I entered the empty kitchen, feeling a little out of sorts but not quite able to put a finger on exactly why. My sleep had been ... okay ... It's not like I'd spent hours tossing and turning or anything, but I knew that I'd had more restful nights. Truth be told, I'd been feeling off now for days.


As my stomach gurgled, I figured that a nice breakfast would be just the thing to make me feel better. I opened up the refrigerator, staring at the carton of eggs and various other supplies of food in pre-preparation form. I weighed my distinctly lacking ability as a chef against my current hunger, and with a sigh decided I was probably best off pouring some cereal and milk.


Hmm, maybe a drive over to Carl's Jr wasn't out of the question.


But just when I was about to surrender to the temptations of fast food, I heard footsteps behind me and turned to see Brooke join me in the kitchen, wearing a light bathrobe and her unkempt hair held up with a clip. "Oh, thank goodness you're up," I remarked with obvious relief.


My little sister smirked at me while shaking her head. "You know, maybe you should spend this extra time you've got as a single man teaching yourself how to cook."


"The thought has occurred to me."


Just then, Joel entered the kitchen as well and blushed as he stammered out a greeting. No matter how familiar one can be with a guy, it's always a little awkward to run into your girlfriend's big brother the morning after you've obviously spent the night.


"Sit down," Brooke told us both as she rolled up her sleeves. "I'm making french toast."


Joel and I shrugged at each other, and we wandered out into the living room to park ourselves on the couch. The TV remote was quickly in my hand and college football was quickly on the screen. It was opening weekend, but the Bears weren't playing Sacramento State until 2pm. So we settled for channel surfing the rest of the nationally-televised games for the next fifteen minutes or so until my other roommates emerged from their room as well.


"Oh hey, football," Josh Kohn exclaimed as he came into the room. Immediately, Joel's best friend and DJ's boyfriend crossed over to the other couch and plopped himself into a seat. I glanced back to see DJ roll her eyes as she smirked and went into the kitchen to help Brooke.


Fifteen minutes later, all five of us sat around the dining table eating breakfast. We made casual chit-chat, although Josh and Joel kept getting distracted by the football game we'd left running on the TV. After breakfast, the guys kissed their girlfriends goodbye, and then both of them departed, leaving me alone with the two girls.


"So ... what happened to your little bed-partner?" Brooke nudged me with an elbow to the ribs, now that we had some privacy. "I woke up this morning expecting to make french toast for six."


I blinked and furrowed my eyebrows. "Huh?"


DJ giggled. "We mean Lexi. That girl was ALL over you last night."


"So what happened?" Brooke repeated. "We SAW you two go upstairs. Did you kick her out and send her home after blowing her mind?"


"Not very gentlemanly of you," DJ drawled.


I frowned, shaking my head. "I didn't kick her out. We didn't hook up at all."


Brooke's eyebrows popped wide open. "Seriously?"


I blinked rapidly while giving the girls a blank expression, and then arched an eyebrow. "She's your friend. I'm not messing around with that."


Now it was DJ's turn to chirp in surprise, "Seriously?"


Brooke shook her head. "Hey, it's not my business what you or Lexi do. I never told you my friends were off-limits."


I shrugged. "You didn't have to. It was always my choice."


DJ frowned. "Laying off the froshlings was one thing when you and Dawn were still together. But you're a single guy now. You're telling me you turned down getting laid last night?"


I shrugged again, and then winced at the notion. Maybe that was why I'd been feeling off all morning. As good as Brooke's french toast was, satisfying my hunger hadn't cured my current malaise. "Well ... yeah. You're right, Lexi made it pretty clear she was interested, and I had to turn her down several times. After she followed me up into my bedroom, I tried to let her down gently."


"But WHY?" DJ asked, still confused.


"You know why. WE'VE talked about this, Deej. I'm not ready for any kind of relationship."


DJ shook her head. "Lexi wasn't going to try and tie you down into a relationship. It's the beginning of the school year and she was having a good time. She just wanted to hook up for an evening, that's all."


Brooke nodded. "She said as much when she asked my permission to seduce you."


My eyebrows popped. "She what?"


Brooke shrugged. "Like you said: she's my friend, and you're my brother."


I mused on that for a moment before sighing. "It just ... It didn't feel right, alright?" I glanced toward the door, double-checking to make sure Joel and Josh were long gone and that the three of us were completely alone. Then lowering my voice slightly I explained, "Sex with you two is one thing ... We're family. We're special. Kim and Paige aren't family, but it's kind of the same thing. I just ... I don't know that I'm ready to do that with anyone outside of this group, you know?"


The expressions on both girls' faces softened as they gave me pitying looks. Brooke reached over and rubbed my arm, saying, "You don't have to explain anything more. This soon after Dawn ... If you don't feel ready yet, you don't feel ready."


"Thanks."


Brooke nodded, but DJ bit her lip and tilted her head to the side. "So when's the last time you got laid then?"


I blinked, raising my eyebrows as I considered that. "Uh ... well ... I guess it would have been the last time you came to my room."


DJ frowned. "But that was ... Wednesday morning!"


I shrugged. "It's only been a few days. Kim's being very mysterious with me and I don't want to push her. It's not like she OWES me anything. And Paige will visit again on Tuesday, so it's not like I'm staring into the abyss of eternal abstinence."


Still frowning, DJ got up and put one knee on her chair, reaching across the table and touching her hand to my forehead as if checking for a fever. "You feeling alright?"


I chuckled, furrowing my forehead against her hand. "Yeah, yeah. I'm fine."


"Backed up? A little excess pressure buildup? Are you even jerking off?"


I winced, the conversation suddenly turning awkwardly personal, even though it was just Brooke and DJ. "Uh, no..."


Shaking her head, DJ grabbed my wrist and then stood up, attempting to tug me out of my chair. Turning back to look at Brooke, she head-nodded toward the hallway and asked, "Wanna come?"


Brooke rolled her eyes and shook her head, a bemused smile on her face. "Nah, I'm good." She waved us onward and then propped both elbows on the table to sip her coffee.


"Wait, wait, Deej..." I began, resisting her pull and remaining seated. "You don't have to do this."


"I want to," she replied with glittering eyes. "Even though we're not together, I want to know that you're taken care of. I thought Lexi would end up handling this for you last night, but that didn't happen."


"It's no big deal."


"It is to ME," she stated vehemently as she began pulling me with both hands, momentarily getting my butt off the cushion before I sat back down. "Please, I want to do this for you. You'll feel so much better, and I'll feel so much better knowing that you've been satisfied, alright?"


"Deej--"


"Don't argue with me," she stated abruptly, cutting me off as she dropped my hands and propped her fists on her hips to glare at me. "Just let me do this for you, alright?"


Taking a deep breath, I evaluated this gorgeous blonde bombshell, her chest heaving and her face flushed as she stared at me with a look of heartbreaking love and concern. My mind flashed back to the aforementioned Wednesday morning, when we'd skirted the line between love and lust only to pull ourselves back from the brink at the last moment.


A part of me knew it would probably be best not to tempt ourselves. But then again, I knew I could never bring myself to deny DJ forever. I cared about her too much for that. And to be perfectly honest, I lusted for her too much for that.


Sensing that she had me nearly convinced, DJ tugged on my hand and reached out to grab my head. Pulling my face toward her chest, she bent over and then whispered into my ear, "You didn't put it in my ass last time, even though I asked you so nicely."


[SPROING]



Well, my hard erection was answering for me.





Taking a deep breath, I propped myself up on my elbows and turned my head to look toward the closet. DJ was bent over at the waist wearing nothing but thong panties, the cherry red fabric disappearing into the crack of her ass. Standing upright, she slipped her hands through the nude-colored bra she'd fished out of her drawer and then slithered the garment up her arms, removing the heavenly sight of her 34DD breasts from view and then reaching behind herself to fasten the clasp.


Silently, I continued watching her boobs jiggle as she flipped over a yellow baby T-shirt and wriggled into it. And she threw me a knowing smirk before turning around and bending over at the waist once again, giving me a fresh look at her ass while she rooted around finding the right pair of shorts to go with her top.


Only after DJ had fully dressed did I yawn and then roll myself out of her bed. I found my boxer shorts and pajama pants, sliding them on and then hopping up onto my feet. DJ was fiddling with her hair in front of her vanity before glancing back at me, biting her lip in concern. "You sure you're going to be alright?" she asked for the umpteenth time, tying her sunny blonde locks back with a scrunchy. "I hate the thought of leaving you in this big, empty house all day."


"I'll be fine," I insisted for the umpteenth time in reply as I sat back down on the bed. "Besides, I won't be in the house all day. I've decided to head out."


"Where're you going?"


"Stanford. I figure it's a good time to visit some old friends."


Looking quite relieved, DJ grinned and then sauntered over to me, sliding her right arm around my head and using her forearm to turn my face toward her. Bending over, she gave me a soul-searching kiss, biting a little bit at my lower lip when she eventually pulled away. And with a sigh, she nodded and said, "Okay, then. You just have to promise me you'll take care of yourself so that I won't keep worrying about you."


"'I will, I will," I laughed.


Without another word, DJ spun about and went back to her vanity, grabbing her purse. With agile thumbs, she began texting somebody. And now realizing that I was all but forgotten, I stood up and made my exit from the room. Time for me to get dressed too.





I felt oddly nostalgic as I drove the familiar roads to the Stanford apartment complex I once called home. I'd been here little more than a week ago, that last time I visited Amber unannounced and caught her just getting out of the shower. But even though it hadn't been so distant as measured in days, it felt like a lifetime ago.


Then, coming here had been like coming home.


Now, I was just a visitor.


At least I was still a welcome one.


"Hey there, stranger," Lynne greeted me as she opened the door. Without another word, she stepped forward to bury her face into my chest and wrap me up in a warm hug. We held it, silently, for a long few moments. No words were spoken; none were needed. This was simply Lynne's way of being here for me in the aftermath of my recent break-ups (plural).


She let go of me with a sigh and then backed up. And then as if the weightiness of the moment had evaporated in a puff of breath, she grinned and waved me in. "I'm sure you remember the old gang."


I nodded. Ivonne and the others wouldn't return until the academic school year resumed later in September. In the meantime, the usual suspects hung out in Lynne's living room: Bert, Kady, Noelle, and Amber. Bert grinned with a head nod. Kady was staring into a book but raised her right hand to flash me the peace sign. And Noelle just waved prettily.


But Amber paid me no mind. Curled up in an overstuffed armchair, she was dressed down in a baggy shirt and lounge pants, her hair in a ponytail and wire-rimmed glasses perched on her nose. She was chewing on the cap of a ball-point pen and intently studying the slim paperback book she held in her left hand. She didn't even look up at my entrance, and after all we'd been through, I felt jilted to not even merit a "hello". So with a pout, I sauntered over to verbalize my sense of hurt.


But as I came alongside her, I noticed that she wasn't reading any novel. Instead, she held some collection of puzzles, the nine-by-nine grid of numbers instantly recognizable. "Since when did you get into Sudoku?" I asked without preamble.


Not even looking up at me, Amber mumbled around her pen cap, "E-Beth told me to play it."


I arched an eyebrow at the inflection in her voice. "'Told' you?"


"Told me. Without further explanation. Which means it has something to do with David." Glancing up at me with a shrug, she sighed and then returned to her puzzle.


Now I managed a slight smile. It was better this way. Would I rather see Amber laying on the friendly affection extra-thick in an effort to somehow make up for our recent split? 'Gee, sorry, I'd rather go back to my ex-boyfriend but I'm going to be really, really nice to you?'


No. This was Amber being Amber: the studious, driven young woman pushing herself through one of the toughest medical schools in the country. And when she put her mind to something – even something as banal as a Sudoku puzzle – it was hard to distract her.


With a grin, I leaned over and pecked her forehead, which somehow did get her attention. Blinking quickly as if only now recognizing that it was ME who had arrived, her smiled carried up into her blue eyes behind those glasses and she murmured, "Hey ... Nice of you to drop by." And I could tell by the warmth in her voice that she really meant it.


"Nice to be here," I replied.


But a moment later, Amber sighed as she propped an elbow on the armrest and tilted her head into her waiting palm. With a tsking sound clucking in her mouth, she shook her head slightly and gave me an appraising stare. "You've only been away what, a week? Are you seriously that codependent that you can't just be by yourself?"


My jaw dropped, but I quickly sucked it back up and gave my ex-girlfriend a harsh look. "I'm not here because I can't be alone. I'm here because I wanted to visit my friends." I waved across the room at the others.


"Really?"


"Yes!"


"Prove it. Prove you can survive just fine on your own without coming back here."


My eyebrows furrowed as my heartbeat accelerated at the challenge. But just as suddenly as it had started, I frowned and gave Amber an even harder look. "I'm not going to stay away from people I care about just to prove a point to you. I honestly thought it would be nice to see you all again, especially since the last time I saw those friends, you and I were in the middle of breaking up. Speaking of which, is that was this is about? You want to see me but you still want to avoid me? Is my presence interfering with your ability to move on and focus on your David?"


Wincing, Amber bit her lip and averted her eyes. She may not have consciously been thinking of that, but I knew my comment was hitting close to home.


I took a deep breath and looked around. Everyone else in the room was staring straight at us. Sighing, my shoulders sagged and I head-nodded toward the door. "Maybe I should go. We did just go through a break-up, and while I thought we'd be alright with each other, I don't want to make things awkward for everyone."


Just as I started pulling away, Amber reached up and grasped my hand. Tugging me back, she steeled herself with a deep breath and pushed her glasses back up her nose with her free hand. "No, you don't need to go. I'm sorry. I shouldn't have jumped to conclusions. Besides: it's not my place to psychoanalyze you."


I snorted. "Don't worry. I'm used to it. Seemingly every girl in my life is constantly doing just that."


"Because we care about you," Lynne chimed in from behind me. "It's great to see you, but Amber's got a point. Are things so bad in Berkeley that you end up retreating back here the very first chance you get?"


I shook my head. "Nah. I could have gone to the gym and joined a pickup game of basketball. And there's always schoolwork to be done."


Lynne then reached out and squeezed Bert's hand. "But no close friends to 'hang' with anymore, huh?"


I sighed. Dawn was off on her sabbatical. Kim was home. Bert was here. And I hadn't seen or heard from Gwen or Robin in months. I exhaled slowly, and then shrugged helplessly. "I suppose I could've visited the Tri-Delt house and made a general announcement that I was single and available. But I guess I'd rather come here."


Lynne walked up to me and gave me another one of her warm, welcoming hugs. "Anytime."


"<BRAAAAAAP!>"


We broke our embrace and turned to see Kady grinning as she wiped her mouth after that righteous burp. Noelle was already slapping her forearm.


"Drop by anytime." Kady toasted me with her can. "But the next time you do, bring a case, will ya?"





"C'mon, dude. How hard can it be?" I muttered to myself, staring at the instructions on the back of the light blue box I held in my left hand. "Mix water, milk, and butter. Boil it. Throw in pasta. And stir it until it looks good, right?"


Yet despite my verbal self-encouragement, I remained staring at the box. After a pleasant day at Stanford, Lynne had suggested I stay for dinner. But one bemused glance from Amber thrust my wounded ego to the tip of my tongue, forcing me to insist aloud that I could cook for myself now. The girls had all chuckled at that, and Amber had deridingly promised to call me later tonight to verify my chef-tacular success.


I could've stopped off for food on the way home. I wouldn't even need to lie to Amber if she actually called, so long as I swallowed my pride and admitted I couldn't cook for myself. But fast food didn't seem appealing and the thought of sitting alone in a restaurant was even less so. And thus I'd found myself wandering up and down the aisles of Berkeley Bowl market, trying to find something simple to make without stooping so low as to buy frozen, microwaveable meals.


Pasta Roni seemed simple enough, and yet it was more daunting than almost anything I'd ever faced in my life. 'What's the worst that could happen?' I asked myself.


Well, you could DIE.



I took a deep breath. Try a new sport? No problem. Get into a fistfight over a friend in need? No problem.


Charge into an unknown motel room to rescue my baby sister from a gun-wielding Adam Dennis? In a heartbeat.


Mix water, milk, and butter without poisoning myself?


Uhh...


It wasn't that cooking was rocket science; I'd simply never done it before. Mom or my sisters always cooked at home; Dad taught me how to fix every square millimeter of the house. That was just the way it was.


"Live and learn," I sighed. Hell, by this point that could be my personal motto. Shoving my fingers under the flap, I popped the box open and glanced inside at the uncooked pasta and sealed packet of flavoring. With a shrug, I turned my hand to pour out the pasta into... Ah, hell.


A pot would be really useful right now.


Water, too.


Shit, I'm going to kill myself, aren't I?


Rolling my eyes, I set the Pasta Roni box down on the counter and started hunting around for a pot. In more than three years, I'd certainly seen the girls putter about the kitchen often enough that I should know where everything was. Yet food had been something I'd simply taken for granted all this time, so it still took me two tries to find the right drawer. And then I squatted down and began scanning the various articles of cookware inside, even going so far as to rummage around and peek at the pots and pans in the back just to make sure I was getting the right one.


"Well this is a sight I never expected to see."


The voice burst so unexpectedly from the silence around me that I immediately lost my balance as I tried to spin around. I didn't hit the cabinets very hard, really, so much as my body made a heavy thumping noise against them as I fell over.


DJ quickly covered her mouth with both hands, but there was no mistaking the amusement in her eyes. I gave her a wry grin as I went about righting myself, and she stepped into the kitchen to offer me a hand of assistance in getting up.


"What on Earth are you trying to do?"


I gestured to the Pasta Roni box. "Making dinner, what's it look like?"


"I see the box, and I see the pots, but one of these things just doesn't belong here... " She sang the last part from the old Sesame Street tune. "And that thing that doesn't fit the picture is you."


"Har, har."


"I'm serious. You hungry? I'll make you something."


"No-no. I can do this myself."


"You sure?" She looked rather skeptical.


I practically pouted as I replied, "Just because I haven't done this before doesn't mean I can't."


DJ stepped into me, sliding both hands around my waist and then leaning back a bit to look into my eyes. "Honey, many wonderful things you are ... but a cook is not one of them."


"Yet," I stated emphatically. "Not yet. And hey, I know how to work a grill pretty well. I'm a smart guy; I can figure this out on my own."


"I know you're a smart guy, but you don't have to figure it out on your own."


"I'll be fine. With no girlfriend and no immediate plans to get one, I've got a lot of free time on my hands. No better time than the present to learn."


"Then learn, okay? I'll teach you. And Brooke too, and maybe Kim." DJ reached a hand up and tousled my hair before patting my cheek. "You have friends and family who care about you, and are willing to spend time with you on this. Let's start with this, uh, Fettuccine Alfredo. I'll help you this time, make sure you don't poison yourself, and the next time you need to make it, you'll know exactly what to do. Cool?"


My ego told me I could do this on my own, but she had a point. Lots of things in life were important to learn by yourself, but cooking really wasn't one of them. It was a life skill, typically taught from parent to child. But then again, I wasn't a child. "I just don't want to bother you with this. Young, active college student like you surely has better things to do than babysit me in the kitchen."


DJ smiled and then got up on her tip-toes to peck my lips. With a twinkle in her eye, she replied, "Believe me, I'm exactly where I want to be."





Saturday night's impromptu class on How To Make Pasta Roni turned out to be just the tip of the iceberg in the Grand Ben Improvement Project. When Brooke came home from her date and found out that DJ had helped me start cooking for myself, my little sister smacked herself in the forehead and exclaimed, "Why didn't -I- think of that?"


Unfortunately for me, Brooke's enthusiasm for the plan led to her waking me up early on Sunday morning to start cooking lessons when I would have much rather slept in for at least another hour.


Fortunately for me, Brooke still subscribed to the Blowjob-as-Alarm Clock method for waking me.


By the end of the morning, I could make both scrambled and hard-boiled eggs. Neither task was particularly difficult; I just needed to be guided through them once from start to finish. The hardest part for me was being patient enough with the hard-boiled to let them cool down in ice water after boiling. My attempts at poached and sunny-side up were less successful. Technically, one could say that my poached egg was indeed poached, but it wasn't a pretty sight. And I cracked the yolk dome on the sunny-side while trying to get it out of the pan.


But all-in-all, I at least now felt like I could feed myself if need be. And after getting through those first two lessons, I wondered what the hell I'd been so afraid of all these years. Making food delicious could well take me a long time to master, but feeding myself without resorting to fried grease now appeared easily achievable.


By the time Brooke and I were done, DJ was up and ready to help us eat all those eggs. And then she insisted that the both of them stick around the house for the rest of the morning and then teach me how to make spaghetti for lunch.


In the afternoon, the girls left to hang out with their friends while I went to the gym to join in some pick-up basketball games. And when we all returned home for dinner, I found that the girls had already briefed Kim on "Project Ben", and for the third time in one day I found myself slaving away in the kitchen, this time using a rice cooker and stir-frying chicken and vegetables under my roommate's guidance.


"The circle is now complete," Kim intoned in her deepest voice. "When I left you, I was but the learner. Now -I- am the master."


I rolled my eyes at the quote. "I don't think it's quite the same..."


Kim giggled and then ordered me what to do next.


But Project Ben was more than just cooking. During dinner, the girls sat down with me and discussed other ways I could spend my single time doing self-improvement. Brooke thought a self-defense class (or a "beat the shit out of bad guys class" as she put it) would be an excellent use of my time. DJ wanted me to take dancing lessons. And Kim wanted me to finally get my motorcycle license.


Within days, I was signed up at a nearby Krav Maga Institute both Mondays AND Thursdays to learn that the best self-defense is a good offense. Brooke had a lot of input on that one, having done her research and decided it was the best martial art to teach me how to literally kick ass. Ballroom dancing would be on Wednesdays. And since I'd already had my motorcycle permit for well over six months by now, Kim was going to spend Tuesday nights prepping me to take the license exam as soon as I was ready.


Plus, Paige would still be visiting every Tuesday afternoon.


Between these scheduled evening activities, my Senior year course load, and of course, my continuing culinary education, I had plenty of things to keep me occupied. That was good, because while I was still trying to wrap my head around all the new recipes and activities being thrown at me, SHE called.





// Drench yourself in words unspoken, Live your life with arms wide open



// Today is where your book begins, the rest is still unwritten.



I didn't recognize the number or even the area code when it showed up on my phone, and given that my pot was just about to start boiling, I was inclined to let the call go to voicemail. But just as my ringtone was about to come to an end, I was seized by a sudden sense of urgency, like I KNEW it was her, and then I couldn't get the phone back out of my pocket fast enough.


"Hello?" I asked uncertainly, not 100% positive of the caller's identity until I heard her voice. Hell, it could still be a telemarketer.


But it was her. "Hi, Ben," she replied with a sigh of pent-up relief.


I was sighing as well, the anxious tension that had gripped my heart now abating with the familiar sound of her voice. No matter what had happened to us this past summer, her voice felt like it was encoded in my DNA. The hardest part about being away from her was just that: being away from her. And to hear that melodious tone say my name felt like a soothing balm over the open wound in my heart that still missed her.


"Hi, Dawn," I replied, closing my eyes and bowing my head, warding away the entire world around me so that I could concentrate solely on the voice coming through the phone.


But before I could do so, my now-boiling pot started rattling the lid. Darting a glance at it, I turned to find DJ giving me a curious look. Trapping the phone between my cheek and shoulder, I snapped my fingers and gestured at the pot, saying, "Can you take over please? It's Dawn."


DJ blinked in surprise, but recovered quickly and nodded. She stepped up to the range as I stepped away, walking out of the kitchen and into the living room. Brooke was out of the house, still with her friends, but Kim was doing school work on the dining table. She glanced up at me as I came out, but didn't interrupt as I went straight past her and up the stairs to my room.


In the meantime, Dawn and I were trying to figure out what to say to each other. She was calling me, just like she'd promised, but now that I was on the line neither of us knew where to begin. I certainly wasn't ready for any truly emotional conversation just yet. So we settled for trying to get through our momentary awkwardness by catching each other up on our lives since she'd departed for Morris Camp. She already knew that Brooke and DJ had returned to campus, but I told her that Kim had moved back into the other upstairs bedroom. "Just as a roommate," I added hastily. "We're not going back to the Master-sub thing again."


"I see," she replied neutrally.


"How's Camp?" I asked, changing the subject. "Are you enjoying this new Ranch Hand thing?"


"I am, actually." Dawn went on to outline the program for me, explaining that there were 24 of them working together as a team year-round, in part making major renovations the owners had long delayed, but also cross-training on all the different responsibilities they might have when the tourists came back next spring and summer.


I asked if there were any of those duties that she enjoyed more than others. And I also asked if she was getting along with the other ranch hands, wincing at my tone, worried that she'd hear my unspoken question about whether or not she'd found a particular guy (or girl) to be especially crush-worthy.


But her responses were appropriately tame. She mentioned how her gourmet cooking class had been a big help from the first minute she was assigned to kitchen duty. And while these initial few weeks until the end of tourist season meant that the new ranch hands were spending most of their time shadowing the experienced regular staffers, she'd shown some real interest in working with the horses and had thought about asking those in charge if she could spend more time in the stables.


As for the other ranch hands, she told me that her roommate was a little quirky but very nice. She had an amusing anecdote about said 5'4", 115-pound roommate having to rescue some fat guy from drowning the other day. And she did mention that there was a stacked blonde up there who was just my type.


But then it was her turn to ask about my life, and with a blurted rush of words that sounded like she hadn't really meant to ask me, she said, "How about you? Is there anyone special in your life?"


"Special?" I replied quickly, my heart tightening again at the implications of her question.


"Well I don't mean special," Dawn added hastily, and I could actually envision her wincing on the other end of the line. "I just mean: I know you and your way with women and I guess I was wondering if there was anyone in particular that you ... uh ... liked, or could maybe like or ... I mean ... Ah, shit."


"You want to know if I have another girlfriend already?"


"I'm sorry. I should never have asked that."


"No, no, it's okay."


"No, I'm sorry. It's really none of my business whether or not you're dating or you've fallen in love or maybe if you're not doing either of those things and just sorta immersing yourself in Tri-Delts to pass the time or oh SHIT I need to stop talking right now."


At any other time, I would have been amused by Dawn's rambling. It was almost comical the way I could absolutely tell that she wasn't just idly curious about my love life, but was in fact VERY concerned about my love life and deeply worried whether or not I had fallen in love with someone other than her.


It was that concern that got to me. Some might chalk it off to jealousy from the ex-girlfriend, an almost spiteful wish that if she couldn't have me then no one could have me. I'd known a few broken-up couples in my time, and it was only too common for one of them to sincerely hope the other lived a miserable and loveless existence for the rest of their life.


But I didn't hear any spite in Dawn's voice, and for all our failures at communication over the last year or so, I liked to think I could still read her moods. She was honestly worried that I'd found someone "special" (her word, not mine), and that meant that she still cared.


Dawn still cared.


I'd gone through a lot of conflicting emotions in the last few weeks alone, from my "not-relationship" with Lynne to falling head over heels for Amber to Dawn's one return to the Berkeley house just before leaving again for Morris Camp. I'd alternately missed and hated Dawn for what she'd meant to me and what she'd done to me. But one thing I didn't think I could ever change was that -I- still cared about her, and despite her putting on the "Ben Forever" bracelet and assuring me that one way or another she would always love me, I still worried that this sabbatical off to camp was just her first step in moving on with her life – moving on away from me.


It had only been a couple of weeks, but for now at least, I knew that she still cared. And my mind was suddenly filled with a very sincere wish I had made two weeks ago while watching her car drive away into the distance:


Find yourself, and then come home.



Things could still work between us. WE could still be together. Hey, Daniel and Elaine had made it work in the end, hadn't they? Dawn had assured me I'd done nothing wrong in our relationship. She'd insisted that our problems were hers and hers alone. And while I was loathe to let her shoulder all of the blame for the implosion of our seemingly perfect life together, the logical me agreed that the majority of our problems stemmed from HER unreadiness and HER hurtful actions.


She could still fix herself. I believed in her. And I still held hope that she truly wanted to come back to me. After all, wasn't that why she had gone to Morris Camp of all places? She could have taken a leave of absence from school and backpacked around Europe, doing drugs and meeting varied and interesting people who may or may not interest her sexually. She could have gone any number of places and done any number of things with her life, but she'd chosen to return to the one place in this world that was most special to US.


I could see her in our clearing, hugging her knees to her chest and soaking in all the touchstone reminders of who we used to be together. I could see her reminiscing nostalgically about that more pure and innocent love we had for each other when we were younger. She'd said she needed to find herself again. If she was at Morris Camp, that meant finding the Dawn she used to be when she belonged with ME, didn't it?


I wanted her with me. I wanted her by my side, not hundreds of miles away. I wanted to help her heal, wanted her to let ME help HER find herself. But for whatever reasons, she couldn't do that. I would have rather had a completely imperfect Dawn in this very room with me, letting me talk to her face-to-face instead of over the phone. Even if we didn't get back together right away, even if we were purely platonic with each other and living in different buildings, at least she would be HERE for me to HELP.


But she wasn't. She was up there. And I was down here.


And I couldn't do anything about it.


Well, there was one thing I HAD to do:


Wait for her.


Wait for her. Trust in our love for each other. Not trust in Destiny – that was still a crock of shit our mothers had been spoon-feeding to us before we could even eat from spoons. But trust in the twenty-one YEARS of bonding we had done with each other ... trust in HER.


It was hard – trust was hard – especially after she'd cheated on me. I HATED her for it. It had hurt. It had cut me deeply, but ... well ... not as much as her absence. Everyone makes mistakes. -I- certainly had made a lot of mistakes, up to and including cheating. Hadn't I wanted second chances? Hadn't I been given second chances?


I still loved her. Perhaps I would always love her. I had come THIS close to settling down with Amber and being happy for the rest of our lives. But she knew she belonged with her David and I ... well ... I honestly had been projecting Dawn onto her as well.


I didn't feel whole without my soulmate, and I desperately wanted to feel whole again. So I had to believe ... believe that she'd come back if I'd only just wait for her.


So that was the plan. Dawn would be up there, fixing herself in preparation to come back to me. And I would be here, making myself a better man as well ... for HER.


"Ben?"


Her voice was shaky, and full of fear. I didn't know how long I'd been silent in my introspection, but apparently that interval had been enough to set her nerves on edge. Quickly, I answered, "No, no. There's nobody special in my life, and actually, I haven't talked to any of the Tri-Delts since I got back to the house."


"Really?"


"Really," I confirmed. "Quite honestly, I'm trying to get along by myself for a while. Seriously, there's NO romance on my current horizon, and I've actually gotten my time all scheduled up with these self-improvement things. The girls call it 'Project Ben'."


"'Project Ben'?"


I chuckled. "Krav Maga, motorcycling, even Ballroom Dancing. Plus, all three of them are teaching me how to cook."


"You? Cooking?"


"Believe it or don't." I grinned as Edward James Olmos suddenly popped into my mind.


"But what about ... Ah ... Don't get me wrong, I'm happy that you're taking such an interest in learning these things for yourself. But I know you, and you're not trying to be ... uh ... abstinent or anything, are you? Because you really don't have to be. Not for me. If anything, you deserve--"


"Hey, hey. Let's not get tied up in the guilt over this right now."


"But I mean it. I need to know you're being taken care of. Brooke and DJ are doing that for you, aren't they?"


"Well ... uh ... yeah," I admitted.


"Good." There was a tone of relief in her sigh. "Good."


I chuckled at her response. My ex-girlfriend was relieved to know I was still banging our two little sisters. Go figure. But then, that was part of what made her special. "In fairness, I should tell you they're not the only two."


"Kim?"


"No, actually," I replied while thinking of the way things had gone with her ever since the beginning of school. Although we did have sex that first day of classes, and then there were the blowjobs to warm me up for Paige, Kim had kept me strictly at arm's length ever since. I got the distinct impression that she had some specific plan in that inscrutable mind of hers, and for now I knew there wouldn't be any repeat performances. "I told you that she's just a roommate. We're not resuming that kind of relationship. The only other one is Paige, actually."


"She's back at school?"


"Part-time. She's commuting up a few times a week while her Aunt and Uncle watch the baby. It's nothing serious, nothing romantic. Just sort of a regular Tuesday appointment so that--"


"So that the little horn-ball single mom can get her jollies once a week," Dawn finished for me.


"Something like that."


"Okay. That's cool."


I chuckled. "Glad you approve."


"Oh my gawd, no. No-no. That's not right. You DON'T need my approval," Dawn said hurriedly.


"I didn't mean it like that. Just trying to make a joke."


"Oh, I know, but I don't want you think that I'm going to sit up here and pass judgment on your sex life." She took a deep breath and clearly gathered herself. "I admit that I'm curious. I want to know how you're doing, but it's not about jealousy. I honestly wish nothing but happiness for you."


"Me too, for you."


"I know."


Neither of us spoke the unspoken thought: that we both wished we could be happy TOGETHER.


Dawn took another deep breath. "This is not about you getting my approval. I'm not your girlfriend, and you owe me no loyalty. I fucked things up, and I'm out here serving my penance."


"You don't have to."


"Yes I DO," she shot back so quickly and so vehemently that I actually backed away from the phone, holding a hand up placatingly even though she couldn't see me.


In a calmer tone, she then repeated, "Yes, I do."


"I'm not going to argue with you about this."


"I know, I know. I just ... Ben ... I know I hurt you SO bad and--"


"I told you, I don't want to get tied up in the guilt right now. What happened, happened. I don't like it any more than you do, but I'm trying to move past it. And I know you are, too."


"I am. There's a lot about myself I need to figure out. A lot I need to fix."


"And that's why you've gone to Morris Camp," I finished for her, already knowing it in my gut.


"Uh, yeah," she replied.


"You don't know who you are anymore."


"Uh, yeah!" she said with a little more surprise in her voice.


"And you think that is the place where you'll find yourself again. Because it's special ... special to US."


She started sniffling just then. "Thank you for understanding."


"I still love you, Dawn."


"Oh my gawd ... Ben..."


"There's a lot that went wrong between us, but I still love you."


"Ben..."


"I feel it. I believe it. I KNOW it. I'm letting my emotions get the best of me right now. And I HATE you at the same time for what you did to me. But I'm trying to move past it. Some days it's easy to forget the last few months ever happened and think only of the past twenty-one years we had together. I FORGIVE you, Dawn. I already forgave you. Now I just miss you."


"I miss you, too."


"Then come back to me. Let us work this out together."


"Ben, I--"


"You can't," I sighed, interrupting her again.


"Please understand."


"I do, I do. I wish it didn't have to be this way, but I do."


"Thank you."


"Just ... fix yourself, okay? Become the Dawn that makes you happy again."


"I'm trying."


"I know. And until then ... I guess..." I took a deep breath, thinking of my future, thinking of OUR future, and all that we could be together. It was a dream I'd had for a long time, a dream I now believed was at least partially instilled in me by my parents, but a dream I'd been dreaming for a long time nonetheless. "I guess, well ... I'm waiting for you."


"Ben, I LOVE you," she said suddenly.


I took another deep breath. "I know. Just ... come home soon, okay?"


"I'll try."





"Alright, class. Everyone should already be familiar with the drill by now. At this time we will be forming project teams for the rest of the year." Viktoriya Isakova was simultaneously beautiful and intimidating as she stood at the lectern. Her crisp blouse and black skirt were professional and yet flattering to her figure. Her model-worthy face was made severe by her tight bun, and yet having her chestnut brown hair up highlighted her long, graceful neck. And of course, her cool blue irises penetrated every corner of the room when she looked around, those eyes being the source of her nickname "Professor Ice".


This year, everyone was expected to be capable of handling more tasks than we had the previous year, so group sizes were being reduced. And although the professor's Junior year course was a pre-requisite for this one, there'd been enough mixing between her two classes that most students ended up with completely different teammates from the prior year.


Except, of course, us. Bert and I were grouped together with Kim and Sasha, and Viktoriya gave us a stern warning not to scare off our remaining two ladies.


"Favoritism much?" Sasha grinned at me once the four of us faced our chairs at each other. We'd been sitting together already.


"Professor Isakova has never been shy about that," Kim spoke up. "Everyone already knows we're her pet team."


"So ... Ben's still team leader?" Bert asked with raised eyebrows.


I shrugged. "I'm open to change if anyone is interested." I rather pointedly looked at Sasha, remembering how driven she'd been the previous year.


She smiled and waved me off. "Nah, I'm good. You got me an 'A' last year, and I'll settle for nothing less this year."


"No pressure," Bert ribbed, quite literally elbowing me in the side.


I laughed and took a deep breath. "Okay then, first order of business: Where and when do we meet? Class isn't right before lunch anymore."


"It's kind of right before dinner," Bert said.


"You eat dinner at 4 o'clock?" Sasha quipped.


"Why don't we meet at our house?" Kim suggested. "It's been fairly vacant lately."


"No more revolving door of girls stopping by," Bert agreed with a grin.


Sasha shot Bert a harsh look, as if his statement would somehow wound me. But I nodded my agreement. "Works for me. Indoors, lots of space, and it's sort of on the way between here and the BART station for you two to get home afterward. That is, if you have the time. If either of you would rather head straight home, we can pick another time to meet."


"No, no," Sasha replied. "I'm in no rush to get home and that's a perfect time slot."


"Me, too," Bert added. "I'd rather meet right after class than lose an hour in the middle of the day somewhere."


"Alrighty then," I said, smiling at Kim for the suggestion. "Looks like we're set."





The project team spent a very productive hour in my living room, and by the end of it, I felt really confident that we would be just as successful as our previous year's team had been, if not more.


Bert and Sasha made plans to walk to the BART station together. But first, Bert asked if he could raid my latest downloaded MP3s, and Kim and Sasha wanted to chat about girl stuff for a bit anyway. My buddy followed me up to my room, whipping out a thumb drive and plugging it into my laptop. But rather than sort through my collection looking for stuff he wanted to steal, he simply sorted my folder by date and then blind-copied everything I'd gotten since he was last at my house. With the transfer having started, he then spun around in my desk chair and leveled me with a look. "So..." His expression was one of disapproval. "How are things with Kim?"


I blinked in surprised at the topic. "Uh ... what?"


"Kim? Fukuzaki? Beautiful Japanese chick who spent most of last year totally in love with you and currently lives in the room right over there?" He jerked a thumb at my closed door for emphasis.


"I don't quite get what you mean. Kim? Me? We're friends. We're fine."


"Are you now?" Bert's tone was that of a school teacher questioning whether or not his student was SURE he had the right answer. Putting his palms together, he rhythmically tapped his fingers sequentially from pinky to thumb while giving me an interrogatory look. "So tell me about this... 'fine' ... you are, young padawan."


I cracked a smile and shook my head. "What's with all the Star Wars references?"


Bert shrugged. "Group of friends had a DVD marathon last week. Your roommate was there, too."


By "roommate", I knew that he wasn't referring to Brooke or DJ. That certainly explained Kim's "Now -I- am the master" reference the other day. Clearly, Bert was getting at something, and rather than sit back and play twenty-questions with him, I decided to cut to the chase. "Bert, spit it out."


"No, no ... if you say everything's fine then--"


"BERT," I growled.


He sighed and shrugged.


"Did Kim tell you something is wrong?"


"No, no. Nothing like that." The melodramatic tones were gone from his voice. He sat up straight and fixed me with a serious look. "I'm just worried about her, that's all."


I raised my eyebrows. "Does Lynne know about your 'special concern' for your one-time infatuation?"


Bert snorted and waved me off. "Kim and I talk on the phone a few times a week, and we try to meet up during the day. I've got a girlfriend, and she knows I'm over the whole crush thing. So there's no tension and we're still pretty good friends. YOU don't really spend a whole lot of time with her, so she's got some extra time on her hands."


"Is that what this is about? She tell you she wants to spend more time with me?"


"I don't know. You tell me. One would think that being her roommate and all you'd have a little more insight into what's going on inside her head."


"Fat chance of that. I'm not sure I've ever understood what really makes that girl tick."


"Ever think of trying to find out?"


"I ... well..." I took a deep breath. "I just ... I think we're fine. I mean, she took the initiative to move back into the house. We walk to class together, and she's been part of this whole 'Project Ben' thing."


"That's surface stuff. That's hanging out. But where are you and her as a RELATIONSHIP?"


"Relationship? Did Kim tell you she wants a relationship?"


"No, no. I don't mean dating and sex. I mean the way you and her ARE together, what you mean to each other. She's told me she doesn't want to be your girlfriend."


"Yeah, she told me that, too."


Bert's eyebrows went up. "But did she tell you she still has feelings for you?"


"Ah, yeah..." I nodded carefully, not sure how much Bert knew.


"What else?"


"Uh..." I shrugged, not wanting to give anything away. After all, I was pretty sure that the single sex encounter we'd had was not meant to be public knowledge.


"Do you care about her?" Bert asked me suddenly, his eyes sharp.


"Yes."


"Do you know how she feels about you?"


I winced. "Not exactly. You know Kim. She's an enigma, and I've been trying to give her some space. She doesn't think like the rest of us, and sometimes it's really hard to read what's going on in her head."


"Hey, I've got a wild and crazy idea." Bert brightened.


"What?"


Bert's smile dropped, and as he crossed his arms over his chest, he leveled me with a serious look. "Why don't you talk to her?"


I arched an eyebrow.


"You know: you sit down, she sits down, you guys open your mouths and little words come out."


I rolled my eyes at his condescension.


"Oops, I forgot. You and Dawn sucked at that."


"Hey!"


Bert shrugged. "Sorry, but it's true. When everything was going great, you and Dawn were able to cruise along on autopilot and everything was hunky-dory. Talking is easy when everything is great. Everything about a relationship is easy when everything is great. It's how a couple communicates with each other through the rough times, through adversity, that defines a relationship."


My eyes went wide. "When the hell did you get so wise about relationships?"


Bert grinned and reached into his backpack. He pulled out a small worn-out paperback and waved it in front of me. "Relationship Psychology. Borrowed it from Gwen since I figured it would help me keep Lynne happy. Gwen and Robin say 'hi' by the way."


I cracked a smile and nodded. "Say 'hi' back."


"Will do." Bert then waved the book forward. "You know, maybe you need this thing more than me."


I just flipped Bert the bird.


He laughed, pulled his thumb drive out of my laptop, and then stood up. He and Sasha had to catch a train.





Kim and I waved goodbye to our friends as they left, and then she returned to the living room as I closed the door. I followed her back and watched as she stooped over the coffee table and began cleaning up our study materials. And with Bert's suggestion about having "a talk" with her ringing in my head, I reached over and slipped a hand into hers while head nodding back behind me.


She resisted my gentle tug and gave me an odd look. "We're not going upstairs and having sex," she stated evenly.


I blinked in surprise and barked a short laugh. My first impulse was to ask why she'd thought I was suggesting that, but rather than voice the question, I instead gave her a stern look and asked, "And what if I commanded you?"


Kim shivered slightly, and took a deep breath. For a second, I saw the old submissive Kim in her eyes, but a moment later, she was gone, replaced by the somewhat more self-assured version I'd come to know these past couple of weeks. "Not yet," she said, pulling her hand out of my grasp.


I shrugged as I sat down and leaned against the couch's backrest, not disappointed or anything. But curious, I asked, "You've been saying 'not yet' for a while now. I'm not pressuring you, but I do wonder. The first day of class you dragged me home so I could quote 'fuck the shit out of you'. I was under the impression that while you didn't consider me ready to resume being your Master, you at least wanted to still have an intimate relationship with me."


Taking a deep breath, Kim looked around us as if worried someone might overhear. But Brooke and DJ were both out of the house, and they probably wouldn't be home until dinner at the earliest.


With Bert's words needling me and causing a little surge of testosterone, I decided to take further charge of the situation and reached for her hand again. This time, Kim allowed me to tug her down onto the couch beside me. And more out of a desire to push her buttons than any real come on, I moved my hand down to her thigh and rubbed it, just to see what she'd do. "So what are we?" I asked. "Just roommates? Friends? Broken-down college boy and the sadistic girl who wants to experiment her psychobabble on me?"


Kim cracked a smile and shook her head at that last part, and she also let my hand remain where it was. She took a deep breath and then admitted, "Having sex last Monday was more for me than for you. I hadn't been with you in so long and I just ... I needed that."


I shrugged. "Fair enough. And the blowjobs last Tuesday... ?"


"The blowjobs were to get you warmed up for Paige, nothing more. I thought it best to direct your sexual energy toward someone other than me."


"That why you set up Brooke and DJ in the bondage gear last Wednesday?"


She nodded.


"And yet you gave DJ explicit orders not to stay overnight with me."


"Codependency is not good for you," she reminded.


"But what about you? I know you don't want me to fixate on you as a new girlfriend, but I can still make time for you if--"


"No, no," Kim cut me off. "I like things as they are now. I've been holding myself back from intimacy because of the emotions it stirs up in me. I know that if we make love again, my feelings for you will only deepen. It would be much harder to maintain this ... maintain my..." Her voice trailed off.


"You'd be tempted to fall into our old relationship?" I guessed. "The Master/sub relationship?"


Kim looked away, but sighed and nodded. "Yes."


Furrowing my eyebrows, I asked, "Then why did you move back in with me?"


"I told you: I still love you. I want to help fix you, to see you once again become the man I know you can be. I can help you best by being around, and I do plan to take action in your life to see that you do."


"You can be my friend and meddle with my life but still live somewhere else where you don't have to be tempted into intimacy. And it can't be easy to listen to Brooke or DJ or Paige in my room."


Kim's eyes glittered. "I don't mind. The sounds can be quite ... stimulating."


I felt my shorts tighten at the thought of Kim masturbating in her room while I pounded one of the other girls into my mattress.


"Besides, if it weren't for them, I would have felt obligated to help take care of your sexual needs, which would have conflicted with my desire to avoid becoming overly intimate with you," Kim continued. "As for moving back into the house, I've learned that the commute from Sunnyvale would be a killer. And the rent I'm paying your family for my room is far less than what I'd have to pay anywhere else close by."


"What does your father think about you moving in here again? I would have thought that he and your brothers would hate me for breaking up with you."


Kim looked down. "They don't hate you. I didn't blame you for the break-up. Of course, I was quite distraught in the days immediately after the end of school, and Mike in particular was ready to drive up here and kick your ass. But I was adamant that what happened between us wasn't your fault and that I still hoped we would be friends. And we are."


"Special friends," I said warmly.


Kim smiled, an extra twinkle coming into her eyes.


I took a deep breath, stretching my arms a bit and then standing up before turning about to face her. "So let me get this straight: You're fine with me having booty calls with DJ, Brooke, and Paige. And for now you want to be just friends, but you still plan on monitoring my 'relationships' to make sure I don't backslide into rebound habits."


Kim mulled that over for about five seconds before smiling and nodding her head sharply up and down. "Yes!"


I smirked and chuckled. I still had a bit of my stiffy from that stray thought about Kim masturbating, and I couldn't help but ask, "Sure you don't want to go upstairs and let me fuck the shit out of you?"


Kim stood up, pecked my cheek, and hoisted her backpack. "I'm having dinner with my friends. Bye, Ben."





"This time?" the panting girl beneath me breathed, her dark blue eyes so big and so open as she stared intently at me, every last shred of her attention completely on me and the grimace on my face as I felt the pressure rising.


Twice more, I thrust into her body, completely focused on the exquisitely pleasurable feeling of her tight tunnel holding and caressing my invading shaft with wet warmth.


"I won't beg. I won't plead," she stated carefully, her words interrupted by the rhythmic jarring of our bodily impacts. "But you know what I want."


I groaned, indeed knowing what she wanted. I remembered the last time we'd done this, just days before her period was due. Such a time frame should have been "safe", and besides she WAS now on birth control, but I couldn't bring myself to do it then.


Two weeks ago, Paige had given me a whiny moan as I swiftly exited her pussy and crawled up her chest to park my dick in her face. She hadn't asked questions or made any protests. She'd merely opened her mouth and guided my hips forward to fill her oral cavity with man meat. Instantly I'd felt powerful suction surround my knob as she formed a tight seal around my girth with her lips. And then she laid her head back on the pillow while pulling me with her, keeping herself still while I gripped the headboard and face-fucked her the final few strokes until the floodgates opened up.


"Hrk!" Paige had semi-choked when the first shot blasted out of me like a cannon and hit the back of her throat. But she kept me in mouth, her nostrils flaring as she fought for air and prepared herself for my subsequent cum shots. With steady rhythm, slower than my final rabbit-thrusts had been, my dick had glided in and out of her mouth, spitting out a wad of spunk at the apex of each forward thrust. And then finally I'd spilled all I had to spill and felt the energy leave my body as I sagged against the headboard.


Paige had continued nursing at my prick even as it started to go soft. Her tongue began to tickle as she licked me, and when my dick started getting too sensitive, I'd pulled out of her mouth and flopped onto my butt beside her. Naked, sweaty, and with her auburn hair in disarray, the beautiful young woman in my bed smiled, pleased to have pleased me.


"I'm sorry," I had apologized despite her smile. "Soon, after your next cycle. I promise."


"It's okay," she had replied understandingly. "I get it, but you can't blame a girl for trying. I'll swallow your jizz any day... every day ... but there's something so ... special ... about feeling you cum deep inside me."


"I know."


But that was two weeks ago. This was now. And ... well ... I HAD promised her.


She had taken her pills religiously, just as she'd promised. Really, it was no different than cumming deep inside Brooke or DJ or anyone else taking birth control pills. Despite the obvious proof of Paige's fertility, the odds were the same, and I owed her nothing less.


So I closed my eyes. I bent my head to give her a tender kiss. And then I let myself go.


I felt an extra boost of power in my next thrust as I rammed my cock deep into the little redhead's juicing snatch. For all my fears of unplanned pregnancy, the concept of squirting my baby makers into a fertile womb was hard-coded as a GOOD thing in my hormone-flooded male brain, and I groaned with a surge of adrenaline as I pounded her really hard for another two or three strokes.


Paige giggled and held me tighter, her fingers digging into my ass cheeks as she strove to pull me in deeper. I felt her fuck back at me with renewed effort, energized by the prospect of finally getting what she wanted. Our pelvic bones slammed together harder and harder and HARDER. Her feet planted on the bed so she could add even MORE force to our joining. And as her narrow little pussy clamped down on me with the beginnings of her orgasm, I felt mine rise up as well.


"BENNNN!!!" Paige screamed as we both came together. Her fingernails dug into and scratched my ass as she tried to shove my cockhead through her cervix. And then I was yelling with her as I felt that same cockhead belch out spurt after spurt after spurt of scalding sperm into the back of her womb.


And then we were done.


My ejaculation, driven by the notion of flooding Paige's baby warmer with my baby makers, had been incredibly strong. My head had gone foggy for a moment, and when I came to I realized I'd slipped out of her pussy and slid down the bed a bit. My head was pillowed on her well-developed bosom, her tits still swollen larger and rounder than usual from nursing.


"Mmm," she crooned while stroking my head with her hands. "Thank you for that."


I chuckled. "I think I should be thanking YOU. It's been a while since I got laid."


"Hey, me too. Besides, you know what I'm thanking you for."


"I know. Just as long as you don't wind up thanking me for giving April a younger sibling next month."


"Relax. I promised. I wouldn't mess this up for you."


"I know, I know."


"I mean it. It's special, and after everything we've been through, it means a lot to have your trust again."


"You do."


We both went silent after that, and I turned my cheek to settle my head on her tummy, resting for a few moments.


I felt and heard Paige's hands leave my head then, and she seemed to be cupping her own breasts since I felt a heavy melon bounce off my crown. After a second's thought, she spoke up again, saying, "You know, for an injection like that, I think you deserve a little reward." As I tilted my head to look, she reached down and performed some sort of milking motion on her own breast, with several drops of fluid appearing at the tip of her nipple.


I smirked, still amazed at what a woman's breasts could do. "You know, I kept meaning to ask ... April's a year old now. Shouldn't she be on solid food or something?"


"Some, of course. But breastmilk is still the most nutritious thing she can have, and I want nothing but the best for her."


"Even though the teeth hurt?"


"She doesn't bite me EVERY time," Paige laughed before rotating my head in her grasp and pointing me toward a teat. "Now hurry up and suckle. I don't wanna get all swollen."


"You ARE bringing your breast pump to school, aren't you? You could store this stuff and bring it home to her."


"I've stored up a lot already. THIS..." she raised a teat up in my direction, pinching beneath to express a little more milk. "Doing this always seems to get you hard again pretty fast. And THAT is all for ME."





Having ingested several ounces of breastmilk to offset the lost ounces of semen, I felt pretty good as Paige and I bounced down the steps of the house and made the turn toward campus.


Scratch that: I felt REALLY good.


Holding hands with my perky redhead, we practically skipped down the sidewalk with glee despite finding ourselves on our way TO the boredom of higher learning, and I realized that I felt more relaxed than I had in a long time.


I'd gotten laid.


The last couple of weeks had certainly flown by. Project Ben had really taken off, and I'd found myself far busier than I could remember ever being before. My old life had consisted of going to class and spending time with one girlfriend or another (and spending additional time with additional women who were NOT my girlfriend). Now, there was no girlfriend, nor even "additional women", and taking their places were more activities and skills to learn than I'd ever dreamed of tackling at once.


Tuesday night motorcycle lessons with Kim were familiar, and surprisingly lacking in sexual tension now that we'd both come to terms with a platonic relationship. It was (literally) like riding a bike, and since I was rapidly recalling everything she'd taught me before, I knew I'd be able to get my license soon.


Wednesday ballroom dancing was as UNfamiliar as the motorcycle was familiar. The instructors made everything look so easy, but copying their movement with quite as much grace was going to take some doing. Perhaps I was being too hard on myself, since the girls I danced with complimented me on how quickly I was picking it up. But I wasn't entirely sure how much of their flattery was sincere and how much of it was flirting.


And then there was the Krav Maga on Mondays and Thursdays. The idea was for me to learn how to dish out physical pain, but so far the only one in pain was ME. The taskmaster instructors were quite literally kicking my ass to the floor over and over as a way of teaching me to NOT want to get my ass kicked. And even though much of my initial training was on pads and punching bags, I still headed home each night with abused hands and soreness from muscles unused to that style of activity.


On the plus side, my instructors thought my pectorals were awesome for a guy who didn't work out. Must have been all those push-ups I'd been doing in the missionary position...


I still haven't mentioned the cooking lessons I was getting each night. All three of my roommates insisted that I make each and every dinner for the entire month of September, although Brooke was starting to complain that she missed the flavor of GOOD-tasting food. And then on top of all that, I STILL had my full course load of academics, with homework, exams to study for, and a project team to lead. I used to lead my life by the three "S"s: Sleep, Study, and Sex. I was still sleeping. I was still studying. But unfortunately, I wasn't having much sex.


Of the four years I'd been attending Cal Berkeley, this year by far had been the driest start for me, ejaculation-wise. My freshman year, Adrienne and I had taken full advantage of sharing a bedroom far, far away from the prying eyes of parents or twin little sisters. Sophomore year, though I'd begun the semester in a semi-distant relationship with DJ, and could only really get jiggy with her on weekends, I'd still been porking Brandi and Adrienne with some regularity throughout the week to supplement the Friday-to-Sunday marathons with the youngest Evans girl. And then last year, Dawn and I had begun the year quite adventurously with Kim, Viktoriya, and others.


But for my Senior year, the pinnacle of pinnacles for the college experience, I was single. And I was having sex at a rate slower than any period I could immediately recall, save for the month or so of abstinence immediately prior to my relationship with Dawn.


That's not to say I didn't have opportunity. I still had quite the reputation on campus, and many a pretty coed went out of her way to make clear she wouldn't mind a casual romp between the sheets with no strings attached. Even at home, more often than not I'd find DJ making doe eyes at me along with subtle verbal invitations to relieve me of any pent-up pressure I may have building in my loins.


But I'd been going out of my way to keep my relationship with DJ on an even keel. The two times we'd hooked up since the "not yet" conversation had only occurred when the gorgeous blonde abandoned all subtlety and more or less dragged me into her room for a pounding she insisted she desperately craved. The first occurred because she was stressing over an exam and needed the study break. The second occurred when -I- was stressing over an exam, and she wordlessly yanked my pants down and slurped my dick into her mouth without so much as a "please". While I'd found ecstatic physical release with her, I'd left each encounter feeling both guilt and anxiety over whether or not we were crossing a line we shouldn't, emotions that kept me from feeling this joyous bliss I felt in this moment. And because of that, I hadn't given her the opportunity to drag me off at all this past week.


Conversely, it was Brooke who hadn't given ME any opportunities to drag her off these past couple weeks. She wasn't avoiding me or anything; she was just busy. Plus, she had a steady boyfriend to scratch her itch for her. It wasn't that she necessarily saw a conflict between me and her relationship with Joel or anything, but her sexual needs were currently satisfied and since she hadn't shown any inclination to knock boots with me, I wasn't going to press her. We were fine just being brother and sister the way we were.


As for Kim, I knew she was serious about maintaining a platonic relationship between us. I WAS making an extra effort for quality time with her, something that was rather easy to do since we had several classes together and of my three roommates, she spent the most time with me in the house. But I also reminded myself of Bert's needles regarding my lack of ability in the communication department, and I decided to sharpen my skills by attempting to crack the walnut of Kim Fukuzaki's mysterious mind.


So I was busy, and active, both in body and mind. Most every waking moment was occupied doing something or another, so much that it was becoming difficult to find enough time to just relax and do nothing at all. Every day there was new homework to complete, a new recipe to cook, a new dance move to learn, or a new self-defense maneuver to master. I was always active, always on the go, and the only muscle of mine not getting a consistent workout was my penis.


And hell, last week Paige had been suffering a really heavy period and didn't even want to come by the house.


But now I'd gotten laid. I'd spurted my spunk into the willing (protected) pussy of a pretty girl. Fuck Krav Maga. Why the hell would I want to do a hundred pushups while burly men wearing too-tight shirts stared at my ass and yelled at me to do a hundred more? Fuck Ballroom Dancing. Why would I want to stand at closed position with some girl I barely knew, fumbling around and stepping on her toes like a nervous fourteen-year-old at his first school dance?


I am a sexual creature, and I knew I was capable of throwing said ballroom partner to the floor and making her scream in orgasmic ecstasy right there on the dance floor in full view of everyone. I'd rather do a hundred pushups with my prick pushing in and out of a hot babe writhing beneath my sweaty chest. And for one afternoon, I'd been able to do just that, with no doubts or feelings of uncertainty clouding the enjoyment.


Sure, one might think that with Paige's rather obvious experience in unplanned pregnancies, I might be worried about having shot off deep into a girl's womb. But really, I didn't feel any more worried about it than at any other time in my life. Having gone this long without getting laid, getting that first orgasm overrode any other concerns, and the two subsequent times I gave Paige's womb my cream filling only emphasized the point.


Why hadn't I been doing this all along? I was young and full of cum. I was single and didn't have any commitments or other romantic entanglements. I was a free agent, ready and able to do anybody at any time. Spend my evenings learning how to waltz, or spend my evenings doing the horizontal tango: Which sounds like more fun to you?


Just then, a smoking hot brunette arrived at the same crosswalk where Paige and I were waiting. Without a second thought, I gave her a confident head-nod and asked with a grin, "Hey how YOU doin'?"


The brunette's eyebrows popped, and she rather obviously glanced down at my hand, which was still wrapped around Paige's.


I chuckled to myself and shrugged while Paige looked over at me and rolled her eyes. She then deliberately tugged me into her body and yanked my head down for a kiss that was wet and sloppy and full of tongue.


My little redhead wasn't really possessive about me, and she fully knew that I could and would be bedding other women besides her. We simply didn't have that kind of a relationship. But I don't think any girl ever WANTS to see a guy try to pick up another girl while his cum is still soaking into her panties.


No matter, because right then my phone rang in my back pocket. Paige pulled away and by then we noticed that we'd missed the WALK sign and that the hot brunette was already on the other side of the street while the signal switched to the red STOP hand.


Giving Paige a smirk, I dug into my pocket and pulled it out. And THEN I remembered why I was doing all this self-improvement.


My phone read: Dawn.





I'd only had about ten minutes to chat before class, but it had been enough for Dawn and me to touch base and feel a little better for having done so. She told me about the clique of friends she'd formed, and as she described them, I mentally chuckled as I thought about how much this guy Aaron reminded me of my high school buddy Kenny with his horny pervert ways. I also noted the distinctly fond tone in her voice for this one guy she was spending a lot of time with, but I didn't say anything about it. Fond as she may sound, I couldn't quite muster any jealousy over a guy named "Fat Nick" who'd needed to be rescued from drowning by Dawn's roommate Zoey.


That was really all we had time to talk about before I joined Bert and Sasha for our Corporate Finance class. Having spoken to Dawn so recently, I couldn't help but feel a chill go down my spine as Professor Rutledge walked in. But I fought it down and zeroed my focus on my academics. For whatever else I might think or suspect about the guy, he really was excellent at communicating information in a way his students could comprehend and retain.


When class was over, Casey McCahill lightly flirted with me as we walked out the door. I'd been sorely tempted by her innuendoes last week while still amidst my dry spell, especially since Paige had cancelled due to her heavy period. But today I'd been nicely unclogged, and sensing that she wasn't making any progress with me, the peroxide blonde rejoined her friends.


As had become custom these past few weeks, Bert and Sasha then both walked back with me to my house instead of catching the BART right away. We would do our homework and chit-chat casually about whatever. And Kim would arrive a little later to join us as well.


But then dinnertime approached, and my friends took their leave. Brooke and DJ arrived to help me with my latest Project Ben culinary masterpiece, and so the routine would go on.


It was Tuesday night, which meant motorcycling with Kim. After dinner, we took her Fireblade out for about an hour, and when we returned home Kim said I would be ready to take the license exam within weeks. I was looking forward to it, not for the goal of having my motorcycle license, but because having a free night in the middle of the week again sounded REALLY good.


We headed inside and up to our rooms. As usual, I let Kim strip out of her leathers and take the first shower while I organized myself for the next day. And when I heard the shower go off, I went and parked myself in my bedroom doorway so I could watch her emerge wearing nothing but a towel around her torso.


Hey, I knew ours was a platonic relationship, but she was still a very pretty girl.


Kim blushed (as usual) as she went past me and into her bedroom without a word. She recognized what I was doing but made no attempts to curb my behavior. So with her tacit approval, I just kept on doing it most nights. It sort of reminded me of the way I used to glimpse Brandi crossing the hallway from the shower to her bedroom back when we were still in high school, and that wasn't a bad thing to be reminded of.


I went in and took my own shower, feeling the ache of muscles still unused to the kind of activity I was putting them through. Drying off and wrapping the towel around my waist, I then opened the door to find Kim standing in her own bedroom doorway, clad in a kimono-cut bathrobe she often wore. And then it was her turn to ogle as I cruised bare-chested into my bedroom.


So far, everything about the evening had been routine, right down to the little hallway voyeurism. But one thing came up very un-routine tonight, and I wasn't quite sure what to do about it.


See, Adrienne had really been into skin care, and she'd gotten me hooked on it as well while living together those first two years of college. How could I NOT get hooked when a woman THAT gorgeous wants to strip down naked every night and have you cover her head-to-toe in perfumed lotions? I wasn't anal about it or anything, but it had become habit to at least apply a layer of lotion to my skin every night after my shower. And for years and years I had always had a girlfriend (or a "not-girlfriend") to put it on for me.


Not anymore. Not that it was such a big deal; I was fully capable of applying lotion to myself and I was flexible enough to get my entire back ... usually. That's what was different about tonight. The Krav Maga had been tightening my muscles over the past few weeks, something no amount of stretching could completely counteract until my body got used to the exercise. And anyone who has ever worked out a lot can tell you that your muscles don't get really tight until the day AFTER you've worked out.


Krav Maga was Monday. That "day after" was today. And for the first time in a very long while, I couldn't bend my arms enough to put lotion on my own back.


The end of the world? No. But it sure was annoying.


Feeling like the ligaments in my arm had lost their springiness, like rubber bands left out in the sun too long, I tried and tried and tried again to get to the uncovered skin to no avail. It wasn't just a couple of square inches I couldn't get to; my triceps were so stiff I could barely get to my own neck. As my arms whined at me to stop making them move in directions they hadn't agreed to go, I sighed and shook my head, deciding that just maybe my back didn't really need lotion. It's not like I had girls scratching that part of my skin to shreds every night anymore.


Or ... I could get someone else to help. My weekly sex therapy session with Paige had ended hours ago, so my testicles had re-filled and I once again had returned to a state of being able to think about sex every twenty seconds. I didn't have a steady girlfriend, true, but there were still three women living under this roof who certainly wouldn't shy away from this level of intimacy. It was just rubbing lotion into my back, right?


Kim had certainly been ogling my musculature just minutes ago. While the sore muscles were a rather unpleasant consequence of the intense Krav Maga workouts, a not unwelcome side effect was that I certainly looked more bulked up than usual, since my sore and tense muscles didn't relax as easily. My relationship with the beautiful girl across the hall was platonic, but surely the innocent application of lotion wouldn't cross any lines of friendship.


On the other hand, Kim admitted her own desire to resume a physical relationship with me, and didn't want to put herself into a position of temptation. While we could probably get away with what amounted to a backrub without going further into sex, there were two other girls who could help me without such complications.


DJ certainly wouldn't hesitate a moment should I ask for her assistance. She wouldn't hesitate if I asked her to stroke me to orgasm, allow me to ejaculate on her breasts, and then rub her OWN back using my semen for lotion. That, in and of itself, was probably the reason why I shouldn't ask her. The same way Kim didn't want to get into a position of temptation with me, -I- didn't want to get into a position of temptation with DJ. Not while I was so firmly committed to the idea of waiting for Dawn to fix herself. Not while I knew how strongly DJ felt for me and how strongly I could feel for her if I only let myself.


So that left Brooke. She was my sister. We were comfortable with each other's body, and if innocent rubbing turned into less than innocent fooling around? No biggie. I'd probably enjoy it even more, given that she and I had not been intimate for a few weeks now. Hey little sis. Need a favor. Just for a couple of weeks until my body gets used to these workouts and I regain my flexibility. Cool?


Donning my shorts, I walked downstairs topless to find Brooke and DJ sitting in the living room doing their homework, just like always. They had both made firm resolutions this semester to get their studying done at Vivian Wang's house while their group hung out, but that had only lasted a couple of days before they remembered that socializing was just too strong a distraction. Both girls looked up at my entrance, DJ perking up immediately and greeting me with a sultry, "Well HELLO pectoral muscles..."


My sister rolled her eyes and immediately returned to her book. But I kept my gaze on her and said, "Hey, Brooke. Think you can do me a favor?"


I'd had a plan, a good plan. Everything made logical sense, but not everything turns out the way you plan it. Brooke was certainly willing; it's just that DJ could be rather insistent when she wanted to be.


So that's how I ended up face down on my bed, completely naked, while the scorching-hot stacked blonde decided my ENTIRE body needed a fresh coat of lotion, not just my back. Five minutes later, she concluded that her breasts would make very good applicators for the creamy fluid. And two minutes after that, the one part of my body she HADN'T covered in lotion (my dick) was fully imbedded in her throat.


Such is life.





"So that's it? You're giving up on relationships?" the sweet voice on the other end of the line asked.


"Isn't that what you're doing? No guys. No romance. Just focusing on your schoolwork and doing a lot of introspection as you gear yourself up to return back to your David?"


Amber laughed. "Maybe. But your situation isn't exactly like mine. Or are you re-thinking your insistence that you wouldn't blindly forgive Dawn for everything she's done to you and take her back without reservations."


"No, no. Of course not. I don't know what's going to happen in the future with me and her, but I'm smart enough to know that things can't just go back to the way they were before."


"Did she call again?"


"Yeah, yesterday."


"That's twice in less than a week. So that's a good sign. She's staying in contact with you, and that's better than I can say about me and David."


I sighed. "Maybe. I get the distinct impression that she really just wants to hear my voice. But in less than five minutes, she made up some excuse about having to go and then we hung up."


"Still really awkward?"


"Yeah. I don't think either of us really knows what to say to each other. I talk about school and ask her about camp. She asks about our sisters, and that's really it. Neither of us can talk seriously about our relationship or what's going to happen in the future."


"Maybe you guys shouldn't."


"Huh?"


"She hasn't even been gone a month. Both of you are still scarred and hurting, and it's going to take time for those wounds to heal. Remember what I said about why I can't bring myself to even call David: it just hurts too much. Even though Dawn is managing to stay in contact with you, it's still gotta take some effort for her to simply dial your number. You say you feel awkward on the phone, but I'll bet you it's even worse for her."


I exhaled, kicking back in my chair and staring up at the ceiling as I cradled the phone to my head. "Then how come it isn't awkward for you to talk to me? We had a pretty complicated breakup, too."


"We're different. Our breakup was mutual," Amber explained. "Dawn betrayed you, and she's never going to forget that. Right now, she probably feels obligated to call you and stay in contact – like she owes you at least that much – but it's got to feel almost like a chore to do so."


I winced. "I don't want her calling me if it feels like a chore. That's only going to lead to resentment, and it's not like we're getting anything productive out of these calls anyway. She mumbles something, I mumble something, and in the end we both feel worse than before we started."


"Now you know why I can't do it," Amber mumbled. But she then took a deep breath and added, "At least give Dawn that much credit. She's making the effort."


"I guess."


"And with time, the awkwardness will start to fade, one way or another. Either you two will gradually be able to have a normal conversation again, or the calls will start slowing down in frequency: once every two weeks, then once a month, and then maybe just once in a blue moon."


"Maybe that would be better," I sighed. "Don't get me wrong: As awkward as the conversations are, I still love to hear her voice. But for now I need to move on with my life, and maybe I should let her move on with hers."


"Maybe. But that's for the two of you to decide, not me."


I nodded, even though Amber couldn't see me. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and then sat up straight. "Okay, enough of that. Back to you and me. So how's the new clerkship?"


"Ugh ... Let me tell you about this new hospital administrator. Guy is a total letch and he's giving me the creeps. Think you can swing by and beat the shit out of him?"


I grinned. "For you, anytime."





"Oh, forgot the corn. Back this way..."


Pushing the shopping cart, I dutifully followed DJ around the last aisle and back toward the front of the store. I had already known, intellectually, why grocery stores organized their food the way they did. It was the sort of thing they taught business students. Studies had shown that Americans tend to shop counter-clockwise, so the produce is typically the first thing you see on the right. That way the shopper mentally associates the rest of the store with the freshness, bright colors, and smells of a neatly organized produce section. Staples like milk and eggs (the sort of things you came to the store for in the first place) were placed at the back of the store, forcing the shopper to go through aisles of less necessary, higher-profit items screaming for attention at eye-level and thus be tempted to purchase those as well.


But that was business psychology to be applied to the mentally weak, the mindless herd who simply followed the rest of the salmon upstream and into a waiting grizzly bear's mouth. I was not one of them. I knew what I needed, I would not be swayed by impulse shopping, and I would proceed through the store in the most efficient manner possible.


Just one problem: I was shopping with a GIRL.


Up until now, the ladies of the house had done all of the grocery shopping. Oh, they'd send me out at the last minute to pick up a needed item or two, usually from a local market. But the weekly runs to Safeway or Berkeley Bowl were usually handled by someone who knew what they were doing, at least until Project Ben.


Though I hadn't been in this particular Safeway very often over the last three years, I'd come enough to remember the general layout. Before even getting out of the car, I'd mentally calculated the most efficient route throughout the store to pick up each item on the grocery list in my hand, minimizing total walking distance and ensuring I wouldn't have to back-track while simultaneously saving refrigerated and fragile items for the end, the refrigerated so that their exposure to warmth would be limited and the fragile so they wouldn't be crushed under other items in my shopping cart.


I didn't tell DJ any of this. I wanted to impress her with my abilities and show her that this "male" could handle himself just fine. All three girls had been teaching ME about how the world goes 'round these past few weeks, and while I didn't feel emasculated per se, my ego had been a little wounded.


But the moment we entered the store, DJ had grabbed the front of my cart and pulled me to the right, heading straight for that colorful produce section. She'd cut off my protest by calmly and rather condescendingly informing me that SHE was in charge of this shopping trip and would remain so until I proved myself through future visits. And as my teeth gnashed and my hands clenched around the handlebar, she defused me by stepping into my personal space, leaning into my ear, and promising I could take my alpha male revenge later that night by bending her over my bed and violating her nubile young body in any way I saw fit.


And then she taught me how to pick fruit.


I have to admit, DJ taught me a lot that afternoon. While I would have grabbed the three cantaloupes with the fewest surface blemishes and most consistent external appearance, DJ showed me that even the ugliest melons could smell the sweetest, and therefore taste the best. She had me select some perfectly yellow bananas, but also some that were still a little firm and green, reasoning that we weren't going to eat them all at once, and the not yet ripe ones would be just right in another couple of days. Then she showed me about the "thump test" for watermelons, with deep and thick sounds indicating dense, full fruit while avoiding hollow-sounding melons in general, even though we weren't even buying watermelons.


Ripe apples were hard to the touch. Ripe mangoes should give a bit. Pear stems shouldn't be too stiff. And twist off the pineapple crown before sticking it into the bag, since you'd just have to throw it out at home anyway.


She filled my head with more information than I could handle all at once. It took close to an hour to gather all the items on our shopping list, and I was so busy trying to process everything she was telling me that I barely noticed how we seemed to be criss-crossing the store and back-tracking repeatedly. She did, at least, save the refrigerated items for last. And she was careful to arrange the cart so that fragile items wouldn't get bumped. But overall it was an exceptionally inefficient hour of grocery shopping, unless you measure efficiency by how much knowledge got downloaded into my brain.


And then it was back to the produce section for the corn. Eight for a dollar. Apparently that's a price that can't be beat.


"You have to peel the WHOLE cob, not just part of it," DJ intoned, suiting her words to action. "Like the pineapple crown, you're not paying for the husk, so why take it home? You want nice and fluffy kernels, with no big gaps anywhere. We like our corn with a full head of hair, no bald patches. If you only peel one husk down halfway, how do you know there isn't a bald patch on the other side? How do you know there aren't wrinkly kernels somewhere else?"


By now, I was peeling with her, and I looked around for somewhere to leave the peeled husks.


"Just leave 'em on the side. Asian markets put trash cans next to the corn for this reason, but not here."


"Feels awkward. I mean, I don't see anyone else doing this."


"You part of the mindless herd?" she asked with an arched eyebrow.


I smirked at the use of my own term and shook my head.


"Better to feel awkward here in the store than to bring home bald corn and have your ladies chew you out for it."


"Right." I nodded and continued peeling.


"Ooh! How did I not notice these raspberries on sale?!?" DJ perked up and bounced in a half-turn, sending her bosoms wobbling in her tight tank top. "Any cheaper and it would be shoplifting!"


I chuckled and shook my head. Time for my next lesson.





The afternoon's instruction didn't end after leaving the store. Upon arrival at the house, DJ still had to show me WHERE everything was stored in the pantry and refrigerator and WHY those items were placed where they were. And by the time all the food was put away, I wanted nothing more than to turn on the TV and turn off my brain for a little while.


I said as much to DJ, and she checked the clock and replied, "Well, we've got almost two hours before dinnertime. I suppose we can relax for a bit before starting to cook."


I nodded and headed out of the kitchen. Flopping down onto the couch, I turned on ESPN hoping to find SportsCenter or some other show covering the still-new NFL season. The 49ers and Raiders both promised to suck this season, but I still enjoyed watching the game. But this early on a Friday afternoon, I had no such luck. And instead, after a bit of channel surfing, I found myself watching an A's game, which held some importance since they were still battling the Angels for the division (and I wanted my hometown Angels to win).


My eyes were still on the screen when I felt DJ settle onto the couch beside me. I glanced at her for a moment, noted that she was watching the TV as well, and then put my attention back on the game. But baseball must not have held all that much interest for her, since a couple of minutes later I felt her hand slide up my thigh and over my crotch.


I turned to look at her, but DJ shrugged and said, "You can watch your game. I just want to play around a little bit."


Tired from the shopping trip and a little bemused, I shrugged and returned my attention to baseball, but I couldn't help noticing the way she kept rubbing and rubbing until she felt my cock begin to stiffen. And I certainly noticed when she unbuttoned my shorts and pulled down my zipper to allow her hand access to my bare cock.


I stopped watching the boob tube completely at this point, my eyes gravitating to the very different pair of boobs presenting themselves as DJ leaned over and let me stare down the neckline of her tank top. I was breathing harder and starting to get aroused, but as her hand circled my shaft and began to stroke me, I grabbed her wrist and forced myself to look her in the eyes. "Deej ... What are you doing?"


"Too tired to realize I'm giving you a handjob? Shopping trip must have fried your brain more than I thought."


"Not what I meant."


"I told you. I just want to play around a little bit. We've got more than an hour to kill before we need to start on dinner, and it's not like I want to do my homework or anything right now. You're entertaining yourself with baseball, so I'm ... entertaining myself as well."


"Deej..."


"Relax. I know you're tired. I'm not asking you to reciprocate or anything. Just sit back and watch the game, huh?"


She had such a casual expression on her face, and I really did want to just chill out and veg for a bit. Fuck it, let her do what she wants. Shrugging, I shook my head and returned my attention to the game.


MOST of my attention.


I still noticed when she resumed stroking my dick, which had started to deflate a bit.


I still noticed when my erection reached full hardness, and she slipped off the couch to kneel at my feet and drag my shorts down to my ankles.


And I definitely noticed when she bent over and inhaled my prick, bobbing her head up and down the upper half of my shaft while using her right hand to continue stroking the lower half.


I tried to keep my attention on the game, I really did. After all, we were only doing what we both wanted, and getting some enjoyment out of it as well. I was certainly getting the opportunity to relax and zone out to a slow-paced, tension-free game of baseball. DJ got to "play around" as she put it. And the physical pleasure she was producing in me was certainly good for my sense of relaxation and well-being.


But there was a niggling emotion in the corner of my mind, something I tried to push away the moment it cropped up. Despite the push, that something stubbornly refused to leave and instead persistently grew and expanded and spread until it overwhelmed my sense of relaxation and refused to let me enjoy this simple pleasure. And that emotion was guilt.


This wasn't the first time I'd gotten a blowjob while watching TV. It wasn't even the first time DJ was the girl giving it to me. But there was something very different about our situation now than had ever been before, and that was my current single status.


Before, the relationship between me and the beautiful blonde with braided pigtails had always been clearly defined: friends-with-benefits, nothing more. She was always a member of "The Family" with access to my cock for mutual fun, and I always had a girlfriend who didn't mind. The only real exception was when SHE'D been my girlfriend.


But things weren't quite so clear anymore. True, we still considered each other a friend-with-benefits, but this time there was no other girlfriend in the picture, nor was DJ my girlfriend either. Instead, we were caught a little bit in-between: certainly friends, but perhaps more than that. We could be more than that. She wanted to be more than that. But a real relationship wasn't something I was prepared to give her right now, and knowing that, it wasn't really fair for me to be getting this blowjob right now.


It wasn't really fair for me to get "lotion-rubbed" Tuesday night, either.


And it wasn't really fair for me to sodomize her pretty little ass the day after the barbecue.


I was getting the milk for free, knowing full-well the cow would really like a commitment.


Fuck, when I stopped to think about it, the "cow" (a term that really, REALLY didn't apply very well to DJ's figure) already HAD a commitment, and hadn't I told myself not to get involved with another man's girlfriend? Yeah, I'd been reeling in the aftermath of Dawn's departure when the girls first returned to campus, but that was a long time ago now and I really SHOULD know better, with both DJ AND Brooke.


With a sigh, I looked down my body and reached to touch DJ's head. But even before I could, she popped off my deflating penis and frowned at it in confusion. I'm pretty sure she didn't have much experience with cocks going soft in her mouth BEFORE they'd cum.


"Hmm, you must be more wiped out than I thought," she murmured with a smirk.


I shook my head. "It's not that."


Her smirk vanished as she measured the solemnity of my face. Her shoulders sagged, and after a deep breath, she shook her head and commented, "You're wallowing in guilt again, aren't you?"


I blinked twice, surprised that she'd hit the nail on the head. But I recovered quickly and stroked her cheek. "I'm sorry."


"Don't be. And don't feel guilty," she added. "We've already talked about this: I'm not asking you for anything more than you can give me. You're not coercing me into sexual favors, and you're not misleading me into expecting a relationship you're not ready for. Don't worry about what's going to happen between us tomorrow or the next day or the next; you just wanted to unwind for an hour or so, and I want to entertain myself in my own way as well."


"On a Friday afternoon, when any other week you'd be with your friends over at Vivian Wang's house."


"It's Project Ben. I volunteered to teach you how to grocery shop."


"When Kim would have been perfectly happy to do so before going home for the weekend, just like any other week."


She made a face. "You make it sound like a chore. It's not. All three of us enjoy teaching you."


"But you could be having fun with your friends."


"I'm having fun right here."


"By sucking on my dick."


She rubbed my penis, gently trying to coax it back to hardness. "It's my favorite toy. I like playing with it."


"You already have another man's toy to play with," I intoned seriously. "And I don't think he'd be very happy if he ever found out what you do with mine."


DJ's hand froze, and with another deep breath she sat back on her heels. I could see in her eyes that her sexual mood was now good and fully killed, and I didn't blame her. I don't know what mental justifications she'd made to rationalize her "play" with me despite having a steady boyfriend for the past eight or nine months, but I knew that neither of us had mentioned Josh at any time while we were being intimate, and for me to bring him up now was like a slap in the face.


I reached down, gathered my shorts, and pulled them up before re-buttoning and re-zipping myself. "I'm not totally comfortable with what we've been doing. I know we've always played around together, but the fact is: you DO have a boyfriend. And I DO feel guilty about what amounts to cheating, no matter how we try to rationalize it."


DJ remained where she was, on her knees at my feet. "You don't count. You're 'family'," she stated evenly, staring at some distant point to my left.


"And if that's all this really was: playtime within 'The Family', then I could handle what's going on. But it's not. You've got feelings for me, feelings that I can't return right now."


"So?" There was moisture in her eyes as she turned to face me. DJ was a tall girl, even taller-looking with her slender, model's frame. But sitting on her heels on the floor below me with that expression on her face, she looked small, almost pitiful. She gave me a look of infinite sadness, and after pursing her lips, she shrugged and added, "It's not like that's any different from before."


I frowned and furrowed my eyebrows. "What do you mean?"


She choked up for a moment, moisture forming in her eyes. "I've ALWAYS had feelings for you. Always. And except for a very, very short time – when we were together for what, a few months? – those were feelings you couldn't return to me."


"Deej--"


"I mean it," she stated vehemently, sitting up straighter. "From the time I was a little girl--"


"Girlish fantasies." Now it was my turn to interrupt. "We've been over this."


"They were; I know that. I didn't know the real you, and what I felt for you was an adolescent crush, but the way I felt WAS real. The emotions. The heartache. From puberty until the time I finally got to be your girlfriend, the one man at the top of my list was always YOU."


"The 'Perfect Me'. The idolized 'me'. Not the real me."


"Only because I didn't know you well enough yet. Now, I do."


"Do you?"


She sighed and planted her hands on her knees, and then used them to push herself up and move over to sit beside me on the couch. Interlacing her fingers, she stared at the floor for a moment before picking her head up and staring me right in the eyes. There was still moisture there, but rather than make her look sad, it simply made her crystal clear blue irises shimmer in the afternoon sunlight.


"I've more or less lived with you for about a year now. We didn't spend ALL our time together or anything, but I lived in this house and witnessed first-hand the man you truly are. I got to watch you be the most incredibly understanding, loyal, and attentive boyfriend imaginable – even BETTER than I could image, actually. When I was still in high school, I fell in love with fantasy Ben, and we broke up because I realized that I didn't know the real you. But NOW I know the real you, and the thing is: you're even BETTER than the fantasy."


I blinked rapidly, my breath short. DJ's voice was so full of raw emotion that it scared me, as did the intensity in her eyes. The praise she was laying on me was too much; it couldn't be real. Blushing, I looked down and said, "I'm not all that. Really, I'm not."


"Really, you ARE." She put a hand on top of mine. "Imagine growing up with some celebrity star's poster on your wall, fantasizing that she and you would somehow come together and be totally in love and live happily ever after. Then imagine actually MEETING that star, getting to know her, and then finding out over the course of a year that not only does she live up to your fantasies, but she's even better than your wildest dreams!"


I shook my head. "I'm not that great. I've got so many flaws and--"


"Everybody's got flaws," she interrupted. "And I know you're not perfect; didn't say you were. But I mean what I say about you being even better than I could have dreamed. I was here; I WATCHED you be the best boyfriend imaginable to Dawn. You were kind, you were caring, and you were clearly devoted to her. And I know that if that slutty, fucking WHORE hadn't fucked things up that--"


"HEY!" I barked the instant DJ said the word 'whore', grabbing and then squeezing the hand that had been on top of mine.


She looked away, breathing heavily and visibly seething. She bit her lip and avoided my attempts to make eye contact, like a scolded child who already knew she'd done wrong. But the anger was still inside her.


Jerking on her hand to make sure I had her attention, I stated seriously, "Your sister's not a whor--"


"I KNOW what she did to you," she cut me off. The vehemence had not left DJ's voice. "I SAW how badly it hurt you."


I didn't say anything right away.


"I know how badly it's STILL hurting you," she added quietly.


"I can't say it's been easy," I replied, taking a deep breath and picking my head up. "But I'm trying to move on."


"Trying to move on ... But you still love her, don't you?" There was a scratchy rawness in DJ's voice.


I blinked and looked over at her. Now the moisture had come out of her eyes. It was rolling down her cheeks.


"That's why you can't be with me, isn't it? Because you're still in love with her."


I blinked rapidly, bit my lower lip, and let out a long sigh. Hanging my head down, I shrugged and replied, "I don't know. Maybe."


DJ exhaled, a stream of air that went on for a while before she took a deep breath and then exhaled again. I watched some of the tension in her body leave her as she did this, and when she picked her head up again, she wasn't actively crying anymore.


"When she cheated, I wished more than anything in the world that I could help you, that I could be the one to make everything better for you," she stated quietly, her thousand-yard stare pointed somewhere around four months ago. "Even though I knew how much pain you were in, I couldn't help but think that it was my opportunity to be with you. That maybe you could be that awesomely amazing boyfriend for ME. I knew it was wrong of me to think that, and that it wasn't the time, but the fantasy was still there. And then you kissed me and asked me to marry you and ... ugh..."


I glanced over as she sniffled and shook her head before wiping her eyes.


"Once I got over the idea of being your rebound," she continued, "I turned my focus onto Dawn. I thought about all the ways she was a horrible girlfriend for you, trying to catch up on all the wild and crazy youthful indiscretions she never had. I don't know all of the things she and you ended up doing, but everybody knew it was Dawn pushing the boundaries of your relationship. I heard about her wanting other experiences, other men. Those are the kinds of things a girl is supposed to do while she's single, not while she's with such a loving boyfriend."


"You don't know the circumstances around--"


"Fuck the circumstances," DJ shot back. "Clearly, it all led to this. She DID cheat on you, didn't she?"


I didn't answer, instead scrutinizing the various lines and knots in the floorboards.


"I thought of myself as your voice of righteousness. Even though I was down at your house with Brooke all summer, I used to call home and tell Dawn how badly she'd fucked up, about how you were such a wonderful, perfect boyfriend, and how she'd thrown it all away with her selfish, selfish desires. She abused your trust. She made you believe your relationship would always be pure, that nothing could come between you even as she asked you to let other men stick themselves into her. I wanted her to REMEMBER how badly she'd hurt you, even though I was hundreds of miles away. Would have done it in person if I'd stayed up here for the summer. She stopped answering my calls after the third one and would hang up before letting me say a word when I called home and had Mom or Dad pass her the phone."


That picked my head up. "You really did that?"


DJ nodded, and then she scowled. "You were a perfect boyfriend. Okay, well maybe not perfect – you certainly were too stupid and blindly faithful to see the train wreck that was coming – but you were the best boyfriend any man could be. She's the one who failed you. She's the one who couldn't be satisfied with your relationship. And she's the one who cheated."


I hung my head again, DJ's words bringing me back to that horrific time in my life that had culminated with losing my breakfast all over the bedroom floor.


"And after all the fucking horrible things she did to you, you're still fucking in love with her..." DJ spat finally, a world of bitterness in her voice.


I took several deep breaths, wondering myself why I was still in love with Dawn. She HAD cheated on me. She HAD abused my trust in our relationship. And for the moment, at least, I couldn't remember WHY the hell I was waiting for her to come home. After all, what had she really done to deserve my patience?


DJ stood abruptly. Her face was a mask of anger, and she was still seething. Right now, she didn't look at me like I was a man even better than her wildest dreams; she looked at me with disgust, wondering what the fuck was wrong with me. And then without another word, she turned and stalked away.


"Deej..." I called after her.


"Figure out dinner yourself," she spat over her shoulder, without turning around. "Unless you're truly so pathetic that you can't handle that."


I sighed. Well, at least I didn't have to worry about DJ thinking I was perfect or anything.


Now what?





I did manage to figure out dinner myself, falling back on tried and true spaghetti with Prego-based meat sauce. I could brown ground beef just fine, and I spooned out the excess oil just like Brooke liked. Trying to show off, I even diced up some raw onions and garlic to add to the base mix. Steaming broccoli isn't that hard once you try it. And the garlic bread was store bought stuff we kept in the freezer.


Since she wasn't on Project Ben duty, Kim had left early to return to her family and have dinner with them. But Brooke did come back from hanging out at Vivian Wang's place in time for dinner, and I gathered that DJ had gone there in the intervening couple of hours as well.


When DJ arrived along with Brooke, she showed no outward signs of the argument we'd gotten into that led to her departure. Apparently she'd told Brooke that I'd shooed her away while insisting in my male ego-driven way that I could handle dinner myself. As Brooke gushed over how well I'd done for myself, my arched eyebrow at DJ was met with a glare that dared me to contradict her lie, but I thought it best to just leave things alone.


After dinner, the girls dragged me out with their boyfriends to see a movie. There was some argument between them on whether to watch Tim Burton's Corpse Bride or fluffy rom-com Just Like Heaven. As fifth wheel, I was called upon to break the tie, and I went with the animated semi-creepy stuff instead of over-baked schmaltz.


Corpse Bride was a fairly enjoyable movie, and I had that piano duet stuck in my head for weeks afterward. But we had some disagreement about the ending. Four of us thought Victor really belonged with Emily, the Corpse Bride, instead of Victoria. After all, the vast majority of the movie was centered around Victor and Emily and their burgeoning romance. Only DJ disagreed, stating that screen time alone didn't make them a good couple. She was dead; he wasn't. And as magical as their chemistry was for a little while, Emily had to go off to where she belonged, while Victoria would clearly be a devoted and caring wife.


You'll understand that I wasn't 100% sure DJ was talking about the movie.


In any case, I had the girls drop me off at the house so I could stop being a fifth wheel, and the four of them took off to go necking somewhere. You'd think that the young couples would be more comfortable in our big, empty house, but for some reason both guys were always a little hesitant about being with their girlfriends while big brother was around. At least the guys had their own apartment elsewhere.


I settled into my desk chair and started to do some homework (yes, homework on a Friday night). With the rest of my weeknights filled with Project Ben activities, I had precious little study time apart from what I got done while studying together with Bert, Sasha, and Kim (which wasn't much; we were too busy socializing). But about an hour after returning to the house, Brooke came into the room, pulled my chair out from under the desk, and then swung a leg over to straddle me and sit down in my lap.


"Hey there," she said by way of greeting.


"Uh, hey," I replied in amused surprise. And then there was no more time for words before she tilted her head and stuck her tongue into my mouth.


We necked for a couple of minutes, me just hanging back and letting my little sister have her way with me. But when she pulled back to breathe and reached down to pull her shirt over her head, I had to pause and say, "Not complaining, but what are you doing here?"


"DJ and Josh got into an argument over at the boys' place. Joel and I had gotten started, but the sounds of their yelling kind of killed the mood. I told Joel we'd try again tomorrow, and then he walked me back here."


"I see..."


"Not totally sure you do. Joel got his first cum. I didn't. So I'm all worked up and I need you to take care of that for me. Can you do that for me, big brother?"


I didn't answer her except to hoist her butt up onto my desk. The long skirt she'd worn for the date night was easy to lift up and out of the way, and I merely had to pull her panties aside before shoving my tongue as far as it would go up her snatch. Brooke's labia were already quite wet and parted in sexual anticipation, so it was easy for me to get good depth. And both the scent and taste of her were instantly arousing for me, not to mention the erotic moan she let out while grabbing my head with both hands and shoving it into her crotch.


For a brief moment, I thought about that resolution I'd made to myself about not getting involved with another man's girlfriend. But oddly enough, while I clung to that resolution as a reason for why I shouldn't be messing around with DJ, it really didn't bother me when thinking about Brooke. Sure, the thing with Matt and Brandi had certainly gone pear-shaped, but when staring Brooke's wet pussy in the face (literally), all that mattered to me was making her happy.


That said, I brought her to the brink twice without letting her go over the edge, something that didn't sit too well with my notoriously impatient little sister. After the second time, she started whapping me on the head with the flat of her hand, whining, "Stop fucking around with me, you fucking bastard! I'm NOT in the mood to wait!"


I grinned and ignored her, working her up toward another peak without any intention of getting her off. This was a frequent game between Brooke and me; we both knew about her impatience when she was really turned on. But we also both knew that when she FINALLY got that climax after such a long build-up, she really DID like it so much better than if I'd just popped her off right in the beginning.


One problem: I was still teasing Brooke around the edges of orgasm when my door opened again, and with a face-full of incestuous pussy juice I spun around in a panic.


Thankfully, it was just DJ.


"OH MY FUCKING GAWD! HOW MANY TIMES TONIGHT ARE YOU GOING TO RUIN MY ORGASM?!?" Brooke howled loud enough for the neighbors to hear (though I sincerely hope they actually didn't).


DJ shook her head while simultaneously stripping off her clothes. "Sorry. Not on purpose. I'll make it up to you right now."


At first, Brooke nodded her agreement. But a second later, she sat up straight, snapped her legs together, and fixed an intensely scrutinizing gaze on DJ, complete with furrowed brow and deep frown. "Waitaminute," she began, her frown deepening even further. "What happened?"


"Nothing. It can wait. Right now, I really just need to get laid." DJ's shirt was already off, and as she finished that sentence she unhooked her bra and started tugging the straps down her arms.


I'd been hard eating Brooke before, but now seeing DJ's mouthwatering melons set free, my dick could cut through ice.


"No-no-no-no-no." Brooke pitched forward and dropped off the desk, and then separated her feet a little wider while planting both hands on her hips. "No, it can't wait. What the hell happened between you and Josh?"


DJ visibly deflated. Looking to the side and down, she shrank a bit before crossing her arms over her chest, covering her breasts. "We broke up."


Though she seemed to be expecting the answer, Brooke still looked shocked. Her jaw dropped and her eyes went wide. And then grabbing her shirt off my desk, she stalked forward and grabbed DJ's arm. "Okay, girl. You and me, we're going downstairs to talk RIGHT NOW."


"No, no really," DJ protested, not accepting her own shirt and bra as Brooke tried to thrust them into her arms. "It can wait. I need this first. I need to get laid."


"Not with Ben you don't. Not this soon," Brooke insisted.


"YES. Now!" DJ insisted even more vehemently.


"Absolutely not. No way. Ben, tell her."


I blinked in surprise, my dick straining to get closer to DJ's semi-nude body. "Uh, what?"


Brooke just rolled her eyes before dropping her head back and sighing. "Stupid boys. Never mind." With that, she once again got a firm grip on DJ's elbow and physically yanked her out my door and down the stairs, nevermind that the blonde's clothes were still on my floor.


Now what?





Getting re-focused on homework was impossible after that. It was after 11pm now, so I figured I might as well turn in. I took a shower, went through my nightly routine, and then crawled into bed. It wasn't easy to fall asleep though, as my mind kept going over all the things that had happened to me today: DJ's disgust that I was still in love with Dawn, DJ's break-up with Josh and what may have caused it, and yes, I even went over the lessons I'd learned about how to pick fruit.


So even though the lights were off, I was still awake when my bedroom door opened and a warm body slipped under the covers beside me. Perhaps thinking I was already asleep, she was as quiet as possible as she molded her body alongside mine. And since I didn't move until after she'd slid a hand inside my shorts to start petting my cock, DJ must have jumped about a foot off the bed when I put my hand on top of hers and asked, "What are you doing?"


But she recovered quickly. While I slid to the side and turned on the lamp on my nightstand, the ridiculously beautiful blonde wearing an extremely sheer pink nightie sat up and brushed her loose hair behind one ear while replying, "Finishing what we started this afternoon."


"This afternoon, we had a somewhat heated discussion concerning my relationship and break-up with your older sister."


"Before that," she replied with a somewhat forced smile and a waved hand attempt at being playful.


I took a deep breath and forced myself not to look at her scantily clad body, an effort not made any easier by the way she deliberately let the covers drop to her waist before thrusting her bosom out for closer inspection. Not unlike Brooke's frustration this evening with getting worked up without any payoff, I too was feeling a little backed up after this afternoon's aborted blowjob and this evening's incestuous cunnilingus. But my big head won out over my little head, and shaking my big head I replied seriously, "This isn't the time."


"It's the perfect time. I'm horny, I'm single again, and I really, really want to get LAID."


"Not the night that you broke up with your boyfriend."


"It's the BEST way to get over a break-up. I'm moving on. I'm remembering that there are others out there that can make me happy."


"You want ME to make you happy tonight. But you already know why we can't. You're right: I'm still hung up on Dawn right now. I like you, Deej. I even love you. But I'm in no shape for a relationship. You can't just drop Josh and then have me. Really, you shouldn't have broken up with your boyfriend for me. I didn't ask you to do that."


"Who says I broke up with Josh for YOU?"


I blinked, and then I furrowed my eyebrows. "Uh, didn't you?"


"Jeez, self-centered much? Not everything in my life is about YOU, asshole."


I rocked my head back at her unexpected curse. "Then ... why?"


"I broke up with Josh for ME. It wasn't working. End of story."


"C'mon, you two were happy. You've been together for what, nine months?"


"Not every relationship lasts. We drifted apart a lot over the summer while I was down in OC with Brooke on that internship. It happens."


"So ... this has nothing to do with me saying this afternoon that I wasn't comfortable with you cheating on your boyfriend with me?"


"Again, not EVERYTHING is about YOU! I'm my own woman. I make my own decisions. And like it or not, buster, my life is not entirely spent pining away over YOU! Gawd!" She threw her hands up and spun around, swinging her legs off the bed and then sliding her feet down to the floor.


"Deej..."


"Such an EGO. You think every woman around you is SOOO infatuated with the Big Ben Experience that they just fall over themselves to submit themselves to your every whim. You think we are all totally head over heels for you and would give up our left arms if it meant a chance to have you, only we don't because we figure you'll like us better with that left arm so we can use both hands while giving you blowjobs!"


"Deej..."


"You know what? Fuck you! Or better yet, NOT fuck you!"


I sighed and winced, trying to make sense of the whirling ball of anger now standing next to my bed, flinging her arms at me as exclamation points to her ... uh ... exclamations.


"Yeah, NOT fuck you. I was going to celebrate my new singlehood tonight. I'm amped up with energy over removing the dead weight of my ex-boyfriend from my shoulders, and I would have given you the fucking of your life tonight. But no. NO! Instead, I'm going downstairs and I'm going to get my favorite strap-on and I'm going to have very crazy, very LOUD sex with Brooke in the bedroom right beneath yours! And you, sir, Mister Egotist who thinks I'm dumping Josh JUST so I can take a run at you, you can very well stay up here and fuck yourself!"


And then she spun out of the room and slammed the door shut behind her.


Sigh ... now what?


Chapter 3: Moving Forward


-- SEPTEMBER 2005, SENIOR YEAR --



"What do you think, deli?"


I thought about the three or four different sandwiches I might order at our usual deli, and shook my head. "Kinda in the mood for Blondie's."


"Pizza again?" Bert made a face. "How 'bout Thai?"


We'd gotten Thai food last week, but I'd ordered Pad Thai then and today the thought of Crying Tiger actually appealed. So I head-nodded south in the direction we'd need to go.


Bert turned at the next fork in the walkway, and we chatted about random stuff for a minute or two before a voice called from behind us, "Hey guys! Wait up!"


We paused and turned to look, as did three other dudes a little further to our left. Bert and I smiled to see Sasha jogging to catch up to us. I think the other three dudes smiled to see Sasha, period.


The beautiful brunette always seemed to be going out of her way to hide her beauty. Her clothes weren't frumpy or anything, but they certainly didn't do her any favors for flattering her body. She favored muted colors and khakis, and blocky cuts instead of more fitted attire. Rarely had I ever seen her in a skirt or nice blouse, something that would show off her nice legs or well-stocked rack. Her hair more often than not was in some no-nonsense ponytail or otherwise casually-styled. And in class, she often wore glasses that only emphasized the plain-Jane look.


But there was no mistaking the beauty of her face. Even with minimal makeup, she was a striking young woman. And she was even prettier when she smiled the way she was doing now as she caught up to us, turned immediately into my arms, and gave me a quick welcoming hug.


"Off to get lunch?" she asked, slightly out of breath.


I nodded. "You, too?"


At Sasha's nod, Bert asked, "Don't you normally get lunch with your other friends?" At this point, we were all Seniors and the vast majority of our classes were held in Cheit Hall. So even though we didn't have the same class as Sasha just before lunch, we often saw her and would wave hello before going our separate ways to get food.


Sasha's smile disappeared instantly, and she had to take a deep breath before once again looking us in the eyes. "That's a long story."


I gestured ahead. "We're getting Thai food. Plenty of time to tell it."





The long story didn't turn out to be so long. The upshot was that Sasha broke up with Rod, her boyfriend since high school. I certainly remembered the guy. Even though Sasha had been my project team member since last year, and a pretty good friend as well, I'd only seen Rod a handful of times. He fit into the growing category of guys who'd heard of my reputation and instantly despised me sight unseen. That his girlfriend was in my orbit must have been hard for him to handle, and he certainly wasn't above threatening me on the few occasions we met. But we rarely crossed paths and I was pretty sure Sasha had to be going out of her way to run interference in order to ensure we didn't meet more often.


I was stupid enough to ask if being friends with me had anything to do with Sasha's break-up. Somehow, she managed to pull off the exact same eye roll and tone as DJ when she leveled me with a look and replied, "Not everything about my love life is about YOU."


I winced and shut up.


Despite the apparent inappropriateness of my question, Sasha did end up answering it. She emphasized that Rod trusted her, and once she assured him that there wasn't anything between her and me, he let it go. Oh, he still would have preferred she not spend much time with me, but he had known her long enough to know she wouldn't fool around behind his back.


"We just drifted apart."


"We aren't the same people we were in high school."


"As we got closer and closer to graduation – and the prospect of moving on to the real world – we eventually figured out that we weren't ready to be settled down and committed just yet."


"Life is about moving on, moving forward."


"I'm happy we were both able to realize it."


The way she described it, everything about the break-up was quite cordial and mutually agreed upon, but I wondered to myself how accurate her representation was. Sasha said "we knew" and "we agreed" a lot, but her narrative seemed to make more sense if those phrases were "I knew" and "he grudgingly accepted". Then there was the reason why she was having lunch with US instead of them: Quite frankly, her group of friends seemed to be entirely on Rod's side, and she was the now the outcast unwelcome to return.


"I just thought it best to give him some space."


"He's taking it kind of hard."


"Our friends aren't too happy with me."


"Gosh, we haven't even had sex for over a month."


That last bit was NOT said amongst the other diners at the Thai joint. The conversation had lasted through lunch and over the walk back to my house, and only once safely ensconced somewhere private did Sasha reveal that little nugget about her personal life.


Okay, maybe the long story DID turn out to be pretty long. But it wasn't all just Sasha's story. You see, she somehow also got me talking about my break-up with Dawn.


But I'm getting ahead of myself.


Still in the Thai café, the original story of Sasha's break-up with Rod really wasn't all that long. She gave a surface-level explanation over lunch and when she seemed reticent to go into further detail, Bert and I weren't about to press her. After Sasha said that she couldn't see herself settled down with Rod immediately after graduation, we segued topics to the career options we were hoping for post-graduation. I explained that BioGen had a job waiting for me in Palo Alto should I want it when I graduated. Bert commented that he wished he could trade places with me, as having my job there would keep him close to Lynne.


I reminded him that Lynne was graduating at the same time, which meant that HER first job might very well be somewhere far away from Palo Alto. Sasha pointed out that Bert's mentality was exactly why she couldn't stay with Rod anymore, because SHE couldn't muster up the devotion to alter her career plans for him. And Bert explained that Lynne would be pursuing her Master's degree, presumably at Stanford, which meant that staying close to Palo Alto was still the goal.


"What about YOUR Master's Degree?" Sasha asked Bert. "We're all on MBA-track here. And I seem to recall that at the end of last semester you'd told me you'd planned on getting your MBA right here, right away."


"Well, that was BEFORE Lynne."


Sasha just rolled her eyes. "Young love. Is there anything more stupid in the world?"


Bert seemed ready to crack back at that, but you could actually see his face as he remembered that Sasha had quite literally just broken up with her boyfriend, and he held his tongue. The conversation died out a bit, and a little while later Bert decided to head off to his next class while Sasha and I remained behind. Both of us had a few hours to kill.


Now I need to say up front that to date, I'd been relatively closed-mouth on the details of my break-up with Dawn. Sure, my roommates had more or less been there when it happened, but Brooke and DJ sure weren't going to spout off about my personal life, and Kim wasn't exactly known for being the most forthcoming person, either. Bert knew a little – he'd come by the next day and then spent a bit of time outside my door trying to talk me into coming out – but school was over and he'd returned to Fremont when I made it clear that I wasn't in the mood to chat.


The rest of the people that knew us had been outright shocked when they returned to campus for the new year and found that Dawn had not come back with me, Sasha included. When she asked me about it, I'd given her even less explanation than she'd just given about her break-up with Rod. Bert didn't have much he could tell her. And of course, Kim wouldn't say a word without permission.


And I wasn't planning on telling her about it now, either. That part just sort of happened ... later...


The beginning was all about her.





"Well, I gotta head across campus, guys. I'll see you both later." Bert hoisted his backpack and then gave us a mock salute as he turned and left the restaurant. He was enrolled in an upper-level Philosophy class, not because it was a requirement but really just because he'd enjoyed the Intro course so much. Sasha and I didn't have anything until Isakova's Econ class later in the afternoon.


I watched him go and then turned my attention to Sasha. She was quiet, staring at her hand still holding onto her chopsticks, just sort of rubbing the cheap wooden tips together. I got the distinct impression that she was a little lost at the moment – not the most welcome person amongst her usual friends – and I didn't want to leave her alone. "Hey," I ventured. "Got some time to kill? We could head over to my place and get some studying done."


Her face lit up, but in a relieved way and not with any of the sort of blush that usually rose into a girl's cheeks when I invited them to go somewhere private with me. Throughout the entire course of our friendship, Sasha had never shown any interest in me sexually or romantically – quite the opposite, actually – and I didn't expect that to change now. In the aftermath of losing a boyfriend she'd had since high school, she really looked like she just needed a friend.


Having stared into the abyss of being completely and utterly alone myself, I knew how she felt.


Once we were on the sidewalk, I didn't ask her anything more about the break-up. She'd told me and Bert the basics and I was perfectly willing to leave it at that, but for whatever reason she wanted to continue talking about it. And I was willing to listen.


"Even though I did it myself, I still can't believe it's over," she began, staring straight ahead without actually seeing anything in front of her. At one point, I had to physically grab her shoulder to keep her from walking off the curb and into oncoming traffic.


"We were together for more than four years – that's practically a lifetime. Four years ago, I was a teeny-bopper in high school. Britney Spears was my favorite artist, The Matrix hadn't been ruined yet by the sequels, and I had a poster of Brendan Fraser on my wall from The Mummy movies."


"Before THOSE movies got ruined by the sequels," I commented.


"Hey, I rather enjoyed The Mummy Returns." She shot me a smile, which promptly vanished as the Jansport roller-backpack I'd given her last year caught a piece of uneven sidewalk and she had to fight to keep her pack from tipping over.


We walked along for another few seconds in silence, no sounds except for that of traffic and the constant drone of her backpack wheels interrupted rhythmically by each seam in the concrete sidewalk. But eventually, Sasha found her voice again.


"Four years before that, I was a late-blooming 13-year-old, still getting used to the idea of hitting puberty and dealing with all the hormones that come with it. I was so innocent back then. SUCH a long time ago..."


I nodded. I'm sure that adults can go through four years without a whole lot changing in their lives, but for kids and teenagers and young adults, every four years marks a completely different universe of physical development and social maturity. "How long did you know Rod? Were you friends even back then?"


Sasha flashed a broad smile, but her eyes were still unfocused as she stared back into the past. "Yeah. We were neighbors, actually. He was the boy next door ... literally. His family was there first. We moved in when I was twelve, just in time for Junior High. I think he had a crush on me from the beginning; I certainly caught him once or twice trying to peek in through my bedroom window."


"Little pervert."


"Twelve-year-old boys. Surely you were guilty of something like that a time or two in your past."


I shrugged. I actually hadn't ever been a Peeping Tom. Why would I need to be? Dawn had been showing her body to me every summer since even before twelve. While the female body would never lose its mystique and wonder, it at least wasn't a mystery to me.


"I never really thought the same way about him," Sasha continued. "I was new and very nervous about meeting people my own age. I was painfully shy back then, and found it hard enough to talk to girls in my class. Boys? Yeah, right. But his parents were very warm and welcoming in that Americana way, showing up with fruit baskets and whatnot from Day One. They loaned us some yard equipment. My dad forgot to return them right away. You get the picture."


"Yeah, pretty much."


"So I saw a lot of Rod around, and we were friendly enough, but I wouldn't have called us friends back then. Acquaintances, more like it."


"But that changed eventually."


"Eventually. We ran in different circles: he was a jock, I was a nerd. We were polite enough to say hello when we passed in the halls, but we never hung out or anything. Sometimes his parents would throw a neighborhood barbecue, and we'd talk for a little bit about school stuff. And he's got a little brother, Kit, who's just adorable and who would follow me around like a puppy dog while Rod kept getting annoyed and shooed him away. But all that sort of changed Junior year when he signed up for Math tutoring; his grades weren't what they needed to be to get into a UC."


"You were his Math tutor?"


She nodded. "Extra credits. I'd been tutoring since I was a sophomore. At the time, I thought it was just coincidence, or perhaps the teacher knew we lived next door to each other and thought it would be convenient for studying. It was only much, much later when I found out that he'd specifically requested me."


"Smooth move."


"It worked out for Rod in the end." Sasha then took a deep breath and looked away. "Or I guess ... not."


"When did you two start dating?"


"Not until the summer after our Junior year. I really wasn't much into the dating scene. I had always been focused on my grades. You may or may not have noticed that about me."


I chuckled and nodded. "I've noticed."


"I'd been asked out a couple of times, and I'd gone out on a few dates, really just to see what it was all about. But I wasn't one of those girls who were really into guys and makeup and flirting and all that. The most I ever did with a boy was a little kissing, no tongue. But none of the boys really interested in me and I didn't really see the point. I'd rather hang out with my friends."


"Until Rod."


"Well..." Sasha winced and averted her eyes. Not continuing immediately.


We walked along in silence for a little bit, and when I looked up I realized we were at my house. Without a word, I reached over and picked up Sasha's backpack, carrying it up onto the porch and then into the house after I'd unlocked the front door. Sasha blushed as she followed me in, and then left the backpack behind by the living room archway as she went over to a couch and flopped into a seat.


"Water? Soda? Juice?"


"Water, please. With ice."


I nodded and went to get two. When I returned, Sasha was holding the side of her head in one hand, her elbow propped on an armrest. She accepted the glass, took a tiny sip, and then set it down on the coffee table. And then she went silent again while I sat down on the couch, although I kept a full body's width between us.


"Rod kind of wore me down, when I stop and think about it," she suddenly said out of the blue, without preamble. "I knew he liked me. Hell, half the school knew he liked me. He'd dated around a bit, the way every jock in high school at least tries to do. I know for a fact that he slept with at least two girls before me. But neither of those relationships lasted very long. His mom was really sweet ... still is, actually. And I could always sort of feel her trying to nudge us together whenever I saw her around the neighborhood."


I frowned. "But you didn't like him back?"


"I liked him well enough, at the time. He's good-looking, and big and strong. He was always a perfect gentleman to me, and he made it obvious that he wanted to go out with me. Various friends of mine would tell me that he'd told his friends to figure out whether or not I'd go out with him, and he even asked me out point blank two or three times before I finally said yes. By then, I figured ... why not? That was in November of our Senior year, almost four years ago. I never really thought then that it would have lasted this long."


"Did you ever start to really like him?"


"Yeah, I did. He was a great boyfriend. He never pressured me. He was always attentive. He was always loyal. For example, I knew he wanted sex, but I was a virgin and I was scared out of my mind. A lot of the high school jocks had a three date time limit: put out in that time or you're history. I made Rod wait three MONTHS."


I didn't really know what to say to that, so I sipped my water.


Sasha was staring off into nothingness again, and she smirked as she added, "He was so excited, he filled the condom in about twenty seconds."


I DEFINITELY didn't know what to say to that.


Presently, Sasha's smile faded. Her eyes darkened, and she glanced away. "But things change. Stuff happens in your life you can't control. Rod was always a great boyfriend. Always. He was there for me when I needed him. We'd grown up together. And I'm really close to his family. All that has to count for something, right?"


I didn't follow exactly what she meant, but I nodded.


"It was a good relationship, while it lasted. He was a good boyfriend. The best, really. Oh, he had his flaws and foibles – he could get really jealous of me, but you already knew that – but there was nothing deal-breaking. It's just ... It's just..."


She choked up then, and looked ready to cry. Without thinking about it, I put my hand on her shoulder and rubbed it reassuringly. She raised her opposite hand and put it on top of mine, squeezing it. And we both waited a few moments while she fought to get her emotions back under control.


I didn't know exactly what to say in that moment. Clearly, Sasha was in confession mode, telling me about her life in greater detail than ever before. Though we'd been friends and project teammates for a year now, our conversations had never been this personal, and I didn't honestly feel like I knew her well enough to give her truly sound advice about how to go from here.


But one thing I HAD learned is that when a woman is feeling emotional, the one thing she wants to feel more than anything else is supported. She wants to feel that you understand, that you're on her side, and the only thing I could think to do in that moment was show her some common ground.


"Dawn and I were practically born together," I began quietly as I dropped my hand off her shoulder. "Our families were BEST friends, and still are. We grew up sharing cribs and playpens all the way until we were ten and my family moved away."


She sniffled and looked at me. "I didn't know that."


"We lived in different cities all the way until coming here, so we never had the kind of high school romance that you did with Rod. But our families met up every summer for a month at this camp way up in Northern California. Every year, it felt like we picked up right where we'd left off: best friends forever."


"That's sweet." Sasha smiled and then added, "So you two became boyfriend/girlfriend as soon as you got to college?"


I blushed and shook my head. "No, actually. I came with my high school girlfriend, Adrienne. Did you ever meet Adrienne? No? Well maybe you will someday. She visits every now and again. And anyway, Dawn came with her high school boyfriend as well."


Sasha frowned. "But when did you two get together? I had several classes with you both freshman and sophomore years, and you certainly looked a happy couple even back then."


I chuckled and shook my head. "Nope. Just best friends. We didn't actually become a couple until after sophomore year."


"REALLY?"


"Really. You know, a LOT of people have thought that about us over the years. I'm sure there are still a bunch who think Dawn and I got together and broke up a dozen times already. But seriously, the ONLY time we were ever actually a couple together was last year."


"But not anymore." Sasha looked sad for me.


I sighed and shook my head. "Not anymore."


"What a pair we make. Broken up from our childhood sweethearts and now commiserating on a couch. I think we're supposed to switch these waters for tequila, and then get drunk and try to drown our sorrows in crazy sex."


I blinked in surprise and then stared wide-eyed at Sasha, who looked at me in disbelief that I took her seriously for even a moment. "I'm kidding. Completely kidding."


I blinked again. "Okay then."


"Sorry, forgot about your reputation for a minute. Has something like that actually happened to you?"


I scratched my head. "Uh, I don't think I've ever done that one. But you'd be surprised what I've been through."


She sighed and shook her head. "You know, sitting here talking to you about these special relationships we've had since childhood, it's hard to believe you're even half the skirt-chasing lothario the rumors make you out to be. You seem so ... normal."


"Yeah, well..." I fumbled. "I do TRY to be normal."


Sasha cocked her head and stared at me intently for a moment. "Is that what happened between you and Dawn? Something sordid and sexual? Did you cheat on her?"


"What? No! Never!"


"But you two WERE having sex with other people ... weren't you?"


I blushed. "Well ... yeah..."


"Did something go wrong with one of those ... encounters?"


"In a manner of speaking..."


"Who? What?"


"You know, I'd really rather not say..."


Sasha frowned and pouted, but she didn't press me further. She folded her arms across her chest and looked away from me, and I took a deep breath and tried to collect myself. It was only the two of us in my house, and no external distractions promised to be forthcoming. There was a distinct awkwardness between us right now, and my mind raced trying to figure out how I could make a graceful exit from this conversation.


But before I could, Sasha turned and fixed me with an intense stare. "Did SHE cheat on YOU?"


My face was answer enough. I didn't intend to give it away, but I could see in Sasha's eyes that she picked the truth out from my stricken expression.


"Why? How? With whom?"


Grimacing, I held my hands up. "Sasha, I'm sorry. But I'd really rather not get into this."


"How COULD she? She LOVED you. I KNOW it. I SAW it. Seriously? She CHEATED on you? No way!" Shaking her head, Sasha suddenly stood up and paced away.


I just took a deep breath and continued trying to calm myself. Maybe Krav Maga wasn't the right discipline for me. Maybe I should be learning Yoga.


"I asked Bert and Kim both about this already. Kim, of course, wouldn't give me the time of day on the subject. Bert didn't know, but when we raised the idea, just shooting in the dark, really, we both agreed that it just wasn't possible. 'Dawn doesn't need to' was the way he put it. He wouldn't tell me exactly, but I gathered that you and Dawn were swinging with others."


I shrugged noncommittally.


"She cheated? Really? Is that why she didn't come back? She couldn't face being here with you anymore?"


"Sasha, it's really not that simple."


"Then what? What else can there be?"


I waggled my head for a moment, searching for the right words. And in the end, all I could really come up with was, "Well, in a way ... she's just like you."


Sasha stopped pacing and stared wide-eyed at me, looking as if I'd just slapped her.


"No, I don't mean to imply that you cheated on Rod," I sputtered before sticking my foot in my mouth. "Uh, did you?"


"NO!!!"



"Okay, okay. Didn't think so," I replied with my hands up defensively. "Uh ... um ... What I meant ... What I mean is ... She's like you. It's been a lifetime in this relationship. Sticking together past graduation means being together forever. But she wasn't ready for that. The idea scared her. And so she left."


Sasha exhaled, pursed her lips together, and then stared right at me. "She's not just like me."


"Of course, of course not. I didn't mean--"


"There's one really big difference between Dawn's relationship with you and my relationship with Rod."


"What's that?"


Sasha sighed and looked away. "I never loved him."





"Hey ... It'll be okay..."


When the world came back to me, I found myself in a position I'd long associated with comfort: my head pillowed on a woman's breasts. I'm sure there's some sort of psychology involved – Freud would certainly have an opinion on the matter. The funny thing is: my mom doesn't even have a really big rack, and yet in my choices for romantic partners I'd clearly gravitated toward the more well-endowed females of the species.


The breasts I currently lay on fit in this category; they were D-cups at least. I didn't need to read a bra tag to know. With all my experience in such matters, I could just tell. The cheeks don't lie. Not that I was actively trying to guestimate bust size. This wasn't a sexual moment; it was a comfort moment. And if I had my way, I would have stayed in this position forever.


But as my heart rate slowed, and as I took deeper and deeper breaths, I became increasingly aware of exactly WHOSE bosom I'd nuzzled up against. As my mind slowed down, and as the rioting emotions receded, I became more consciously aware of my situation, and also realized that what I was currently doing to Sasha wasn't exactly appropriate given the nature of our friendship.


Inhaling sharply at this realization, my nose bubbled and a glob of snot flew inward from my nasal cavity and impacted the back of my throat. The sensation made me want to retch, but my mouth was too busy trying to slurp up the drool that had started leaking out the corner of my mouth.


I was too late, though. As I picked my head up from Sasha's chest, I saw the dark patch of drool moisture staining her sweater. And I mumbled an apology as I sat up straight, wiped the tears from my eyes, and tried to wrap my head around everything I'd just said and done in the past ... uh ... Shit, I didn't even know how long it had been.


It seemed like a dream, or more appropriately, a nightmare. Part of me didn't want to believe it had actually happened, and yet the drool-evidence was still right there on Sasha's sweater. Even so soon after my ... well, I guess you'd have to call it a breakdown ... the details were a little fuzzy.


I remember that it had started with Sasha's admission that she'd never loved Rod. Having witnessed the parallels of her break-up with him and Dawn's break-up with me, I couldn't help but wonder aloud if Dawn had ever truly loved ME. Parental notions of soulmates aside, we had grown up together and fallen in love together and come to depend on each other to always be there. I knew -I- had always loved Dawn; but now I had to seriously question whether or not she EVER loved ME.


She'd had a million chances to be with me. The summer after giving me her virginity, we'd made plans to maintain a long-distance relationship. But upon her return home, Dawn had almost immediately fallen in love with Ryan and become HIS girlfriend, not mine. Then, when our dreams came true and we found out we would be attending college together, she chose to stay with HIM instead of becoming my girlfriend the way we'd originally planned. Only years later, when Ryan was graduating and moving away, did she finally become my girlfriend. And then almost immediately she had asked me to help her seduce first other women, and then seduce other men. Finally, she cheated on me and left me. And then at the end of the summer when I'd forgiven her and looked forward to a chance to reconcile and fix our relationship once more, she'd taken a leave of absence and gone off to Morris Camp instead.


I'd believed Dawn loved me. I wanted to STILL believe. But was the evidence really there? Or was she like Sasha, just ... worn down by the pursuit of a guy who was obviously into her? Did Dawn get together with me because she WANTED me? Or did she get together with me because -I- wanted HER ... And she just ... settled?


Dawn LOVED you. Dawn STILL loves you.



Does she? Really? Do I KNOW that?


I remember looking over at Sasha, surprised by the expression on her face. I remember realizing that I was standing in the middle of the living room, having paced around in circles while that little inner monologue I'd been having with myself was ACTUALLY an outer monologue of sorts, and I'd been voicing my insecurities out loud.


Sasha had tried to assure me that Dawn's relationship with me was nothing like her relationship with Rod – that even though she'd never personally felt love she recognized it in others. I asked her why, then. Why had Dawn left me? Why did she cheat on me? Why couldn't she be happy with me?


What was wrong with me?


I remembered that being about the time when I ended up with my head pillowed on Sasha's bosom. She was cradling me to her chest and rocking me while I whimpered and blubbered about not being good enough while she tried to reassure me that it wasn't my fault.


I remembered blaming myself for all the wrong things I'd done in my life. I blamed myself for cheating on my girlfriends in high school, and how karma was coming back to bite me in the ass for my early failures. I blamed myself for not maturing well enough, for not learning from my mistakes, and for not being the kind of man I needed to be to deserve a perfect woman like Dawn.


I remembered then flipping that argument on its head as I bounced away from Sasha's grasp and started pacing again. I ranted and railed at how completely IMperfect Dawn really was. How she wasn't as mature or as wise as she might want others to believe. How she was actually a sheltered little girl in a grown woman's body, getting in over her head to disastrous results when given actual freedom, the same way Paige had done. I cursed Dawn, using every swear word I could think of and several spontaneous combinations of my own imagination. I damned her to hell for cheating on me and I wished for her to die in slow and twisting agony for the shit she put me through while we were still together.


At some point I must have run out of steam, because I remembered being back in Sasha's arms again, sobbing while she stroked my hair. I cried until I couldn't cry anymore. I shuddered and shook so hard that it took all of Sasha's strength just to hold onto me. And I poured out EVERYTHING, all the built-up pain and anger and sorrow that I'd been holding in ever since that first night she'd walked away after I'd pleaded "Don't leave me".


Now that I stopped to think about it, I was surprised it had taken this long. Surely I could have vented this emotional energy right after she'd first cheated on me and then walked away, but I'd gone catatonic to some degree and never really let it out. I'd been forced to revisit the pain and heartbreak of loss when Dawn had come back to this house, only to tell me that she was taking her sabbatical and leaving me again. That was more than a month ago; I could have had my breakdown then.


But I hadn't. I hadn't been doing so intentionally, but I'd kept all these emotions bottled up inside. And only now, in front of Sasha, was I letting them out.


Not Lynne. Not Amber. Not BROOKE. Not DJ. Not Kim. And not even Adrienne.


Sasha.



Go figure.


Sniffling to catch the ooze drooling out from my left nostril, I wiped my nose with the back of my hand and regarded my classmate through bloodshot eyes. "I ... uh..." I sputtered, feeling terrible for subjecting her to this. "I'm sorry about all that."


"Don't be," she replied, nothing but honest concern on her face as she sat beside me on the couch. "Seems like you needed to get all that off your chest."


"Something like that," I admitted before taking a deep breath. I shook my head and added, "But I shouldn't have put all that on you. I mean, you JUST broke up with your boyfriend. The last thing you need is to have to deal with someone else's emotional trauma."


"It's okay," she assured me. "It puts my own romantic complications in perspective. I'm really not trying to make you feel any worse right now, but the truth is: my break-up isn't nearly as bad as yours."


I barked a short laugh, which unfortunately shoved a fresh snot bubble out my nostril. Rolling my eyes, I got off the couch and grabbed a tissue, blowing my nose loudly before using two more tissues for the same purpose and finishing up by grabbing a couple more to wipe my eyes.


I'd sat back down on the couch to dab at my eyes, and as I was finishing up, I felt Sasha come alongside me and wrap an arm around my back. She held my shoulder and hugged herself to my side, murmuring gently once more, "It's okay. You'll be alright."


"Thank you." I knew that they were platitudes that didn't really mean anything, but in this moment, I appreciated them. I reached up with one hand and patted hers atop my shoulder, and then with another deep breath I commented, "Bet you weren't expecting an afternoon like THIS when you woke up this morning."


She laughed musically and shook her head. "Not exactly. But then again, I wasn't expecting to come here and confide in YOU, either. I may not have exploded quite as spectacularly as you just did, but you were here to listen to me. And I thank YOU for that."


That brought a smile to my face. True, I don't think either of us would have expected to find ourselves spilling our guts to the other. We were project teammates, classmates, and even sort of friends. But Sasha and I had never been CLOSE before, not like this.


And I DID feel close to her right now ... REALLY close. She'd shared very intimate secrets with me about her relationship, and in turn I'd shared mine. She was single now, heartbroken and alone. So was I. And in the emotional void left by the gaping hole in my heart, I suddenly needed to FEEL that closeness. And before I even realized what I was doing, I'd turned my head and puckered my lips as I turned to meet hers.


"Whoa! Whoa there, buster!" Sasha's hand was suddenly blocking my mouth as she jerked back and leaned away.


I blinked rapidly and then jerked back myself, shaking my head and cowering away with both hands up defensively as I spat out, "Sorry! Sorry! I'm so sorry! I didn't mean--! It just sort of happened! I wasn't trying--!"


"Hey, hey..." she was back at my side again, soothing with broad hand-strokes down my spine and across my shoulders. "It's okay. It's okay..."


She continued soothing me until I got my shudders under control. And when I finally worked up the gumption to look her in the eye after what I'd just tried to do, she had nothing but an amused smirk on her face. "Skirt-chasing lothario to the bitter end..."


I grimaced. "I REALLY didn't MEAN to--"


"It's okay," she interrupted with one hand held up, still smiling. "You just need to know, Ben: You and me? We are NEVER going to hook up."


I grimaced once more, and also felt my ears reddening. I must have looked pretty pitiful, because Sasha couldn't help herself from laughing before she leaned forward and wrapped me up in a firm hug. And that's the way Kim and Bert found us when they arrived in the living room.


"Oh, so THIS is what was so important that you two skipped Isakova's class," Bert drawled. "Seriously, dude? Girl has been broken up from her boyfriend less than 24 hours and you're ALREADY putting the moves on her?"


Bert neatly ducked the pillow I threw at his head.





Given my lady-killer reputation and Sasha's proclamations that she and I would NEVER, EVER get together, one might be surprised by how much time we began spending together in the immediate aftermath of her break-up. But it really made perfect sense when you really thought about it.


Sasha was distancing herself from her old group of friends, a clique that still included her ex, Rod. No longer comfortable amongst them, she instead gravitated to her second closest group of friends, namely me, Bert, and Kim. We were already hanging out after Isakova's class every Monday and Wednesday evenings, and with so many other classes either with each other or adjacent to each other around Cheit Hall, it was easy enough for her to meet up with at least one of us during the interim periods.


As for me, I rather appreciated having another friend around to help fill my comparatively lonely life, someone I could spend time with and not worry about them either judging me or pursuing me for the reputation I'd built up in the previous three years. Sasha was no more of a romantic entanglement for me than Bert was, and I couldn't spend ALL day playing Xbox now could I?


Well, maybe I could, but I shouldn't.


As a bonus, having Sasha hanging around tended to keep the wolves at bay when walking through the campus, if wolves were horny co-eds looking for a Big Ben Experience and not much else.


And for some reason oddly enough, having Sasha around more often led to Kim hanging around more often. My roommate had always spent time with me for Project Ben activities and of course the project team meetings, but her mid-day and evening socialization activities were more often spent with her nerd-biker clique. She still hung out with those friends, of course, but more and more I would find myself having lunch with Bert, Sasha, AND Kim even outside of the project team. Sasha didn't explain why and I didn't ask, but I noticed and I certainly wasn't complaining.


With friends around more often, I was starting to feel ... normal.


That feeling was especially helpful because since Friday last week, Brooke and DJ had spent very little time at the house, instead choosing to spend the entire weekend with their friends. And since Bert and Sasha had both taken the BART to go home and Kim was gone to her family all weekend, I'd pretty much spent both Saturday and Sunday all on my own.


Well, at least I had Mr. Xbox for company...


And homework...


One might have thought that DJ's break-up with Josh might have had a similar effect on her social life as Sasha's, given that Josh was still squarely in the middle of the girls' circle of friends, but the opposite had occurred. The girls spent more time at Vivian Wang's place and DJ was making twice as many trips to the gym as she used to, and I couldn't help but wonder if part of the reason was DJ giving me the cold shoulder a bit.


Ever since returning the campus, the drop-dead gorgeous busty blonde bombshell had been making doe-eyes at me. She'd made it clear that while she understood my need for some time to get over the catastrophic failure of my relationship with her older sister, she was still making herself available to me purely for physical pleasure whenever I wanted her. Indeed, on the few occasions when she determined according to her own metrics that I HADN'T gotten laid recently enough, she'd quite forcibly taken matters into her own hands (in addition to other body parts).


I'd deliberately limited the frequency of those encounters, if not entirely kept them to a minimum. I was only too conscious of the depth of her feelings for me, and of how strongly I felt for her, and I was terrified of crossing some line from which we could never return. Plus, up until recently DJ had a boyfriend, and "Family" or not, that DID bother me.


You might think that since she'd broken up with her boyfriend and thus removed that particular mental obstacle, it would be easier for the two of us to increase the frequency of our booty-calls. But we'd gotten into that argument, she'd walked out, and now I hadn't gotten even a single sniff from her ever since. Brooke, likewise, was busy hanging out with her friends, and the memory of our aborted session on my desk without either me or my sister actually getting off really stuck in my craw.


All this is just to explain that I hadn't gotten laid in a week, not since last Tuesday when Paige stopped by for her weekly sperm-injection. Now it was the following Tuesday, and even before class wrapped up just before lunch, I could feel myself getting a half-woody in anticipation, my mind already back home in my bedroom.


I remained somewhat distracted during lunch with Kim, Bert, and Sasha. Only Sasha didn't know about my weekly rendezvous with the little redhead, but when Bert commented on my spaced-out state, it was Sasha who accurately speculated that I must have sex on the brain instead of the discussion topic. I was paying just enough attention to blush and attempt to rejoin the conversation, but within another minute I was fantasizing about different positions and imagining a scenario that had me in the middle of my bed, wearing nothing but a smile beneath the covers and then proudly revealing my erection by tossing the blanket aside. Paige would squeal with delight and launch herself onto the bed before devouring my prick in a single gulp. And then we would fuck each other blind for the next hour or so before getting re-fueled on food and Gatorade and then doing it all again.


I never got the chance to put that scenario into practice, not today at least. That's because we were still halfway through our meal when I looked up to see Paige holding a lunch plate in her hands as she dragged over a free chair and parked it at the end of our booth.


"Hey guys," she said tiredly.


The other three replied back with warm greetings, but I just gawked at her in surprise. "Wha-? What are you doing here?"


The redhead gave me an odd look with raised eyebrows before smirking. "Uh, I'm eating ... I texted you to figure out where you guys were, but you didn't answer and I wound up texting Kim."


I blinked and checked my phone. Yep, one missed text message. I must've been daydreaming and missed it.


Paige sighed. "I wanted to meet up early with all of you, because I really need a favor."





It actually took me a minute to get my bearings and wrap my head around Paige's presence her at the café and not in my bedroom. In that time, she explained her request for a favor: She needed a babysitter.


Apparently, some distant relative had just died and her Aunt and Uncle were flying out of town tomorrow. They planned to be gone through Sunday, which meant that Paige would be on her own with April for the next five days. Wednesday, Saturday, and Sunday wouldn't be a problem; April was a year old now and while becoming a toddler presented new challenges, they were challenges Paige could deal with solo just fine. The issue was that she still had classes on Thursday and Friday. Kady and the Stanford girls had already offered to pitch in, but that would mean leaving April behind for up to four hours. Paige's preference was to bring April to Berkeley with her, have one or more of us babysit while she was in class, and then return immediately afterward. Having April in Berkeley would keep the single mom away from her baby for only a couple of hours at a time.


"When are your classes?" Bert asked thoughtfully.


"Thursday 2 to 4 and Friday I've got classes from 10 to noon."


Bert shrugged. "Sorry. I'd love to help but I've got classes at those times, too."


"I'm free. I'd love to babysit," Kim spoke up almost immediately.


"Really?" Paige replied hopefully.


"Absolutely. I love babies," Kim answered with a wide grin. "I used to babysit all the time in Junior High and High School. Parents loved me."


Studious, quiet, intelligent Japanese girl? Yeah, I could see that.


"You'd really do that for me?" Paige asked. "I mean, you barely even know me."


"I know you well enough," Kim replied with a sincere smile. "I guess the bigger question is how much YOU trust ME."


Paige looked over at me seriously, and then back to Kim. "Ben trusts you. That's good enough for me."


Kim nodded, but winced. "Ah, but I'm mostly free. I've got an 11 o'clock on Friday. But Ben, you're free after ten, aren't you?"


I blinked. "Uh, well ... yeah, actually."


"Really?" Paige immediately brightened.


I hadn't intended to volunteer myself, only meaning that I didn't have a class after ten on Fridays, at least until Isakova's Econ course in the late afternoon. I liked kids well enough, having enjoyed playing around with Brooke and the twins as they grew up despite the gaps in age. I didn't have much experience with babies, although fussing around with April on the few occasions I'd seen her had been fun. But there's a big difference between fussing around with a baby while her mother and relatives are around and being one-on-one with a one-year-old.


Still, the hopeful expression on Paige's face was impossible to turn down. How hard could it be? "Uh, but I'm busy during your class time on Thursday. And it'll take me some time to get back from class on Friday morning, so I wouldn't be able to get home before you've got to leave to get to your own class.


"That's fine," Kim said. "I'll handle all of Thursday and Friday morning up until 10:45. And then Ben can keep April until you get back around lunchtime. Surely you can handle April for an hour or so."


That last bit was directed at me, and I shrugged while blushing.


Paige clapped her hands. "Great! Thank you SO much!" Since Kim was seated just on her right side, Paige practically launched out of her chair to give the other girl a big hug. Kim rocked back with the force of it, and turned to look at me in surprise. And then a moment later she was scrambling backward as Paige climbed halfway across her lap to hug me as well.


Across the booth's table, Bert and Sasha simply grinned at us.


Paige finally settled down and managed to crawl back to her chair. Apparently starving, she only now took the first bite of her lunch and chewed thoughtfully before swallowing and giving Kim a second look. "You really don't mind? Taking care of babies is never easy."


"Really," Kim assured her. "I really do LOVE babies. I've babysat for one-year-olds before, and even younger. Plus, some of my cousins already have kids and I'll look after them on weekends or to give them date nights and such."


"I didn't know that," I said in surprise.


Kim gave me a sly glance. "There's still a lot you don't know about me."


"Babies are adorable," Bert chimed in. "So cute and chubby and innocent. Who doesn't love them?"


"-I- don't," Sasha spoke up, having been quiet throughout the conversation. "I mean, I get the cute factor; but the reality of taking care of a child has got to be TOUGH, isn't it?"


Paige shrugged. "It can be at times. There were certainly sleepless nights where I found myself rocking and soothing and pulling my hair out into the wee hours of the morning wondering what I'd gotten myself into. But then she opens her eyes and those chubby cheeks rise up in a perfect smile, and my heart simply melts. That's the moment where I go, 'Ohhhh, This is a blessing.'"


"One moment of bliss after hours of hair-pulling? No thanks," Sasha murmured skeptically before catching herself and holding a hand up to Paige. "Not that there's anything wrong with you having a baby and all."


"Relax, relax. I'm the first to admit that having a baby at my age and without a husband is not the most ideal way of living one's life. But it's the situation I'm in and I don't regret the lessons God has given me."


"It's just ... it's hard enough taking care of yourself, you know?" Sasha sighed. "Here I am, almost ready to graduate college, and I feel like I've barely got a grip on my life and where it's going."


"Really?" I wondered aloud. "You seem like one of the most 'got it together' people I know."


Sasha gave me a wan smile. "Just shows that you don't really know me all that well."


I elbowed Kim in the ribs and replied, "I'm getting a lot of that today."


"There's just so much about my life still up in the air. Post-grad education, career, where I might settle down. Will it even be in the Bay Area? Not to mention romantic life and being single again and ... Ugh. I can't imagine having a kid right now. I mean ... someday ... when I'm settled ... like... thirty. You know?"


"I want two kids before I'm thirty," Bert replied. "One of each."


"Lynne know about these plans?" I asked with a raised eyebrow.


"Yep. She's all on-board."


Kim smirked. "You two have been together ... how long?"


"Seven weeks," Bert replied with a grin.


"And you're talking marriage and two kids?" Sasha looked skeptical again.


"Well ... hypothetically speaking..."


Sasha shook her head, and then gestured to both Bert and Kim. "You two are nuts. I understand why people want kids--"


"Do you really?" Bert asked with raised eyebrows.


" ... Intellectually..." Sasha replied after a pause. "But a lot of people get caught up in the cute factor and fail to realize how much a burden of responsibility children are. They're not like schoolwork where you can modulate how much effort you put into them. There's really no taking a break from your children."


"Tell me about it," Paige drawled.


Sasha nodded. "Having kids means putting someone else first before you, prioritizing THEIR needs over yours."


"Spoken from experience?" I wondered.


Sasha glanced down darkly. "Something like that. Oh, I don't have any illegitimate kids running around. But I've already seen the difference between being a parent and being 'someone with a kid'. It's an important distinction. And how do you ever really put someone ELSE first?"


Kim smiled straight ahead, to no one in particular. And after a moment, she elbowed ME in the ribs. "Putting someone else first? Sounds like a theory of self-interest, huh?"


I smiled and nodded.


"Hope you're paying attention, dude," Bert said seriously while reaching across the table and knocking it right in front of me. "At the rate you're going, you're going to have a LOT of those little suckers running around pretty soon."


I rolled my eyes while everyone laughed. If only we'd known...





It was after midnight when I finally got fed up. Lying in bed, staring at the ceiling as blissful sleep did NOT come had gotten old an hour ago, and I simply couldn't take it anymore.


Unfortunately, I hadn't gotten laid today. And even though the clock on my nightstand now said that today was actually tomorrow (or perhaps BECAUSE of that), I was still horny.


Kim's comment about theories of self-interested had kick-started a new discussion right there in the café. Bert, Kim, Sasha, and I had all of course remembered the topic from Viktoriya's class last year, but Sasha had not been around for the subsequent debates about it I'd gotten into with Bert and my roommates. Also, Paige didn't know any of it at all, and we spent a good bit of time catching her up as well.


But shortly after, both Bert and Kim had to leave for afternoon classes. Still thinking with my little head, I tried to let the conversation die down so that Paige and I could return to my house for the promised Tuesday nookie. But the whip-smart intellectual I often forgot Paige had inside that crazy redheaded brain of hers had come out, and she attacked the topic with gusto, especially since Sasha seemed to have the diametrically-opposite opinion.


A lot of their argument, of course, centered on parenthood. Paige insisted that while she regretted some of her past actions, if given the choice to have never gotten pregnant in the first place she wouldn't take it. She adored being a mother and adored mothering her baby.


Sasha tried to argue that if Paige had never gotten pregnant she logically would never have MET April in the first place, and therefore never have known what she was missing, for better or for worse. Therefore, she never would have CHOSEN the life of a single mother.


"But I HAVE met April. I LOVE April. And I can't IMAGINE ever choosing to NOT have her in my life," Paige had insisted quite forcefully.


"Hypothetically..."


It took ten minutes to sort out the semantics of the hypothetical, and then another ten for the girls to agree to disagree on their opinions. Any attempts by me to clarify or otherwise intervene only muddied the situation and dragged it out further, earning me the enmity of both ladies. And in retrospect, I probably would have been better off just getting up and excusing myself to go play Xbox.


But I still held a shred of hope that if I just stuck things out long enough, I would eventually get laid. And really, hasn't every guy been in that kind of position before?


Well, those that have can probably tell you that when things look that bleak, waiting the situation out is usually in vain, as it was for me. Sasha was firmly in the camp of self-centeredness, certain in her belief that the only person looking out for you is yourself, and every decision you make needs to be for your own best interests. Paige, on the other hand, drew not only from her parental viewpoints of prioritizing her child, even to the point of her own death, but also her spiritual upbringing and the notion of doing well unto others for the betterment of all mankind.


As one might expect, the conversation did not end quickly.


The next thing I knew, it was 3pm and Sasha was late for her next class. Paige and I had 4pm classes ourselves, and while I personally thought we had enough time to run home for a quickie, I could tell that Paige was anything but in the mood, and I settled for walking her to her next classes and gently calming her down from the argument.


At about 3:40, she seemed to realize what we'd just missed and apologized profusely. I assured her that she didn't "owe" me sex, and by this point -I- was no longer in the mood, even when Paige suggested we find a quiet corner and she at least give me a blowjob.


In retrospect, I should have taken it. But I didn't, and I went off to class with my balls unflushed for over a week now.


Seriously, I think my testicles were starting to shrink from lack of use.


I'd gone to class and returned home alone. Kim helped me prep dinner for just the two of us, and we ate it alone since Brooke and DJ had already informed us they would be having dinner with friends, as they'd done for the past week now. Project Ben wasn't dying, per se. But I think I'd improved my culinary skills enough that the younger two no longer felt it necessary to show up every day to critique me.


After dinner was one of my final motorcycle lessons. My driving test was already scheduled for the upcoming Monday, October 3rd. Kim put me through my paces, and at the end of the night pronounced me as ready as I'd ever be. And then she left me to spend the rest of the evening with her friends.


Completely alone once more, I'd tried to focus on my homework. Really, I tried. But sometimes when a guy is horny that's really all he can think about. Focusing on anything else – homework, chores, even peeing straight – can be really difficult. I managed to slog through my requirements, enough to get me through the next day, but any attempts to study further material or otherwise prep myself for anything academic beyond tomorrow were proving to be absolutely futile. About the time I noticed I'd read a paragraph three times without realizing it, I decided to shut my brain down for the night and go to bed early.


Showering, changing, brushing, and peeing took me until about 10:30pm. I tossed and turned for about twenty minutes, trying without success to find a comfortable position. I parked a pillow between my knees and wrapped my arms around another, which felt better for about fifteen seconds before I realized the pose reminded me of spooning a beautiful young woman, which only served to remind me that I HAD no beautiful young woman in my arms tonight.


After 11pm, I lay on my back and found my hand drifting into my shorts. I gave my half-erection half-hearted strokes, not really able to muster up the enthusiasm to jerk off. And ten minutes later, when I stared at that favorite photo of Adrienne from the Sports Illustrated Swimsuit edition and realized I STILL couldn't get into it, I just about started crying.


Adrienne ... I really missed her...


Giving up on masturbation, I curled myself into a fetal position and tried to force myself to go to sleep. I switched sides of my body a couple of times, and switched sides of the bed once or twice. I tried lying with my feet off the edge of the mattress and then facedown with my head and one arm nearly falling off the bed. And when I looked at the clock and realized it said 12:03am I got totally fed up.


Even though I didn't actually have an erection, I found that my gait was stiff as I walked rather awkwardly out the bedroom door. It was like I had a wedgie, without actually having a wedgie. But my inner thigh muscles weren't cooperating with me and I felt an oddly disconnected sensation coming from my groin, like the lower half of my body was going numb. Once, halfway down the stairs, I even had to grab my balls just to reassure myself they were attached.


Her door was closed, but unlocked. I turned the knob and went inside as quietly as I could, distant memory guiding me through the near pitch-black night and over to her bed. And then after sliding onto the mattress, I did my best to keep my touch gentle so as not to startle her from her sleep.


Despite my efforts, Brooke jerked abruptly when I rubbed her shoulder. "It's me, it's me," I said hurriedly before she panicked or anything. And after calming down, she rolled over to her nightstand and turned on the table lamp.


I shut my eyes against the sudden illumination, but after a moment, I was able to re-open them and give my little sister a sheepish look. "Sorry, sorry," I wheezed, my breath coming in short pants. My fingers were twitching and I had to clasp my hands together in an effort to keep them still. "But I kinda need you right now."


Brooke blinked twice in surprise and rubbed the sleep out of her eyes, but then a sly grin spread across her face. I watched her take in my semi-crazed look and jittery demeanor, and then she actually laughed while shaking her head. "How long HAS it been?" she asked in a quiet voice in the semi-darkness.


I frowned. Throughout our relationship, there had only been one time I could recall ever asking Brooke for sex. She was my little sister, and I simply couldn't shake the notion that I would be taking unfair advantage of her unless she was the initiator. That one and only time I'd come to her and practically begged for it had been a long time ago, back when I was a new Senior in high school and going crazy with lust while being tempted right left and center by girls like Adrienne and Heather Wilkinson. "Uh ... about four years," I replied in a shaky voice.


Brooke frowned at me in confusion, and then smirked and shook her head. "No. Not what I meant. Although has it really been THAT long? No, I was asking when was the last time you got off?"


"Paige, a week ago."


"Only one week and you're like this?"


"I can't sleep. I can't think. My brain is starting to hurt and I'm sorry, I don't mean to impose on you but—MMPH!"


Brooke had started giggling as I rambled through my apology, and then cut me off by sealing her lips over mine and tackling me onto her bed. Her tongue snaked into my mouth and her fingernails scrabbled at my chest while she threw a leg over my hips to straddle me, eventually walking her fingers up to my cheeks and holding my jaw in place while she shoved her tongue down the back of my throat.


Eventually, she broke for air and panted with a big grin on her face. "You don't need to apologize. You'll NEVER need to apologize, not to me, you understand?"


I nodded, agreeing with whatever she wanted in this moment as long as she'd get me off.


And get me off she did. It really didn't take that long. There was minimal foreplay (once again) and now that I had her permission, I took charge by grabbing her head and pinning it to mine as I rolled us over and kissed her with a desperate frenzy while tugging her nightshirt up to her armpits and yanking her panties down to her knees. She laughed when I suddenly left her mouth and pulled her nightshirt up another couple of inches so I could suck a nipple into my mouth, and her laugh turned into a moan when I dropped another foot or so to stick my tongue into her twat. She wasn't that wet – not this soon at least – but I could taste feminine arousal and my saliva would have to do the rest, because after only about three seconds of licking her I crawled back up her body, notched my cockhead into her folds, and PUSHED.


Brooke had always been tight. She'd been super tight when I took her virginity four years ago and now, still only a 19-year-old sophomore, she was still quite snug. She was just wet enough to take me in without pain, but I still couldn't quite get my full length all the way in. Not helping matters was that her panties were still trapped around her knees, preventing her from fully separating her legs, and we had to kind of awkwardly wiggle around a bit before she managed to pull one foot through the hole and finally part her thighs to let me bottom out.


But finally we were fully joined, and as my little sister brought her legs back together, this time with her feet crossed behind my ass, I set my forehead down on the pillow beside her and finally felt my twitching cease.


"Ohhh ... Brooke..." I moaned happily.


"Fuck me, big brother," she cooed encouragingly beneath me.


She didn't orgasm, not that time at least. I busted my nut inside three minutes and none of that time was spent focusing on her, not consciously OR unconsciously. All my Sex God skills were useless for those three minutes as I simply rutted in and out of her wet vagina over and over and over again until I found my release. I felt her urging me on, digging her heels into my ass, stroking my spine, and groaning into my ear to fill her up with my incestuous brotherly sperm. I felt her inner muscles working my cock, milking me for my creamy hot jism. And when I finally gave her what she'd asked for, she cooed happily and patted my back for a job well-done.


Four years ago when I'd come to her for this same reason, I'd simply rolled off her afterward and then left before our mother could discover us. But tonight, we were five hundred miles from home and nobody was going to bother us for the rest of the night. And I had some making up to do for my little sister.


She rolled me onto the mattress beside her, palming my cheek with one hand and staring at me dreamily before pulling me to her for a tender but relatively chaste kiss. "Thanks for this," she told me. "I forgot how much fun this can be with you."


"Fun? I pretty much used your body for thirty seconds just now."


Brooke giggled. "And I enjoyed most of twenty-nine seconds of it." She took my hand and brought it to her breast, sighing as I began manipulating her nipple. And she reached her own hand down to pet my temporarily sleeping soldier. "We never did get finished on Friday."


"You're right. And I seem to remember myself being right about ... here." As I spoke, I snaked my way back down Brooke's body, this time taking her panties from around her left knee and removing them completely. Her breathing sped up as I moved, and when I said the word "here" and wrapped my lips around her clit, she planted both hands on the back of my head and pulled my face tighter into her crotch.


There was no messing around with bringing her to the edge without letting her go over. I thought about it for a half-second, knowing that her orgasms were always more spectacular after the tease. But the instant I showed signs of doing so, Brooke started whapping me on the head and with memories of our last interruption fresh in my mind, I went ahead and sent her into orbit right away.


There's just something so deliciously naughty about hearing your own little sister howling your name as she shrieks in delirious pleasure. I liked it so much that I did it again, and again, figuring the triple climaxes would have to make up for the one big grand finale.


Besides, I had another way to get her a grand finale. After the third back-to-back-to-back orgasm, I stood up, fisted my renewed erection, and unceremoniously rammed it back into her. She was still tight, but now copiously lubricated with mingled cum and I had no trouble burying all seven-and-three-quarter inches all at once. She chuffed for air like I'd knocked the wind out of her, and I rutted back and forth rapidly into her compliant body while she caught her breath again. But within moments, she was fucking back at me just as hard as I was fucking her, until she scissored her legs around my hips and violently wrenched our bodies to the side.


She probably wouldn't have been able to topple me on her own, but I rolled with the movement and flopped onto my back. Brooke managed to stay in the saddle as we rolled over, and giggling at the accomplishment now that she was in the cowgirl position, she spread her knees to the sides for balance and REALLY began to fuck me.


Her tits wobbled enticingly beneath the nightshirt that had once again fallen over her torso. I grabbed the hem and yanked it upward, and Brooke finished the job for me by lifting it over her head and tossing the offending garment aside while my fingers found her nipples. And then she was pulling my left hand higher so that she could press her cheek against my palm, humming happily before kissing my skin while she continued to gyrate around my upright pole.


My right hand started manipulating her trigger spots, sending little sparkles of sensation along her nerves that would ultimately lead to that grand finale I'd mentioned. She felt me working her body like a finely-tuned instrument and slipped my left thumb into her mouth while closing her eyes and moaning erotically as she absorbed all of the myriad feelings I was causing throughout her body, not just in her loins. Concentrating inward, her body moved fluidly and without express intent. She simply WENT with the flow, letting the sexual energy take her to places she could never have found through concentration.


Meanwhile, I WAS concentrating. Brooke had already taken care of me, without foreplay or forethought, and I needed to thank her for that. I wanted her to have the very best orgasm I could produce in her, and because of that, I was just as oblivious as she was to anything happening beyond the borders of this bed.


So I was just as surprised as Brooke when I slid my right hand around my sister's bare buttcheek, intending to pop a finger in her ass, only to find a slimy column of rubber in my way. I jerked my head around my sister's body in shock, just in time to see DJ's mouth split into a huge grin right as we both heard Brooke absolutely SCREAM.


Apparently, our sounds of fucking had carried through the wall to DJ's bedroom and awoken her. She'd crept over to investigate the situation, and upon discovering exactly who was with her best friend in bed, decided to join in ... with one of those strap-on dildos the girls played with so much. I still had my dick in Brooke's juicing cunt, and right at the moment when I was going to give my sister into that grand finale orgasm with a finger in her ass, DJ shoved three inches of that lubricated dildo in there instead.


That's a GRAND finale.


And Brooke passed out. She didn't even realize what DJ had done. We had to tell her when she woke up a few minutes later.


Meanwhile, my little sister had fallen off my cock as she'd fallen unconscious. And at the mere sight of my wet prick, still coated in Brooke's orgasmic nectar, it had taken DJ all of two seconds to inhale my prick to the root. She sucked on my knob while unbuckling herself from the harness. And once free of the strap-on, without further ado or commentary about the cold shoulder she'd been giving me for the past several days, the red-hot blonde mounted my dick and dropped herself all the way down.


We didn't talk. We didn't think. We just fucked. It was the middle of the night and despite having cum once already, I was still a little twitchy with need and not yet satisfied. DJ rode me cowgirl-style even harder than Brooke had done until my little sister began to stir and moan. At the noise, I jerked the blonde off of me and manhandled her onto all fours with her face pointed in my sister's direction. She took the hint and rolled Brooke onto her back with her legs askew, diving her head in to lick at the mingled cum oozing out of her friend's sodden snatch. Meanwhile, I got to my knees behind DJ and skewered her in a single thrust. And that's the way we woke up my little sister for another go round.


DJ had two orgasms before Brooke had roused herself enough to rejoin. She had another while back in the cowgirl position we'd been in before. And she had one more when Brooke got her revenge by shoving the strap-on up HER ass while she was riding me.


DJ's internal convulsions from that climax milked my second load out of me, and then Brooke was shedding the harness to eat THAT creampie before the girls gave me a dual-blowjob to give me a third erection. With two ejaculations under my belt, I tended to last damn near forever. And once I was sufficiently hard, the girls took full advantage of that fact by climbing on top of each other face-to-face and tit-to-tit, making out with lots of wet tongue and pawing hands while I switched back and forth between their pussies.


In the end, Brooke rolled out of the way and had me climb up DJ's torso, laying my dick into the valley of the blonde's incredible 34DD cleavage. I fucked DJ's big tits while shoving my cockhead into her mouth and bumping her nose a time or two, until at last my balls tightened and I sprayed out a few healthy strings of hot jism across her pretty face.


Brooke licked DJ clean, and then close to 2am the girls lay me between them on Brooke's bed. With a naked 19-year-old cuddled up to me on either side, I fell into an exhausted sleep. And for once, I really didn't feel so alone.





While Tuesday didn't really start off so great, it kick-started what turned out to be a really, really good remainder of the week for me. Wednesday was a solid day of classes, and I didn't fall asleep during a lecture once. The whole project team came back to my place after Isakova's class and decided to stick around for my Project Ben dinner. In the evening, I had a great time at ballroom dance class, getting all the steps right at a pretty fun West Coast Swing, charming my partners, and even my fairly pretty (for an old lady) teacher as well.


At night, DJ decided to walk in on my post-dancing shower. We didn't try over-analyze our relationship or rationalize away what we were doing with each other. She was newly single and quite horny; I was still single and quite horny. We satisfied each other very well, and made such a racket that by the time we got out of the shower and into my bedroom, Brooke had decided to join us for an encore performance of Tuesday night.


And then came Thursday. Paige came over to the house around 1pm to drop off April with Kim for babysitting, and she brought a pack-n-play as well so that the little girl would have somewhere to nap. She went off to her class from 2 to 4pm, but upon returning, it really didn't take much convincing for me to get her to just stay in the house overnight rather than make the trip back across the bay. I cooked and fed Paige dinner, feeling quite the responsible domestic while doing so. Kim had so much fun taking care of April for a couple of hours that she stuck around as well, and the three of us plus the one-year-old toddler had an exceptionally fun evening, minus only the hour-and-a-half I had to leave for Krav Maga.


My aching muscles were quite pleased to have Paige around when I returned, since she insisted on giving me a massage. And since April happened to be downstairs in the living room with Kim while Paige and I were up in my bedroom, the massage turned into a full-body massage, complete with happy ending. And I made sure Paige had a couple of good happy endings herself as well.


While there was no middle-of-the-night nookie while Paige cuddled with me overnight in my bed (she felt weird about having sex with April in the room, and really, I'd have felt weird too), Paige was only too eager to hand off April to Kim in the morning and then shove me back into my bedroom for a pre-class quickie.


I had to hustle off to my class, then, and so did Paige. But then I returned to the house around 10:10am to take my shift at babysitting while Kim left for her class. April and I had a grand ole time while we were one-on-one, but I was still much relieved when the girls both got back to the house around the same time for lunch. If I had somehow killed her daughter, I was pretty sure Paige would never let me have sex with her again, after all.


Friday evening brought a reunion with me and my precious Xbox (well, Bert's Xbox). Saturday I drove off to Palo Alto to spend the day with Lynne, Amber, and crew (by choice, just to hang out, and not out of loneliness). Sunday I caught up on all the homework and studying I SHOULD have been doing the previous several days. And then Sunday night, DJ decided to take a shower with me once again, and this time she wanted me up her ass.


Like I said, it was a good remainder of the week.


And then came Monday.





-- OCTOBER 2005, SENIOR YEAR --



"Congratulations, man. You passed."


I flipped up my visor, my smile carrying up to my eyes. "Really?"


The late-30's DMV employee who'd been spooning me on the seat of Kim's Fireblade for the past twenty minutes nodded as he whipped out his clipboard and started making marks. Without looking up at me, he said, "Best rider I've had all day. You had a good teacher."


"The best," I replied, glancing over to the side of the DMV building where Kim was waiting for me. I started thinking I should get her something special as a thank you present.


You could give her a ride on Big Ben...



Shut up, you.


"Come on inside. We'll finish up the last of your paperwork and issue you a temporary license," the employee said finally, and then he took a long lingering glance at the Japanese girl dressed in hot pink motorcycle leathers standing next to the building. "And then, maybe you can give that hot babe waiting for you a ride home."


I grinned as I too glanced at Kim. "Sounds great."





I gave Kim a ride back to campus, but just that: a motorcycle ride. We wouldn't have had time for a Big Ben experience anyway, even if she would have let me. We had class in fifteen minutes.


An hour later, though, class was over, and I started packing up my bag.


"Ben, can you please stay a moment?"


Bert, Kim, and Sasha all looked up with me. Isakova's Econ course was our last class of the day Mondays and Wednesdays, and we usually headed to my place to hang out and ostensibly have our team meeting. With a shrug, I shoved my binder into my bag and then stood up, looping the strap over my head and settling the padded part onto my shoulder.


"I'll catch up to you guys," I told my friends.


"You've got the keys, dude," Bert pointed out.


"We'll just wait for you outside," Sasha offered, and then raised her eyebrows to our professor. "Unless this is going to be a while?"


"Just a few minutes," Viktoriya assured her.


That settled, my friends filed out after the rest of our classmates, and Viktoriya shook her head in the negative when Sasha gestured a question of whether or not she wanted the door closed.


"What's up?" I asked, leaning back against one of the long conference-style tables in the classroom.


Her eyebrows went up critically. "I have not seen your MBA application yet, young man."


I blinked at the 'young man' reference. It was the kind of condescending term my professor used only when she was seriously disappointed. "Uh, no. I haven't turned it in."


"You are aware that the first round due date is the seventeenth, yes? That is only two weeks."


"Of course. It's just..." I took a deep breath. No reason to beat around the bush. "I started writing it, but I actually don't intend to turn it in."


"Excuse me?"


"BioGen offered me a great job. Not just 'understood', either. I actually have the offer letter in my desk."


"But your MBA..."


"I can get it later. They've got a good educational program. Once I get a couple of years in, they'll subsidize my MBA and I can always come back here. It seems like a great plan to me."


"Benjamin. Getting your Master's degree is very important."


"I know that. And I will get it eventually."


"Will you? I have heard that before."


"I mean it. Long term, I know I want the MBA on my resume. But half the point of getting one is to get a really good job, and I already have that lined up. The starting salary is more than the average for Haas' MBA class last year."


Viktoriya frowned, but sighed. "I still want you to turn in your application. Things change. Circumstances change. You have an offer now, but it might not be there next summer."


"Perhaps."


Her cool blue eyes bored into my skull, and she reached forward and held my arm. "I am giving you a kick in the butt. Turn it in."


I shrugged. "What's the rush? There are four rounds of applications."


"Yes, but your highest chance of being accepted is in the first round."


I raised my eyebrows. "Are you saying I might not be accepted?"


"If you continue to disappoint me, then yes," she replied with a hint of a wicked smile. "Really, Benjamin. I thought you were a better planner than this. Turn in your application. You'll get your acceptance in January. Worst case, you turn it down or defer it a year. You have nothing to lose but the time spent on writing the application."


"Fine."


"No 'fine'. Do or do not."


"There is no try."


"Excuse me?"


I blushed and shook my head. "Nevermind. I'll turn it in by the deadline. I promise."


"Good boy." She patted my head, and I rolled my eyes once more at the condescension. For a brief moment, I thought about cornering her in her office, bending her over her desk, and reminding her who was in charge. But I let that notion slide and simply accepted her gesture for the fond familiarity it meant.


And then I left to catch up to my friends.





The team of course grilled me about what Professor Isakova wanted, and I explained about making sure I got my application turned in. Bert seemed a little put out that she hadn't gone out of her way to make sure HE turned HIS in, and wondered aloud if that meant that she wasn't so sure he'd be accepted.


"Thought you were looking for a job in Palo Alto?" Sasha inquired.


"Well ... like the professor said: keep your options open," Bert replied. "And hey, she didn't go out of her way to harp on either of you."


"Turned mine in last week," Sasha replied smartly.


"Yesterday," Kim added. "Probably why she went and cornered you, Ben. I may have let slip that I didn't think you were going to apply."


"Traitor," I shot at her with narrowed eyes, but smirked a second later.


We made it to the house, and I went into the kitchen to start defrosting strips of raw beef while my teammates spread out their books. Poking my head back out through the doorway, I asked, "Hey, you guys sticking around for dinner?"


"Sure," Sasha answered immediately.


"Depends on what you're making," Bert replied.


"Stir fry."


Bert sighed. "Well, I suppose that'll do..."


I shook my head as I returned to the kitchen. In the history of Project Ben, Bert had yet to turn down my cooking. He only played at being picky just to mess with me.


Kim joined me a minute later to make sure I was settled in just right, and then she left me to handle things on my own. Once I put my mind to it, cooking was really quite a breeze. It was like a Chemistry lab experiment, only easier and ungraded. All I really needed to do was become more familiar with each recipe so that I wouldn't even need directions anymore.


The four of us enjoyed dinner together, along with the usual conversation. After the meal, we chatted for a bit more until it was time for Bert and Sasha to hit the BART station. And just as they were getting up to leave, the first three notes of The Chemical Brothers' "Galvanize" sounded off loudly in my pocket.


At the sound of my new ringtone, I let go of Sasha, who was hugging me goodbye, and checked my phone. Sasha caught it too, and her eyebrows shot up to see "Dawn" on the display. Patting my cheek, she turned away and said, "See you tomorrow."


I nodded, my attention already gone. I didn't even hear Bert or Sasha leave, nor did I notice when Kim disappeared as well. All of my attention was on my phone as I quickly answered it and headed for the stairs and the privacy of my bedroom.


It had been a few weeks since the last time Dawn called, but it felt like only yesterday. All of the emotions I'd been feeling then came rushing back to me: the sense of loss, of heartbreak, but also hope. She was a broken person, broken in a completely different way from the other girls I'd helped over the course of my adolescent history, and I didn't really know how to handle her. All I could really do at this point was wait: to try and live my life the best way I could, and hang onto that hope that she would once again become the kind of Dawn I could be with forever.


In the meantime, I would give her space. Though the thought had crossed my mind, I didn't attempt to call her. She had no cell reception, and though I had the phone number to the Morris Camp office, I had chosen not to attempt contact. SHE would call ME when she felt like it, and I was rather happy that she felt like it now.


Dawn seemed pretty happy too. Apparently she'd gotten her wish to spend more time in the stables, and just this afternoon she'd given birth to a baby horse, a "filly foal" as she put it. She was quick to explain that she hadn't actually given birth to it – not like she was holding the horses legs and urging the mother to push or anything like that – but she had been present as the only human assistant, and she'd come away from the experience with a whole new perspective on life.


She seemed happy ... really happy ... and I was happy for her. She gushed about witnessing new LIFE, and how the universe seemed so much bigger and all her problems seemed so much smaller.


I didn't quite feel it, myself. I wasn't part of her grand experience, so a lot of what she was saying went over my head. She babbled quite a bit, which amused me. I was certainly happy for one thing: of all the people in the world she could share this with, she was choosing to share it with me. Yeah, her epiphany sort of meant that she was trivializing her past mistakes, which by extension meant that she was trivializing the wrongs she'd done to me. But I didn't hold that against her. I truly wanted her to heal and move forward, and from the sounds of things, she was well on her way.


But later on, after we'd hung up and I lay on my bed staring at the ceiling, I couldn't help but wonder: if Dawn really did start fresh, if she really did move on with her life, would she necessarily come back to me?


Life is change. Life is forward progress. I'd been waiting for Dawn to return to Berkeley as the girl I had once known and loved, or at least something very close to her, but that's not the way these things work. We move on, we move forward.


Dawn was doing it. Dawn was getting on with her new life.


Maybe it was time I did the same.





The rest of the week flew by, as many aspects of my life had become routine, with even the slight changes doing nothing more than marking the time and not impeding the flow. After the phone call with Dawn, I went to my Krav Maga class and worked off a little frustration. Even my instructors thought I was putting a little more oomph into my punches than usual.


Tuesday, Paige returned (without April) and we picked up right where we'd left off, at least until she had to go to class. Dinner was another group affair with Bert, Kim, and Sasha: baked ziti that night. In the evening, Bert and Sasha took the BART home, and Kim left to hang out with her friends as I no longer needed motorcycle lessons. But with a fresh driver's license in my pocket I felt the need to borrow her bike and just go for a ride on my own. There's something quite special about the mixture of solitude and adrenaline rush being on a speeding little rocket without a roll cage, car body, or even another human being surrounding you for protection. It's just you, the road, and the obstacles coming at you at 50mph on crowded Berkeley city streets. I wound up in the hills by the Lawrence Hall of Science, just looking out across the city lights in a decidedly contemplative state.


Wednesday we had a group presentation for Isakova's class, which of course went perfectly. The four of us were a well-oiled machine by this point, and I barely needed to be a team leader. We all knew what to do. Dinner was solo, and I went out and got a Carl's Jr burger, just because I could. It didn't taste that great, actually. Having eaten so many non-fast food meals over the last month, my stomach wasn't used the grease anymore, and it sort of turned my stomach a bit. Still, one giant burp later, I felt much better. And I was able to smoothly go through my ballroom dance class without feeling queasy.


Thursday, Brooke and DJ returned for dinner, and I made Chinese chicken salads and foccacia bread pizza for all six of us. Then it was off to Krav Maga, and while glad my stomach didn't feel too heavy beforehand, I had a deep craving for protein when I got home and promptly hard-boiled four eggs to gulp down. Certainly it was from all the exercise my muscles had gotten.


Friday I had an exam, and when it was over I felt in the mood for some serious Xboxing. Kim went home, Brooke and DJ were at Vivian Wang's, and once again I was all alone. Feeling lazy, I made Maruchan ramen and returned to the Xbox. And sometime around 9pm I finally looked up at the ceiling and wondered, What the hell am I doing?


Just on Monday, I'd talked to Dawn and listened to her story about Aurora the filly foal, and I'd seriously thought about finding a way to move on with my life. The only thing was: I didn't know how.


I'd just spent the last week doing the same things I did every week, with a few slight variations that kept things from becoming boring and yet didn't really change the routine. I was still stuck in the same spot I'd been before the phone call: just hanging around, waiting for Dawn to return.


Yes, I was working on Project Ben. I could already cook a million times better than before, shop at a grocery store without feeling lost, and dance the cha-cha. I didn't necessarily think I could kick anybody's ass at Krav Maga, but my shirts were tighter and more than once DJ had complimented my developing musculature. I'd already had the cardio fitness down pat.


One might say all that is excellent progress in self-improvement, but what about my situation had really changed? I felt like I was just biding my time, taking things day-by-day while my future remained this fuzzy thing way off in the distance.


Graduation was next May. BioGen was waiting for me. All I had to do was keep plugging away at my classes, make sure I didn't fail anything, and my job prospects were secure.


Dawn's ranch hand program ran through the end of next August, when she was due to return to campus and finish her academic career. All I had to do was wait for her, hope she came back hale and hearty, and hope she would want to be with me again.


I wasn't moving forward. I was just ... moving, keeping pace with the calendar. Go to class, eat food, hang out with friends, and go to sleep. Wake up and do it all again. Routine. Plug away. And eventually my future would come, right?


Right?


But what about DJ? Where was that relationship going? COULD it go anywhere?


And what about Sasha?



What ABOUT Sasha? There's nothing there. Stupid brain. Sasha had made her stance on me quite clear.


Maybe that's why you're wondering?



Shut up, you.


Hey dude, you're the one who forgot to pause the game while you stared up at the ceiling and wondered what the hell you were doing?



Great. Now I'm talking to myself. Yes, Ben, you're so content with your life that you're turning schizophrenic.


MPD: Multiple-Personality Disorder. Schizophrenia is hearing voices from inanimate objects, like the couch is talking to you or something. Unless you're paranoid schizophrenic, in which case you'd be hallucinating other people, like Russell Crowe in "A Beautiful Mind".



Whatever.


Are you really going to sit around and wait for Dawn to come back to you? (A) Are you sure she's going to do it? And (B), after all the shit she pulled, does she deserve that?



I love her. Always will.


That's nice. But that doesn't mean she's what's best for you, especially right now while she's a million miles away.



What are you suggesting? That I get myself another girlfriend? What happened to the idea of being single for a while?


There's a difference between AVOIDING codependency on a girlfriend and being SINGLE.


I know that.


Do you? That's not what I see.



And what DO you see?


I see a guy who is still hung up on an old dream, a dream he TOLD himself he was over. I see a guy who isn't just not in a relationship, but ACTIVELY trying to STAY AWAY from relationships.



I'm getting over Dawn. I don't want to rebound.


You're not getting over Dawn, you're STILL INTO Dawn. Why do you think you're pushing DJ away?



I can't rebound with DJ again.


Bullshit. You're pushing DJ away because you still believe Dawn will come back to you. If you and DJ ever got together, it would only be because you'd FINALLY given up on Dawn. And you can't have that, can you?



You're gonna turn this into a soulmate argument, aren't you?


You said it. Not me. Well ... me IS you, but ... ah, fuck it. You know what I mean.



I don't buy the soulmate argument anymore.


Don't you?



That was crap spoon-fed to us by our parents.


Are you sure?



Of course I am.


Then why am -I- (which is YOU, by the way), questioning it?



GET THE FUCK OUT OF MY HEAD!


I will. Just as soon as you move on.



What?


Move on. Move FORWARD. Get ON with your LIFE. STOP fucking waiting around for Dawn. If she comes back, great. You two can work things out IF and when that happens. Until then, stop being a fucking PUSSY and get off your ass and LIVE your life!



How? By jumping right into another committed relationship with DJ?


Of course not.



So what, I'm supposed to go out and have meaningless sex with Big Ben groupies?


Well, that's an OPTION. But things don't have to be so extreme. There's codependence, there's AVOIDING codependence, and then there's the middle. THAT'S being single. That's where you need to be. Because the longer you keep pushing people away, the more it shows that you're still hung up on Dawn. The longer you sit in this holding pattern of not being in a relationship for the sake of not being in a relationship, the more obvious it becomes that the only relationship you'll accept is one with Dawn.



Is that really so bad?


Course not. But then, you're gonna have me in your head second-guessing you every day for the rest of the year.



Seriously?


Hey, don't blame me. You're in the driver's seat. The only reason I'm bugging you is because you've got two minds about this one: the hopeless romantic that wants to believe beyond all reason that you and Dawn are meant to be together and will find each other once again, and the realist who recognizes that you're here, she's there, and there are no guarantees that she'll ever come back. What's it gonna be?



I can't decide that right now.


Of course you can't. But this isn't a decision that will just wait forever. DJ's not going to sit around forever. Sasha's not going to sit around forever. Kim's not going to sit around forever.



Kim? What's she got to do with this?


I dunno. YOU tell ME.



My head hurts.


Tell me about it. Or better yet, tell me what you told yourself the second you and Dawn ended that last call.



Dawn was getting on with her new life. Maybe it's time I did the same.


That's the one. And who knows? Maybe you'll end up meeting the Mrs. Right you would have missed had you still had your head stuck up your ass. Maybe you'll meet your true destiny.



I snickered. Destiny? Well, the place I'm going tomorrow night, there's sure to be at least one "Destiny".





"You sure this is the right place?" Lynne Arian asked a little nervously as we pulled into the lot.


"It's the right address," I confirmed, checking the numbers over the double doors with the piece of paper in my hand. "Amber would never steer us wrong."


"It just doesn't look right," Kady Jacobsen sighed from the driver's seat with a tone of mild disappointment in her voice. "You sure it's not one of those glitzy clubs we passed back on Broadway? This place looks like a nice restaurant."


"Maybe that's the point," Kim chirped from well behind me. "Weren't we talking about something low-key? Not so gaudy and obvious?"


"Somewhere we girls could go without feeling uncomfortable?" Noelle added from the third row.


I finally spotted what I was looking for and pointed to it. "There's the sign for Nocturne. This IS the place. Bert, you cool with it?"


"Hell, I don't care as long as they've got naked girls in there," Bert replied from the middle row he shared with Lynne. "Let's check it out, and if we don't like it we can always go back to those places on Broadway."


I shrugged. "Sounds like a plan."


By now, Kady had stopped her father's Escalade and opened the door to the waiting valet. I got out from the shotgun side and looked up at the nondescript doors. Kim, Lynne, Bert, Kady, and Noelle followed after me as I led the way inside and into an enclosed lobby with muted, but not dark, lighting.


Two pretty brunettes behind the podium wore tasteful black uniform dresses, looking like the hostess at a Cheesecake Factory. One of them smiled as we entered and greeted, "Welcome to Nocturne. How may I help you?"


Clearing my throat, I stated, "A friend of mine said she made a reservation."


"Name on the reservation?"


I gestured back to my buddy. "Bert Kim."


The girl smiled as she tapped at the touchscreen interface of a monitor recessed into the podium. A moment later, her green eyes twinkled as she smiled at Bert. "Your 21st birthday. Congratulations."


Bert blushed and Lynne squeezed his hand.


"State law: I must check all your IDs."


I nodded and fished out my wallet. Everyone else did likewise. Kady bit her lip nervously as she put forth her fake ID - she was still only 20.


But the girl behind the podium didn't scrutinize any of our driver's licenses, handing them back as quickly as she'd taken them. And a moment later she gestured to the door on our left. "Erica will lead you to your table. Enjoy your evening."


Having gone to Bliss for Daniel's bachelor party last year, I'd thought I would know what to expect. But it just goes to show that every place is different, and even strip clubs can have the variety from high-class to low-class that restaurants do. Bliss was a pretty nice place, but the neon lighting and jaded staff still put the place a cut below Nocturne. In fact, if I hadn't been told otherwise, I wouldn't have even known Nocturne WAS a strip club.


The illusion of refinement continued beyond the enclosed lobby. Once behind closed doors, I expected to see poles and stages around the room. I expected to hear boom-chicka-wow-wow music pumping out of the speakers. And I expected to see scantily clad women gyrating around, some of whom with their breasts out for my viewing pleasure.


I saw none of those things. We passed down a short hall and into the main room, which again resembled a high-end restaurant. Circular tables were spread out evenly and covered in well-appointed linens. The tables were each surrounded by four to six chairs, the number depending on the diameter of the table. And each chair was plushly upholstered, with a back that would be even higher than my head while seated, presumably to offer a level of privacy.


Or handholds for the lapdance girls.



I still wasn't even sure there WERE any lapdance girls. There certainly weren't any around right now, even though more than half of the tables were currently occupied. I looked around as Erica guided us to our table, and noticed that while the customer ratio was decidedly male-heavy, it wasn't the kind of crowd I'd remembered from Bliss. Then, I'd seen a lot of middle-aged businessmen still in their suits along with guys in their early twenties dressed casually and out for a good time. But here, the clientele was a little more in-between. The "businessmen" looked older, many with graying hair. There wasn't a single hard-partying boorish "dude" just out to cop a feel of a pair of tits. There were a number of couples, actually, men with their wife or girlfriend who appeared for all the world like they were just out for a pleasant dinner. And our little group was certainly the youngest in attendance.


After we were seated, Erica passed out leather-bound menus. Linen paper with fine script spelled out the dishes available, although the first two pages were dominated by wines and cocktails. Our waitress, Angelica, came by to introduce herself and take our drink orders, and although I did notice that her cleavage-enhancing dress was rather more revealing than one might see at a classy restaurant, it was still a far cry from the boobs-and-butt-hanging-out costumes I'd seen before.


What followed was yet another surprise: we had dinner. Oh, Amber had told us to expect dinner, but I honestly thought that we'd end up eating bar foods while staring at gyrating strippers. This was an honest-to-goodness dinner, with elegant silverware, linen napkins ... the whole nine yards. That got us chattering once more about whether or not we were in the right place, and Kady actually kicked my shin under the table while giving me a "what-the-heck-is-going-on?" look.


So I took action. Getting up, I made like I was going toward the restrooms so as not to draw any attention to myself, but at first opportunity, I got a waitress' attention and said quietly, "Please pardon me if this comes out wrong, but my friend sent us here for a 21st birthday party and I want to make sure we're in the right place. Are there any ... uh ... exotic dancers here?"


The waitress gave me a demure smile that carried up to her twinkling eyes. "You're in the right place, sir. The entertainment portion of the evening will begin after your meal."


I blinked. "Oh, I see. Thank you very much."


Still puzzled, but somewhat relieved, I returned to my friends and told them as well. It was only then that I got a really good look around the room and realized that everybody in the room was eating right about the same time. That sort of thing doesn't happen in restaurants, with some diners arriving and then departing earlier than others. But apparently we were all roughly on the same schedule, and I relaxed a bit more.


The meal itself was pretty good. Not the best, but a step above Outback Steakhouse nonetheless. My prime rib was just the right shade of pink, and the accompanying red potatoes and steamed vegetables were only a tad overcooked. Knowing that we'd be here a while, I'd been sipping at a Martini throughout the meal, not drinking too much too fast. And dessert was a nicely done Tiramisu cheesecake I split with Kim that once again reminded me of the ubiquitous "Factory".


But then busboys came out and cleaned up all our dishes. I looked around for Angelica, expecting to do the check dance with Lynne or another of my friends over paying for the dinner bill, but she was nowhere to be found. In fact, none of the waitresses was anywhere in sight. But just as I started to wonder about that, an entire wall of the main room suddenly turned translucent, showing itself to be nothing more than a cleverly disguised screen. And a moment later it slowly rolled up and into the ceiling, revealing a hidden stage behind.


The "entertainment" portion of the evening was about to begin.





Though I've never been to a Burlesque show, I'd heard about that type of dancing. It's sexy and provocative without quite getting to nudity, more about the tease than the full reveal. There are costumes and music and sometimes full-on productions. At the other end of the spectrum is your typical strip club, which is entirely about the reveal with a minimal amount of "foreplay" before the clothes come off. The music is canned and the performer is usually on stage all by her lonesome.


Nocturne was somewhere in the middle. There were no sets. It wasn't anything resembling a musical production. But there were costumes and themes, and in the end the girls DID end up getting naked. It gave the goodies that burlesque held back, but it wasn't as in your face about it like a strip club. We weren't surrounded by naked girls on secondary stages around the room, nor were girls walking up to us offering lap dances for twenty bucks a song.


Of course, lap dances were still available. I figured that out when some of the waitresses returned, and at the table next to us I saw a man hand his waitress a card. Glancing back at my own table, I now noticed that a box of similar cards had magically appeared next to the candlelit centerpiece, probably placed there while my attention was drawn to the stage. Checking the cards out, I realized that they were request cards, pre-marked with our table number, so that if any of us wanted a service rendered, we could discreetly ask for it.


Minutes later, one of the dancers who had already finished her set came directly to table next to us, took the man by the hand, and led him somewhere in the back. No money was exchanged. No negotiations were made. It was already arranged.


And that's when it really hit me just how different Nocturne was from Bliss. When I'd gone to my first strip club as part of Daniel Chen's bachelor party, I'd been struck by how little the place had to do with sex and how much more it was about money. Girls had been coming up to me in waves, sitting in my lap and practically begging me to buy a dance ... or more. The whole setup was arranged to make as much money as possible, with little regard for the sensuality of the sexual experience save for what minimal amount was necessary to get to the money part. Sitting there, I'd felt like a mark targeted by con men who would do whatever it took to separate as much money from my wallet as possible.


Nocturne, on the other hand, crafted a different experience. Sure, it still ended up with a naked girl on a stage, but the path taken to get there didn't make me feel all slimy or sleazy. The girls on stage were true performers, and they showed some real dance talent. They used real names, like Erica and Angelica, even if those perhaps weren't their real names; no Destiny or Bambi or Angel or Syndy. Nobody was pressuring me to spend any more money than I already had, and I could probably just sit here for the rest of the evening without being bothered one bit. Of course, the girls on stage were trying like hell to seduce their audience, but at least that felt more like a seduction than a scam.


"She's good," Kady breathed just then, her eyes fixed forward. A willowy blonde with a drum tight ass and perky A-cups was twirling gracefully like a ballerina, albeit a half-naked ballerina who flashed us her bare-shaven pussy each time she did a leg extension.


"Like her?" I asked, holding up a card. "You can get her in private if you want. Maybe she can do both of you?" I smirked at Noelle for the last part.


Noelle furrowed her eyebrows and took the card from my hand, scrutinizing it. "How do we know how much everything is?"


"Don't know," I shrugged. "There weren't prices on our dinner menus, either. I get the distinct impression that this place wants to be more about sex, and not about money. Maybe there's some negotiation when you get in the back, or maybe it's just not discussed. Like those really high-end restaurants: if you have to ask how much it costs, you probably shouldn't order it."


Noelle made a face. "Could get expensive really fast."


Kady patted her hand. "Don't worry. I got it." She then plucked the card from Noelle's fingers and started writing down the dancer's name, Renee. When she was finished, she held the card up, and within seconds a waitress came by and plucked it from behind.


Bert smirked and shook his head. "It's a good thing Sasha had to work this weekend. I felt bad that she wasn't able to come, but knowing how uptight she is about sex, it's probably for the best."


I frowned. "Sasha's not uptight about sex. She just isn't touchy-feely with guys she barely knows. But she's chilled out a lot over the last year. She doesn't mind hugging you or me anymore."


"Hugs, sure. But I dunno. I get the vibe that a strip club isn't her kind of place."


I nodded. "You're probably right."


Renee finished her dance, doing full side-splits on the floor with a perky smile on her face. The female announcer, in a smoky-sweet voice perfect for KOST 103.5 romantic song radio, urged everyone to applaud Renee, which we did. Even her gentle voice was a far cry from Vegas-lounge announcer bombast.


Another dancer came on, a more busty blonde named Layla. From the other side of Kim, Bert leaned over to me and asked, "So, any of them catch your attention yet? Anybody to work the Big Ben charm on?"


"I'm not taking a stripper home with me," I replied in a deadpan. This time, I thought. This time.


He chuckled and Lynne rubbed his arm. "Has anyone caught YOUR attention, honey?"


"Babe, you're all I need," he replied smoothly.


Lynne giggled. "I know that, but we came to a STRIP CLUB for your birthday because we both thought it would be fun."


Kady arched an eyebrow at her classmate. "You telling me YOU'RE starting to get into watching all this naked female flesh?"


"Of course not." In the dim lighting, I couldn't see whether or not Lynne blushed, but the expression on her face certainly matched. She then turned to her boyfriend. "But honey, I'm really not jealous. I want you to have a good time, and if you won't pick, then I'll pick out a hot girl for you."


Bert grinned. "You do that."


Lynne smirked. "Now I just have to wait for a petite brunette who'll remind you of me..."


Just then, Renee came to our table and gently touched Kady's arm. The impish redhead turned about with a big grin, and then grabbed Noelle's shoulder as she stood them both up. Vamping it up, Renee took each girl by the hand and led them away, swaying her hips a little more than necessary as she sashayed a step in front of them.


We watched them go and then watched the rest of Layla's set. Meantime, a new waitress came by and took our drink orders, coming back with fresh beverages just as Layla was finishing. And then a stunning brunette did hit the stage.


My jaw hit the floor.


"Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome ... Angelica!"


Indeed, it was our very own waitress who strutted across the stage. I had wondered where she had gone to after our meal ended, and a new waitress had shown up to begin taking our orders. The way the meal had gone, Angelica had waited on us nearly exclusively, only taking care of us and one other table. That had kept the room quite busy with a high ratio of hot servers scurrying about during dinner, but since the curtain had gone up, there were far fewer of them around and now I knew why: the waitresses were ALSO dancers.


Within minutes, we were getting a much better view of the impressive cleavage I'd been ogling during dinner. Lynne smacked Bert on the arm and asked, "How about her? You mentioned earlier that you thought our waitress was pretty hot."


"Maybe..." Bert replied thoughtfully, entranced by the bouncing boobs. "Maybe ... But then, you said petite like you."


Lynne snorted. "I'm not sure B-cups are on the menu at a place like this."


"Renee was kinda flat-chested," he pointed out.


"Okay, maybe. But rather than wait forever through all the dancers, how about you pick out a few right away, huh? The night isn't getting any younger, and I wouldn't mind you getting more than one lapdance."


Bert grinned. "Okay maybe. If the next dancer doesn't catch my interest, we'll ask for Angelica."


"Not 'we'. Just you. I don't want you awkward or feeling like I'm watching you while she rubs those massive melons in your face."


Bert grinned again. "As you wish."


We enjoyed Angelica's set, and everyone applauded as she sashayed off-stage. Bert watched her ass with particular interest, perhaps already presuming he'd wind up liking Angelica more than whoever the next dancer would be. And from the look in his eyes, I surmised he had already mentally placed himself beneath our waitress' gyrating body.


But then the music started up again, a sultry jazz number, and the next dancer strutted onto the stage. Overhead spotlights drew our attention to her, and if my jaw had hit the floor when Angelica came onstage, then this time it must have ended up somewhere in the basement. And Bert's jaw landed right next to mine.


"Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome ... Emmanuelle!"


On stage, wearing the sexiest version of a tuxedo I'd ever seen, was a breathtakingly gorgeous young woman with lustrous dark hair. Her pinstriped black jacket fastened just beneath her large breasts, leaving her flat tummy completely bare, although the back of the jacket was full-length and finished with tuxedo tails that ended down by the backs of her knees. A black bowtie was centered on a white collar, sans the shirt, drawing one's attention to her exposed cleavage. Black panties were garter-clipped to mesh stockings that ended in black four-inch heels. She carried a cane, and her wrists were adorned with oversized white cuffs. And finishing off the look was a white-banded black top hat.


She was beautiful, she was curvy, and she could MOVE. I was far from a student of dance, but I could tell this girl had some significant formal training, with beautiful lines, perfect balance, and full leg extensions. I was simultaneously impressed by her talent, awed by her beauty, and outright SHOCKED by her identity.


You see, her stripper name may have been Emmanuelle, but Bert, Kim, and I knew her by a different name:


Sasha.
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She couldn't see us, not with the stage lights in her eyes and the darkness of the audience. But we could see her, and at virtually the same time Bert and I turned and gaped at each other. Between us, Kim glanced back and forth at each of us with raised eyebrows, although without the expression of utter shock.


Kady and Noelle were still out on their private dance, and Lynne was oblivious, her attention on the stage as she checked out the gorgeous brunette. But about thirty seconds later, Lynne turned to her boyfriend to ask his opinion of the dancer, only to find that he was huddled together with me and Kim. "What's going on?" she asked quietly.


Bert and I exchanged a look. "We know her," I replied.


Lynne smirked. "A past conquest of the infamous Big Ben?"


I shook my head seriously. "That's Sasha."


Lynne frowned. The name was semi-familiar. On more than one occasion, Bert and I had spoken of our project team, but Lynne didn't immediately recognize it.


Bert added, "She's our classmate and friend."


Only then did Lynne realize what was going on and her eyes went nearly as wide as ours. "I take it you didn't know she was a stripper?" she asked.


All three of us shook our heads. Lynne whistled in amazement.


On impulse, I reached forward and snagged one of the cards used to request a private session with a dancer. Scribbling Sasha's name at first, I rolled my eyes and crumpled the card up before shoving it into my pocket. Retrieving a second card, I instead wrote down "Emmanuelle".


Kim's eyebrows went up and Bert gave me a funny look. "You can't seriously be thinking about getting a lapdance from her," he said reproachfully.


I leveled him with a look and frowned. "I'm just going to TALK to her."


"You sure you want to do that? Maybe it's better if she doesn't find out we're here, and we can ask her in Berkeley some time."


"It's still early. What if she wanders by and recognizes one of us over the next hour or so? Better to have an excuse to get behind closed doors."


"We could leave now," Kim suggested quietly.


I shook my head, but nodded to Bert. "It's your twenty-first birthday, dude. You really want it to end now?"


My buddy scrunched up his face. "Well ... uh..."


Sighing, I raised my hand with the card, and Bert made no further protest. I think he was still looking forward to his own first lapdance. Moments later, a waitress snagged the card from behind me.


"The die is cast," I intoned quietly.





The curtained off room was larger than I would have thought, especially for downtown San Francisco where space was at a premium. But Nocturne was a little bit off the beaten path, so perhaps rent prices weren't so bad. It was bigger than Bliss, for example, with space for a plush vinyl couch in addition to a padded mattress for the more intense encounters.


Sasha dragged me by the hand straight to the couch and practically flung me into it, and then stood over me with an expression of shock and a little anger. Thrusting her hands at me for emphasis, she barked, "What the HELL are you DOING here?"


"Emmanuelle's" arrival at our table went about as you'd expect. A sultry exotic dancer gently rubbed my shoulder from behind as she spun around my chair, offering her best "come hither" look. Her face had transformed into the present expression of shock/anger immediately, although perhaps skewed a little more toward shock at the time as her eye level picked up and scanned across Kim and Bert as well.


But I was the one who had raised the card, at least according to the waitress who had fetched "Emmanuelle". And without a word, she'd taken me by the hand and done her level best to act normally as she led me back to the curtained private area. She even smiled at another waitress as we passed.


But the smile had dropped the instant we were behind closed doors ... er ... closed curtains. And even though I was pretty sure there was a closed-circuit camera above us somewhere, Sasha didn't seem to care about making this look good. She'd flung me into the couch, thrust her hands in my face, and barked her question about what the hell I was doing here.


"It's Bert's Birthday, remember?" I offered meekly. "We SAID we were going to a strip club. We even invited you to come."


"I didn't know you were coming to THIS ONE! I thought you'd end up at one of the glitzy, showy flesh-fests on Broadway!"


I blinked twice and shrugged, doing my best to remain calm. "Amber set this up for us. A couple of our friends are lesbians, and we asked her for low-key and less in-your-face."


Sasha buried her face in her hands and looked ready to cry. Turning around, she dropped onto the couch beside me, and on instinct, I wrapped an arm around her to give her a hug.


She didn't shy away from the contact. If anything, she pushed herself deeper against me while I stroked her back and tried to figure out what to say. Her occupation as a stripper had been a secret, of that I had no doubt. With that secret now revealed, I could only imagine what was going through her head. Shame? The job was considered a vice, after all. But if she was embarrassed in front of me, she wouldn't be letting me hug her, would she?


Or did she still feel shame at the secret being revealed, but feel okay about it being revealed to me? Was she more worried about what Bert and Kim might think, now that they knew as well?


Or was she so completely distraught in this moment that she couldn't handle the situation, period? Was she breaking down inside, feeling her world crashing around her so much that scarcely even realized who was holding her? Sasha had been going through a lot emotionally in the past couple of weeks or so. She'd broken up with her long-term boyfriend. She'd been ostracized by her original group of friends. And after spending more time with me and my clique in the aftermath, she now had to face the knowledge that WE now knew her secret occupation.


And I thought I'd had shitty weeks.


Not coming up with any words, I simply tried to hold her and reassure her with my very presence. Unfortunately, even that didn't last very long. See, there really WAS a closed-circuit camera in the room, and with my arm firmly wrapped around Sasha's scantily-clad body, I was committing a very big no-no.


A burly bouncer stepped in through the curtain and flipped on a light switch. The dim "seduction" illumination was quickly replaced with harsh white fluorescence, and as I blinked away the sudden brightness, I winced at the malevolent expression on his face.


"Tony, it's okay," Sasha said quickly, sniffling and raising a palm. "He's a friend."


"You don' look too 'appy," Tony drawled, his arms crossed over his chest.


"I'm alright. Really."


"Fine den. But ah'll be watchin'." Looking right at me, Tony pointed at the ceiling.


I nodded my understanding, and then he left, turning off the fluorescent lights as he went and returning us to the mood lighting.


The moment broken, Sasha seemed to be composing herself. Her makeup was thick, and her mascara had started to run. But she ran her hands over her scalp and took a deep breath. Exhaling slowly, she glanced over at me and said, "You should probably get back to the others."


"Are you really okay?"


She gave me a weak smile. "I'll be fine. I do this all the time."


I gave her an innocent look. "You give lapdances to college classmates all the time?"


She shot me a look and punched me in the chest before cracking a true smile. Then taking another deep breath, she shrugged and clarified, "I've got two more requests after you. But I gotta go fix my makeup first."


"You sure?"


"Just go. Enjoy your evening. And if you're still here in another hour, I've got another set on stage."


I couldn't help it. I glanced down at her tuxedo outfit, trying to recall just what she'd looked like with the jacket puddled on the stage and her big tits out for everyone to see. As shocked as I'd been at her identity, I hadn't really appreciated the view at the time. "I'll be here," I replied thickly.


Sasha's eyes popped, and she punched my chest again. "You just wanna see my tits again."


I blinked. "Am I gonna be charged for the time in this room here and not get my money's worth?"


Sasha rolled her eyes, and then turning her face away, she reached down and pulled her jacket open, proudly putting her naked breasts on display for me from only a foot away.


I'd been right: Sasha had D-cups, and glorious ones at that. They matched her olive complexion, and her nipples were a duskier rose. Like magnets, the perfect orbs drew my palms to them. But Sasha slapped my hands and closed up her jacket. "You really are a sexual creature," she sighed.


I shrugged. "Guilty as charged."


"Go back to the others. Enjoy your evening. We'll... talk ... about this on Monday. Fair enough?"


I nodded, and Sasha stood us up. She led me by the hand out of the room, and once outside the velvet curtain she pushed me away with the same hand. "Monday," she stated with finality.


I nodded, and she turned to head toward the back, no doubt to fix her makeup. Taking a deep breath myself, I turned and headed back for the table with my hands in my pockets.


That actually turned out better than I would have thought.





For a while, Sasha was all we could talk about at the table after I returned. Bert stated plainly that he wasn't sure he'd ever be able to look at her the same way now that he'd seen her naked. With an arched eyebrow, I calmly started rattling off, "Robin, Gwen, Dawn, DJ, the Tri-Delts--"


"Okay, okay. So maybe I can."


Now it was Lynne's turn to arch her eyebrows. "Just what HAVE you been up to?"


Bert jerked a thumb at me. "I hang around with him."


"Point taken." Lynne smirked.


That exchange seemed to break the tension, as did the return of Kady and Noelle. Kim pointed out that the girls had been gone for a lot longer than just one song, at which Noelle blushed pink and Kady grinned salaciously.


From then on, we were able to return to enjoying our evening. And Bert did get two private lapdances, for which Lynne was very sure to point out to the girls, "It's his 21st Birthday."


Neither dancer resembled anything like Lynne, the first being a rather chesty redhead and the second our dear waitress Angelica. Bert came back from the redhead with a shit-eating grin on his face and he returned from his session with Angelica three songs later with a rather more embarrassed expression, not to mention an obvious hickey on his neck.


Kady and Noelle also got two more lapdances, both of them while together. But Lynne wasn't interested, not unless some hunky Chippendale waltzed in. I'd always known that while she was open-minded about such things, her personal arousal meter was pretty close to guys-only.


I also hadn't planned on getting a lapdance, not feeling the need to hassle with no-hands limitations and the semi-prostitution aspect of the business exchange. But Kim didn't feel comfortable getting a lapdance by herself, although she'd shown a very strong attraction to a sultry Chinese girl named Sammi. After she refused our prodding to go ahead and fill out a card, I finally filled it out myself and then dragged Kim with me. In the end, she got the lapdance on the "bed" while I got to sit on the couch and watch. It was a win-win all around.


"Emmanuelle" did do her second set an hour after the first, and if I didn't know any better I'd say she was showing off for us. Bert actually started filling out a request card for her, but a glare from me and a questioning eyebrow from Lynne made him think twice about it. He probably only started doing it in the first place because he was three sheets to the wind by that point.


The big surprise came at the end of the evening when I tried to pick up the tab. The drinks alone would have cost a pretty penny, not to mention the "extra services" we'd accumulated. But to my utter astonishment, Angelica informed us, "The bill has already been taken care of."


"By whom?" I jerked my head around the table, trying to figure out which one of my friends had beaten me to the check. But all of them gave me a blank look.


Angelica flipped a page on her booklet. "Uh, a Miss Amber--"


"Motherfucker..." Kady swore with a smile, interrupting our waitress.


"Yes," Angelica continued. "She arranged a package party for you. Everything is covered, including tips."


"I shoulda got a few more lapdances," Bert drawled drunkenly.


I smirked to myself. I'd of course invited Amber to come, especially since Nocturne was HER recommendation, but she'd been on call tonight. I swore to myself to find some way to make it up to her, even if I was no longer allowed to do so in my usual manner.


All in all, Bert's strip club birthday party was a rousing success. I'd stopped drinking after the first Manhattan and was the designated driver, a good thing since Kady was even more drunk than Bert (no surprise). I got us all back to the girls' Stanford apartment complex in one piece, and had to clear my throat a couple of times to get Kady and Noelle to pull their tongues out of each other's mouth and fix their clothing in the third row. In the middle row, Bert was sound asleep on Lynne's shoulder, and I helped her get him into her apartment.


As for Kim and me, our original plan had been to drive back to Berkeley. But with the late hour, and since Lynne's roommate Ivonne had gone home for the weekend, Lynne invited us to crash in the second bedroom and Kim quickly accepted. After doing a minimal amount of freshening up, a visibly inebriated Kim took me by the hand into the bedroom and stripped down to her panties before directing me to do the same. She then pushed me onto the bed and crawled in after me, rubbing my bare chest and sticking her tongue down my throat for a little while.


My conscience complained for a little bit about taking advantage of a drunken Kim. But after seeing so much boobage and other body parts of sensual, naked females all night, Big Ben was thick and ready to go inside my boxers and I wasn't really in the mood to turn her down. I wouldn't have to. After a minute or two of kissing, Kim sighed and then turned around, spooning herself against my chest. She set her head down on the pillow and pulled my hand up to cup her bare right breast. And then with another contented sigh, she drifted off to sleep.


It had been a good night.





Sunday morning, Kim was back to her normal, hands-off self. She didn't show any signs of guilt over what we'd done the night before, but neither did she make any move to replicate her actions. We accepted Bert and Lynne's offer of breakfast, which grew into sort of a brunch thing when Kady and Noelle came down and even Amber stopped by on her way IN after pulling a night shift at the hospital.


I hugged Amber a big "thank you" for arranging the previous evening, along with a friendly slap on the ass for deceiving me about the bill. She smirked and quite deliberately groped my package before raising a finger and wagging it reproachfully in my face. She also kissed Bert's cheek for a belated happy birthday. And then she downed an egg-white omelet with some orange juice and went upstairs to get some sleep.


Kim drove back to Berkeley with me, her arms wrapped around my waist as I sped her Honda Fireblade across the Dumbarton Bridge and up 880. We took showers and both crashed for Sunday afternoon naps, albeit in our own bedrooms this time. And then we got some homework done sandwiched around dinner, for which Brooke and DJ returned to the house for the latest Project Ben creation.


After dinner, I found myself on the couch watching NFL highlights while the girls handled cleanup, only fair since I had done the cooking. I had thought about getting some schoolwork done before the next day (Sunday night IS a school night, after all), but since nothing was pressing and I was feeling lazy, I stayed right where I was.


I was zoned out enough that I didn't realize my head was being pulled backwards until after the movement had been completed, and I found myself forcibly staring at the ceiling with someone's hands gripping my temples, at least until DJ's face interposed itself between me and the wood beams above. I barely had time to register the upside-down smile on her face, or the particular twinkle in her eyes before her lips met mine. And then our mouths were suddenly open in the instinctive yet unfamiliar movements of the Spider-Man kiss.


The remote control fell limply from my hand as the gorgeous blonde managed to climb over the backrest without breaking our liplock, only rotating it. She wound up straddling my lap, her scoop neck of her top allowing my chin to be squashed in the bare breast tissue of her deep cleavage. And after sliding both hands down to cup my jaw, she looked down at me with an inviting smile.


"Football? Or me?"


I smirked up at her. "How about both?"


DJ arched an eyebrow inquisitively, and I gestured downward with only my irises. She got it a moment later, and that twinkle in her eye intensified. And the smoking hot coed slithered down my torso like she were made of liquid until she wound up kneeling before the couch, and her hands then moved in to unfasten my jeans.


I mused for a moment about just how lucky a damn sonovabitch I was to have such a breathtakingly beautiful young woman willing to do this sort of naughty thing at the drop of a hat. DJ had no security of a committed relationship. Thousands of guys on this campus would kill for the chance to trade places with me, and she damn well knew it. And yet she was here with me.


And while I watched the highlight of a tipped-ball interception, there went my cockhead into her mouth.


It was a shitty time for the doorbell to ring. But ring it did, and DJ pulled off my cock to frown at me, her expression mirroring my own. For a moment, we both waited to see if the visitor would just go away, but the bell rang again, and I realized that even if neither of us went to get it, Brooke or Kim eventually would and we'd still have to stop what we were doing.


So after groans from both me and DJ, I got up to see who had come to visit on a Sunday night. Flipping on the porch light, I checked the peephole and then stood up in surprise. Opening the door quickly, my frown turned into a smile as I said, "Sasha ... on a Sunday? This is a surprise."


"Hey Ben," she greeted me warmly, dressed in the clothes I was used to seeing her in: plain, unshapely, and generally the exact opposite of what I'd seen her wear at Nocturne. "I hope you're not busy or anything."


"No, no. Just hanging out," I replied immediately. A second later, DJ belied my words by coming up behind me and sliding both arms around my body, hugging me rather intimately as if to continue the frisky play we'd been engaged in up until a moment ago.


Sasha frowned, a wince forming on her face. "Uh ... I'm sorry. I should have called first. If this is a bad time, I can be going..."


"No, not at all," I replied immediately. Taking a step back and opening the door further, I gestured her inside before turning to DJ and saying, "Hey kiddo. Maybe later, huh?"


DJ pouted, giving me an angry look, but she nodded and released me to return to the living room. Sasha looked up at me with raised eyebrows, but then came inside and let me close the door behind her.


"What's up?" I asked quietly.


"I just wanted to talk ... about last night, of course." Sasha blushed. "I still owe you an explanation for ... all that. I was having dinner and realized I didn't want to put things off until Monday."


I shook my head. "You don't owe me anything. Your personal life is your personal life, and you certainly didn't have to come all the way here. I sort of figured you'd give me, Bert, and Kim the cliff notes version after class or something."


"No, I needed to come here. I needed to do this face-to-face, and I couldn't wait until tomorrow."


I blinked and nodded, then gestured down the hall. "Maybe we can go up to my bedroom? I'm not going to try anything; it's just private and semi-soundproofed."


"Sure." Sasha nodded and walked ahead of me, but when we got to the archway to the living room, we found that Kim had come out from the kitchen where she'd been cleaning up dinner, apparently curious to see who had come to to door. Sasha stopped and glanced back at me. "Oh, I didn't realize Kim would be here tonight."


"She stuck around for the weekend." I shrugged. "Might as well tell her everything, too."


I started gesturing for Kim to join us, and she waved shyly, but Sasha spun around to her with an apologetic expression. "Hi Kim. It's nice to see you again, but actually ... if you don't mind ... can I just talk to Ben alone?"


Kim measured Sasha with a glance and then nodded. "Of course." She waved us on.


Sasha went first, turning and going up the stairs. Behind her back, I popped my eyebrows at Kim. She gave me an "I-don't-know-either" look and gestured for me to go after Sasha. And I quickly did just that, hopping up each tread a little more quickly to catch up.


Having been to the house before, she knew the way to my bedroom, although she'd never actually been inside it. She paused just inside the door, looking around for a good long while, and as I stood behind her I similarly scanned the room while silently cursing myself for not tidying up at all. My room wasn't a MESS, but it certainly wasn't giving its best impression, and for some reason I wanted Sasha to have a good impression of me.


A moment later, she walked directly for the small sitting area my room had by the window. She went over and looked outside for a moment, taking in the view outside with the darkening sky as the street lamps were just beginning to turn on. I closed the door and followed after, and as I settled down onto one of the armchairs, she turned around with both arms crossed over her midsection. "I don't think I know where to start."


"Wherever you feel comfortable."


"It's kind of a long, complicated story."


I shrugged. "I've got the time, and I'm here to listen if you need to talk."


She sighed. "I do. Nobody knows this story. Well, ROD knows the story, as do most of our old friends. But nobody outside that group, and now that I'm no longer a part of them, I feel ... I feel..."


"Isolated?"


"Yeah."


"Left all alone?"


"Yeah."


"That's natural. It's a part of any break up, and something I'm unfortunately all too familiar with."


Sasha snorted. "You? Surrounded here by friends and family?"


"Well, perhaps. When Dawn left me, I was staring into this summer feeling quite alone. Bert and Kim were both gone. Gwen and Robin were Dawn's friends. And really, I didn't have any other true friends beyond them."


"Your sister is here. And DJ. And Bert and Kim came back."


I nodded. "I'm not trying to compete with you for loneliness. I just wanted to express that I can understand the feeling of being isolated."


"Right, right." She exhaled. "I'm sorry. I don't mean to jump all over you like that. I'm just ... unsettled right now."


I decided not to respond verbally, and instead let Sasha continue talking. She paused for another moment, and then as if noticing the second armchair for the first time, she went to it and sat down heavily. She fiddled with her thumbs at first, and then taking a deep breath, she looked up at me and said, "You're probably wondering why I wanted to talk to you alone."


"The thought did cross my mind."


"This isn't the kind of thing I want to make public knowledge – not just my day job ... well, evening job – but the whole back story as to how I ended up becoming a stripper. Bert and Kim are friends, but ... I just ... I ... Can I trust you? Can I trust that you won't spread this around?"


"Absolutely."


She nodded. "I know, of course. I just feel better hearing you say it. I'll have to tell them a little bit, of course. I can't pretend they didn't see me at the club, but they don't need to know the gory details, alright?"


"You don't have to share the gory details with me, either. I'm curious, of course, but you don't owe me any explanations."


"Maybe not, but I still want you to know."


I nodded, and Sasha collected herself again. Her significant hesitations to explain everything had my wild imagination conjuring up all kinds of sordid affairs in her past, something I was trying to keep it from doing. Sasha's background was a black hole of information, even after more than a year of being project teammates. But I didn't think it would help anybody for me to start speculating on what I didn't know. I had to be patient, be a good listener, and be the best friend I could be at a time like this. Less than two weeks ago she had been that friend for me, listening as I poured my heart out about the breakup with Dawn, and now it was my turn.


Sasha took one final deep breath, let out a long exhalation, and then grabbed each armrest with a hand, tightening her grip on the corners. "Okay, here goes," she began.


She was right. Compared to her, I knew NOTHING about isolation.





"Your first question would be the obvious one: How did I become a stripper?"


I made a face. "I'm not judging what you do for an occupation."


"I know that, but it's something about me you didn't know before and I already know you're curious. You were curious enough to put in a request card for me just to initiate a confrontation--"


"ConverSAtion," I corrected.


Sasha cracked a smile. "Whatever."


"Well, you DID tell me you were a waitress at a club downtown, usually working both weekend nights."


"That's true enough. I AM a waitress. The customers like having that social interaction with us before we go on stage. It lets them see us as more than sex objects, which then makes the sex object part that comes later all the more ... uh ... intimate."


I remembered the particular arousal I felt watching Angelica on stage, knowing she'd been our server that evening, and I had to agree. "I think you also said the last thing you wanted was for me and my friends to go have dinner there."


"Well THAT ship has sailed."


I smirked and nodded. And then without really meaning to, I let my eyes drop to her bosom-level, remembering how they'd looked when she flashed me from only a foot away.


"Ben, really?"


I jerked my gaze back up to her eyes, blushing sheepishly. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry. Couldn't help it. You're usually so ... covered up."


"Like now?" She put her hands on her hips and thrust her chest forward, making her boobs dent out the bulky sweater she was wearing. Her torso was still relatively shapeless because of the sweater, but there was no obscuring the size of those dents.


"Why is that, anyway? With a body like yours, why do you hide it? Little makeup. Baggy clothes. You can already look around the campus and know that thousands of girls who don't have your physique are still dressing to impress while only wishing they had your curves."


"I'm on display enough, don't you think? Despite doing what I do, I'm not an attention-whore. Besides, I'm here to study, not to hook up. I've found that I can focus on my schoolwork better when I don't have guys walking up and hitting on me all the time. Plus, the last thing I want is for someone who's actually been to the club to recognize me while I'm here. As for all the flirting and sex stuff, that's what my boyfriend is for."


I nodded my understanding, but Sasha was giving that thousand-yard stare at the wall.


" ... WAS for..." she finished, as if only now remembering that she'd broken up with Rod."


I waited her out, letting her collect herself without any pressure.


Eventually she did, and taking a deep breath she focused once again on me. And in a subdued voice, she began, "So that brings us back to the original question: How did I become a stripper? Or maybe more importantly: Why?"


I gestured for her to continue.


She sighed. "The first reason is obvious: I need the money. And for whatever else you may say about stripping, the pay is huge. But then again, so is tuition here."


I blinked in surprise. "You're stripping to pay your way through college?"


She gave me a sideways smile. "Am I really such a cliché? I have no money of my own. And I don't have any family support. Oh, I've got a couple of academic scholarships, but almost every red cent I earn goes into paying for tuition and housing. This school isn't cheap, and working a full-time job would cut into my study time way too much. Working at the club has been the best way for me to make as much money as I could just on weekends."


My mouth gaped open. "Wow ... uh ... okay." I nodded my head slowly, digesting all that. If Sasha had stopped right there, I would have been fine. She needed a job to pay for school, and she'd found one that could do it for her. Not every penniless student had a body like hers to earn money the way she did, so she was literally working with what she had. I couldn't judge her for it.


"Do you remember when you bought me that backpack? The roller-one?"


"Of course."


"You have no idea what that meant to me at the time. You remember that I had a hip injury at the time?"


"Yes."


"Well as you might guess, I hurt it while on the job. Aerials ... as in rings suspended from the ceiling, not cartwheels. Not a lot of girls can do them. But that's not the point. See, I don't get health benefits or worker's comp or anything like that. I needed to rest or see a doctor to get it properly healed, but I quite literally couldn't afford to. If I'm not working, I'm not making money. But even so, I couldn't dance 100%, and some days the pain was just so much that I could barely waitress, let alone go on stage. Money was really tight, and I meant it when I said I couldn't pay you back."


"Never asked you to."


"And I know that. I appreciate it. I'm really not one to take charity. But back then ... I ... I really wasn't in a position to say 'no'."


I shrugged like it was no big deal.


Sasha sighed then, more than just a usual exhalation. Her look was mournful, really and truly sad in this moment. And all of a sudden, she was looking around my room as if seeing it for the first time once again. "Do you ... does your family... own this place?" she asked hesitantly.


I shook my head in the negative. "Long-term lease. The owner is a friend of Dawn's family. They give us a cut rate, less than what they could have been making off regular students, especially for a house this close to campus. In exchange, I pretty much do all the maintenance myself and we don't bother them with usual renter complaints."


"How much is the rent? Wait, nevermind. I didn't ask that," Sasha added quickly before looking chagrined. She bit her lip for a moment while staring at the floor, but then looked up at me and said, "Your family isn't really short on money, are they?"


It was more statement than question, and I blinked in surprise. "Uh, well ... I wouldn't say we're rich or anything. But my parents both have pretty good jobs. We're ... upper-middle class I'd say."


"We were too. Well ... used to be, anyway."


"Used to be?"


Sasha exhaled again, and then put her hands on her knees and used them to push herself up and off the armchair. She crossed to the window again, folding her arms across her chest and looking out. But even from here, I could tell her eyes weren't focused on anything outside the window.


"Growing up, I never knew exactly what my dad did for a living. What kid does, really? All I knew was that he wore a suit to work and drove a big black Mercedes to The City every day. We moved into a nice house next door to Rod's family, you know that part already. My mom was a stay-at-home. We were never rich but I never lacked for anything. We had enough to go on family vacations and buy Christmas presents without having to worry about paying the mortgage. And both my parents pushed me every day to be the best possible student I could be."


"Sounds great."


She glanced back at me, a wistful smile on her face. "It was. But then it all went away."


"Went away?"


Sasha's gaze was out the window again. "I still don't know all the details. I was only sixteen. Dad got locked up for racketeering or something. They froze all our assets and the bank foreclosed the house. Mom was fighting it for a few months, so we didn't get evicted right away. But she started doing drugs and about a week before we DID get evicted, she disappeared."


I blinked. "Disappeared?"


The first tear had shown up on Sasha's cheek. "I came home from school one day to find most of her clothes missing, along with all her jewelry, the TV, and the computer. There was a note next to the phone in her handwriting that just said, 'I'm sorry. I love you.' She was gone. That was that."


Sasha was quiet for a long time after that, except for the sounds of crying. She'd dropped her chin to her chest and hugged herself tightly. And without thinking about it, I got up off the chair and went behind her, first rubbing her shoulder gently before moving in closer and wrapping my arms around her waist just below her own crossed arms.


I didn't touch her except for that. The back of her head was against my chin, and I turned to present my cheek so she wouldn't feel the bony bump pressing against her. Acting only on instinct, I swayed the both of us gently for a minute or two before my brain caught up to what I was doing and I suddenly worried whether or not she was going to turn and punch me or something.


She didn't. Actually, after a while she pressed herself back against me. Her butt was just below my pelvis, but an erection was the absolute last thing that was going to happen to me right now. So obviously in pain, Sasha's crying increased until she was practically sobbing, and I started to wonder just how rarely she'd let herself revisit this part of her past.


Eventually, the sobbing stopped and with a few more sniffles, she composed herself. She stood up straighter, and I took that as my cue to release her and step back. She turned around and located the box of tissues I kept on the nightstand, and after wiping her eyes and blowing her nose she returned to her armchair and sat down. I followed her lead and sat down in my chair as well.


"You know," I began, once she seemed to have calmed down. "You don't have to tell me anything more."


"I do. I do." She nodded firmly. Then taking a deep breath, she looked at me through red-rimmed eyes and continued, "All this happened five years ago, during my Junior year. I was freaking out, with both parents gone and no one to turn to."


"Understandable."


Shaking her head and staring at some point behind my left shoulder, Sasha began talking quickly. "The first thing I thought about was my legal status. I had just turned 17, and was still a minor. The very LAST thing I wanted was to end up in some foster home and moved to some other city away from my school and from my friends. So I went to the police station myself and explained that my mom had disappeared and that my father was in jail. They were very nice to me there, and helped me get through all the paperwork. Basically, I wanted to be formally emancipated, but they wouldn't agree to do so unless I could prove financial self-sufficiency. Without a way to take care of myself or put a roof over my head, I would have had to go into the foster system."


"But you didn't."


She looked at me again and shook her head. "That's where the Vandenbergs came in. As our neighbors, they'd seen what had been going on at my house for a while. Their whole family had come out to the lawn when the cops showed up to arrest my dad, and Mr. Vandenberg had actually tried to defend my dad, not violently of course, but arguing with the arresting offers and demanding to see warrants and such. He's a lawyer, did I mention that?"


"No, but that's alright."


"Anyway, Mrs. Vandenberg was always coming by to check on me, and of course Rod was concerned. We weren't dating yet or anything, but we all knew he cared about me. When the police said that I needed proof I could take care of myself, my first thought was for the Vandenbergs. It's all very complicated with legal jargon, but the point is that they signed an agreement to take care of me until I turned 18."


"You became their ward."


"Essentially."


I chuckled and shook my head. "Adrienne. Did you ever meet Adrienne? No? Long story, but the upshot is that my family did the exact same thing with her."


"Really?"


I nodded.


"Small world." The faintest of smiles touched Sasha's face. "I'll have to ask you for that full story sometime."


"Sure thing."


"Anyway, I moved in with the Vandenbergs the day my house got repossessed. They have a three-bedroom, so me moving in forced Kit to move into Rod's room, something for which Rod REALLY wasn't happy. On the other hand, he was pretty thrilled that I would be living with them, and his mom told me that he'd never kept either himself or his room that clean ever before or since."


I managed a smile, thinking of how any 17-year-old boy would handle having the girl he loved move into the next room. It was easy to imagine. After all, I'd done it myself.


But then Sasha's smile faded. "It was right after that when I started dating Rod. All this went down right before finals, and it took everything I had to focus on those. Once school was out and we were into the summer, Rod wanted to spend all his time with me, both inside and outside of the house. I liked him well enough. And after a while, I thought, why NOT him? I'd never had a boyfriend before. And ... well ... you're going to think I'm terribly horrible for this..."


Her voice trailed off, but I didn't say anything. I figured I could guess what she was about to say next, but I didn't want to guess wrong.


I wasn't wrong. "I suppose I thought I 'owed' him, you know?" Sasha explained. "I had been completely abandoned by my family. I had no money at all, and every meal being put on my plate was being done so out of the kindness of the Vandenbergs' hearts. They wouldn't hear of me getting a side job just so I could pay them rent, and they considered me a part of their family when it came time to buy new clothes or do Christmas shopping or whatever. They were giving me SO much, and I felt ... well ... How could I NOT go out with him, you know?"


"Did Rod ever know how you felt?"


"I never said anything, but I think he always knew it. Certainly, he'd made his interest quite clear before everything went down, and I hadn't gone on a single date with him. Even..." Sasha bit her lip and scrutinized the floor while wringing her hands together. "Even giving him my virginity, right after our Senior year started; I figured that I owed it to him by then."


I winced.


Sasha sighed. "It's not that I didn't care about him. I liked sex with him. It made me feel protected, comforted. And I was happy I could please him. But I think he's always worried that if it wasn't for my parental situation, I would never have dated him in the first place. And I think it always made him paranoid that I'd leave him."


I bit down on my response and looked at the floor.


Sasha guessed it anyway. "I guess he was right."


When she stayed quiet for a long time again, I took a deep breath and said finally, "You said it yourself: to stay together through graduation would mean really and truly settling down with him. You weren't ready for that."


"I know. But I'm still a despicable person for what I did."


"What DID you do? Did you lie to him, tell him you loved him and wanted to be with him forever?"


What, like Dawn told you?



Shut up. Now's not the time.


Sasha shook her head. "No, no. If anything, I always told him we were young and had our whole lives ahead of us."


"Did you ever TELL him you only got together because you felt that you owed it to him?"


"No! And it really was more than that. There's a part of me that felt ... obligated. But I really did like him. He's one of the good guys, and I appreciated him for that. I really put in the effort to be a good girlfriend, and I never short-changed him in our relationship."


"So from everything you've told me, you made that boy very happy for more than four years. He always wanted you, and he finally got to be with you. Would it have been so much better for him to have never been with you? Do you think he would have preferred that instead?"


Sasha frowned. "Probably not."


"Then why are you feeling 'despicable'? You didn't do anything wrong. You just never felt the kind of love for him that he felt for you. That's sad, but it's not criminal."


"I KNOW. It's just ... After everything we'd been through ... After everything his family did for me..."


"You can't stay with someone for the rest of your life out of obligation to his family."


"I KNOW. It's just..." she groaned and buried her face in her hands. I gave her some space, and then eventually reached over and rubbed her knee reassuringly.


She eventually sighed and dropped a hand on top of mine, rubbing with me. Then she finally dropped the other hand and sat up straighter. With a wistful smile, she shook her head and said, "You know the crazy thing? With all this, and all my guilt, it was ROD'S idea to break up."


I jerked my head up. "Really?"


She nodded. "Oh, I'm sure he didn't really want to. In fact, he probably only brought it up as a ... a test ... or something, to get me to really commit to him. But one time, maybe a month before we actually broke up, right around the beginning of school, he said he really wanted to confront the nature of our relationship or something like that. He said he was tired of trying to force things, or of me forcing things, or something – I don't remember exactly. But he said that if I didn't really love him, then maybe we were better off splitting. He said he'd rather get it over with than drag things out if we weren't going to last forever."


I nodded my understanding.


Sasha started hugging herself again, as well as rocking back and forth a bit in her chair. I stayed where I was, letting her run through all the emotions and memories rolling around in her head. I sort of figured she would eventually calm down and resume her narrative where she'd left off.


She did, actually, but not in the way I would have expected. One minute, she was rocking herself for comfort, the next she stood up laughing and started pacing back and forth across the room with a silly grin on her face.


"What?" I finally asked when Sasha covered her mouth for the fourth time to cover a silent laugh. She'd kept trying to say something, only to find the laughter rising up again.


My question only made her start and stop twice more before she got the giggle fit under control. And a long sigh, she shook her head and finally remarked, "I STILL haven't told you how I became a stripper."


I shrugged like it wasn't a big deal. The revelations about her family life and abandonment were groundbreaking enough.


"It's a simple enough story. I knew I couldn't stay with the Vandenbergs forever. I would be a legal adult when I turned 18, and the winter break of my Senior year I started waitressing. They still wouldn't let me pay rent, but I outright refused to let them pay for my college education. My first job was at a Chili's in San Bruno. Then I got a a gig at a high-end Italian place in South San Francisco. And it was a fellow waitress of mine who started working in one of the glitzy strip clubs downtown and invited me to join her. Just waitressing, mind you, not dancing. The pay was a helluva lot more, and once I got accepted to Cal I realized that I was going to need a lot more money than I was making at the Italian place. At the club, I put up with a lot of shit from guys who don't know how to keep their hands to themselves, but I was making a decent living. The problem was: I wasn't working enough hours, since I was still trying to finish my Senior year of High School. And Rod really didn't like the idea of me working in a strip club, period. Knowing other men were leering at me wearing those really brief waitress uniforms sparked his jealousy streak, something I think you've run across a time or two."


I nodded, remembering the threats from Sasha's meathead boyfriend. Well, maybe now I would have to re-think the "meathead" assessment.


"So, even waitressing in a strip club two/three nights a week, I calculated that I wasn't making enough money to pay for tuition, room, and board. In-state tuition really isn't so bad, but I didn't want to keep living with the Vandenbergs. Rod's mom thought I was crazy. In her opinion, I could freeload at their house forever, take the BART to school, and easily cover the ten grand or so I'd need just for classes and books. But I'm stubborn like that. Becoming their ward until I was eighteen was just a legal requirement to not get stuck in a foster home. I appreciated everything they'd done for me, and I still care a great deal for all of them, but deep down I'll always know I'm not really part of their family and I couldn't live with myself taking any more than I absolutely had to. Even though I turned eighteen before I graduated, I agreed to stay with them until I did. But then as soon as school was finished, I rented a room off a want ad and moved out."


"And you turned to stripping to cover your expenses."


"Just at Nocturne. The first time I went there I knew it was the kind of place for me. If it were anywhere else, I wouldn't have done it. Working amongst all the depravity of a booze and flesh bar kind of numbed me to the idea of taking my clothes off. Getting groped every night while delivering cocktails, it didn't seem like such a stretch to performing on stage. At least that was something I was used to."


"Ah, that's right. You've had formal dance training, haven't you?"


Sasha blushed. She was still pacing the room, and she now stopped and performed a graceful pirouette with one arm in the air, just like a ballerina. "My mom's influence. She was a dancer herself, and in the good times, she made sure I took lots of classes. Modern, jazz, ballroom ... even a little hip-hop." Her voice drifted off. "All that went away, of course."


I shrugged. "C'est la vie."


She was still staring at the spot of floor she'd finished at a moment before. "Still cried myself to sleep when I got home that first night, though. Took a really long, REALLY hot shower. I scrubbed myself for like an hour, till skin started flaking off. Couldn't shake the feeling of being... unclean. I wouldn't let Rod touch me for a week. That was probably the closest I came to giving up and moving back in with his family. But it was summer, and I didn't have any other jobs. I went back to work the next night, and the next, and the next, and I made quite a bit of money that summer."


"So you got used to it?"


"Used to what? The job?"


I winced, feeling bad for asking but too curious to not ask. "Used to taking your clothes off in front of paying strangers."


Sasha took on a thousand-yard stare for a moment. She was quiet, and I wasn't about to interrupt her. And after what felt like five minutes, she spoke without turning to look at me. "I suppose 'used to it' is the right phrase for that summer. At first, I hated it, I guess like some people hate their job and dread going to it every day. But I don't hate it anymore. There's a fine line between stripping and prostitution, but it's a line I firmly don't cross, and I take comfort in that. And oddly enough, to be perfectly honest, there's an element of the job I actually enjoy. It's empowering, to be able to manipulate a guy ... or even a girl ... with the way you move and the way you look. It's a performance, and if a girl doesn't get some kind of thrill out of doing it, she doesn't last long. I've seen other girls come and go, just not cut out for this kind of work. But it's been more than three years now, and I'm not just 'used to it' anymore. While it would be nice to have the financial security to do something else, by now I actually kinda like it."


She'd started staring out the window again, and I studied her for a long while, trying to reconcile the image I used to have of her with the woman I saw before me now. For the entire time I'd known her, Sasha had been a beautiful but low-key girl, not given to drawing attention to herself. When I thought of her, the image in my head was that of a demure, studious young brunette who downplayed her attractiveness in favor of establishing an academically-driven identity. To find that beneath the baggy sweaters was a sensuous exotic dancer who felt empowered by her ability to manipulate people was, quite frankly, mind-blowing.


Not to mention ... a little exciting...


Sitting back down, Sasha interlaced her fingers and stretched her arms out in front of her before separating her hands and stretching them to the sides, unintentionally thrusting forward her bosom again. She paid me no mind, though, as she sagged against the backrest and propped her face on one hand with the elbow planted on the armrest.


"Hasn't all been smooth sailing, though," she continued. "Had to change apartments a couple of times, lost the security deposit once. Then there was the hit and run that wiped out my car when I didn't have collision insurance. And of course, Rod and his family were always trying to get me to move back in, which only made me even more firm in my resolve to be independent. I think it's because I always knew he and I would break up eventually. Staying together forever was never a part of my long-term plan; I always knew I didn't really love him. And if I HAD stayed with them any longer than graduation, how could I have broken up with him? How much MORE would I have owed them? Even now, I keep promising myself I'll pay them back for rent and everything else they gave me. I even recorded the receipts for the clothes and other stuff they bought me."


I popped my eyebrows at that. She'd called herself stubborn, but I knew that when this girl put her mind to something, she really was driven.


"And now, this is all that's left."


I hadn't been looking directly at her, my mind drifting over everything she was telling me. But I drew my eyes to her now and found that she was holding up the front of a delicate gold necklace that had been hidden beneath her sweater, although now that I thought about it, I'd caught a glimpse of it at the back of her neck every now and again when her hair wasn't in the way. And I couldn't help but wonder what Dawn was doing with that bracelet right about now.


"It's nothing fancy, just a simple thing Rod bought at JCPenney the first month we started dating. It's probably just plated, not real gold. But it was from him, and I always wore it for him." Picking her heels up onto the seat cushion, she examined the necklace more closely in both hands.


I let her scrutinize it, the symbol of their relationship and everything it used to be.


But that was over now, and as if she were on the same train of thought, Sasha dropped the front of it and reached behind her neck, feeling with her fingers for the clasp as she commented, "Probably about time I took it off."


She futzed with it for a few seconds, turning the entire necklace counterclockwise and then clockwise a bit. "Stupid clasp. It's a tiny little screw thing, not a normal hook. I can never just feel it out with my fingers. Always need to go to a mirror."


But I'd gotten up when she first showed trouble finding it, and I was already kneeling beside the chair when she mentioned the mirror. So rather than get up, she merely turned her head away from me and pulled her hair aside to give me a clear view.


Maybe there was some kind of symbolism in me being the one to take off the necklace her ex-boyfriend had given her. Maybe it really didn't mean a thing, and I was just doing a favor for a friend.


What the hell are you DOING, period?



I found the clasp easily enough, and within seconds I was unscrewing it. But the instant my fingers scraped across the back of her neck, she stiffened, and I felt the same electric zap skitter up my forearm as well. It was probably static, but even so the sensation started my heartbeat going a little faster. And despite doing my best to focus on the task at hand, I could feel my skin flushing with heat.


Moments later, the clasp was undone and the necklace went slack around Sasha's neck. She reached up and grasped the front of it, and I let go of both ends so that it slithered down across her shoulders and out of the way. I was still kneeling where I was when she turned around to face me, and since I hadn't backed away, our faces wound up only inches apart. In retrospect, I'm sure she leaned forward a bit as well, otherwise she would have been a good couple more inches further away, but there we were, so close together. And then her eyes flicked down to look right at my lips.


I leaned in. She leaned in. And we both puckered up.


But at the last moment, I stiffened and stayed right where I was. Sasha didn't close the gap any further, either, at least not until she'd turned her face and then moved in and pecked my cheek. I felt a shiver run down my spine with the touch of her lips, but then she was getting up off the chair and I was pushing myself to my feet as well using the armrest as leverage.


"So that's my story," she said off-hand without looking at me, pacing away a step or two.


"You were right: Long story," I replied lamely.


I don't exactly remember what was said after that. Sasha said something about needing to get back home since it was a school night. I said we'd see each other in class tomorrow, and that she should figure out what she'd want to say to Bert and Kim. Sasha tried to say her goodbyes right then, but the White Knight in me suddenly remembered that it was dark outside and the Berkeley BART station wasn't nearly as close to the house as I would have liked for safety. Sasha insisted that she'd be fine and knew how to take care of herself. I insisted that I drive her over, seeing as how I wasn't worried about finding a parking spot when I got back. My chivalry won out over her stubbornness, this time at least. And I drove her to the station with a minimum of small talk.


The girls were all in the living room when I got back, watching a movie. But my mind was still on Sasha and everything she'd told me tonight. And my mind was on Dawn, about whether or not I should be moving forward, and whether doing so meant had anything to do with this ... confusion ... I felt about Sasha. For example, why they hell did I just try to kiss her? AGAIN? Hadn't she made her feelings quite clear about hooking up with me?


Isn't she sending you some pretty mixed up signals?



I went past the girls without a word and then started my evening routine. I took a shower and changed into my pajama lounge pants, shirtless since it was a relatively warm evening. Sitting with my heels on the edge of the bed frame, I stared at my desk, wondering if I should distract my mind with academics or go downstairs to watch the rest of the movie rather than dwell on Sasha and her eye-opening back story, or dwell on Dawn and my remnant feelings for her, or dwell about Dawn versus Sasha or whether there was anything going ON with Sasha in the first place or ... ARGH!


Focus! Study or movie! Pick one!



But before I could decide one way or the other, my bedroom door opened.


DJ slipped inside and then closed the door behind her. She too had dressed for bed, which meant bra-less with one of my baggy T-shirts that ended just below her ass and pajama shorts that didn't extend much further. I merely looked up at her as she came straight to me and then hugged my head to her bosom, and despite everything that had happened tonight I felt blood re-direct itself to my crotch and make Big Ben begin to swell.


"Long night?" she asked quietly.


"Something like that."


"Would you like me to distract you?"


I only thought about it for a second. Then raising my head, I grabbed DJ around her waist and hauled her onto the bed with me.





"Hey there, stranger," Bert greeted me with a fist bump and then fell into step alongside me as we trudged up the hill. And today, I really mean TRUDGED. It was Tuesday morning, and seemingly overnight the temperature had dropped off a cliff. Summer had finally given way, and the real October had suddenly arrived with a vengeance. Strong winds whipped up cold air from the bay and blew it straight across the campus. The hills backstopping the University offered no protection, instead channeling the wind and causing it to move even faster to match air pressure. And despite all logic about the bay-fed wind blowing west, and therefore at our backs, I could've sworn the wind was pulling a U-turn three inches past my face just so it could blow straight into my eyes.


"Isn't it supposed to be the afternoon by now? As in ... warmer?" Bert complained as he tucked his hand back into the pocket of his jacket.


I glanced up at the gray sky, not an uncommon sight in Berkeley, and sighed. Really, it wasn't COLD, not like winter would be. But it was just so much cooler than yesterday, and the chill was biting its way through my windbreaker. And even more, less than 20 minutes ago I was still nestled beneath the warm blankets of my bed, made even warmer by the naked body heat of both myself and Miss Paige Jacobsen, who had dropped by for her weekly sperm injection.


I'd really rather be back in bed.


Within minutes, we arrived at Cheit and ducked inside the friendly confines of wind-free indoor hallways. There was quite the crowd of students making their way in both directions through the doors, and after stepping around the corner I turned back to make sure I hadn't lost my friend.


Bert was still with me, but coming through the door about ten feet and three people behind him was a familiar face.


Immediately, I waved. "Hey, Sasha!"


At the sound of my voice, she turned her head and spotted me, a broad smile spreading across her face. Though wearing a shapeless Cal Berkeley hoodie, I could still tell the brunette was quite beautiful as she sauntered over, spreading her arms in open invitation for a hug.


Hugs were pretty typical between us by now, but today she snuggled in just a bit deeper. It was different enough that I noticed, but before I could say anything she hummed and said, "Ooh, you're warm."


I had unbuttoned my jacket in the indoor hall's warmth, and I probably still had a good layer of heat trapped within my shirt. I patted her back and replied, "High metabolism. The girls DO love to snuggle with me in wintertime."


Sasha rolled her eyes at my comment, but then deliberately went back in for another hug. "You're so lucky. I didn't realize the wind would be so intense and didn't bring a jacket, and I get cold SO easily. These bulky sweaters aren't just for cover-up, you know. So thanks for letting me steal some heat."


"Anytime," I offered magnanimously.


She squeezed me tight for a few more seconds to soak up what additional warmth she could, and then finally released me and went over to hug Bert "hello" as well. He was a little stiff, the same way he'd been since yesterday afternoon when Sasha sat us all down in my living room during "team project" time and gave the short version of her "How I became a stripper" story, which mostly amounted to having no money and no family to depend on. It wasn't that Bert judged Sasha at all for the way she'd chosen to pay her way through college. It was that Bert really couldn't help but remember what Sasha had looked like on stage, which had shattered his previous perception of her, and he was still trying to re-calibrate his comfort level with her.


But he started to relax, and at last, she let go of him as well. And then nodding her head, she said, "Let's get to class."





The three of us finished Rutledge's UGBA 131 Corporate Finance class and then huddled inside the Cheit lobby just before going back outside and into the wind.


"So what's for dinner tonight, Master Chef?" Sasha asked while rubbing her hands together.


"Oh, uh..." I blinked and looked over at Bert, who shrugged helplessly at me. While it had become a common thing for Bert and Sasha to join Kim and me at the house after Isakova's Econ course on Mondays and Wednesday, especially since that was "project team" time, it was only in the last couple of weeks that they'd started to come by on the occasional Tuesday or Thursday as well, or even a Friday. Making a Project Ben dinner for them had never been a regular thing, and although we'd done it last Tuesday, there had been no set plan to do so again tonight. Indeed, I'd already told Kim as such, and she had already said she would spend the evening with her other friends.


Sasha stopped rubbing her hands and gave me a nervous look.


"Actually, Bert and I already made plans to go play ball right after class," I explained apologetically. "Tuesday nights I used to do motorcycle lessons with Kim, but I got my license so we figured it was a good day to get in some exercise."


"Oh. Okay, I see." Sasha's face fell. "Then ... I'll see you guys tomorrow?"


Bert and I both nodded, and Sasha sucked her hands inside her long sleeves before shoving the left one into the front pocket of her hoodie. She grabbed the handle of her roller backpack and pivoted to go outside, but just before she did, I quickly offered. "Hey, want to borrow my jacket?"


Sasha glanced over her shoulder but didn't turn around. "Thanks, but I'll be fine."


"You sure?"


She rolled her eyes. "You're sweet, but I know you've only got a T-shirt on under there."


"I can handle it."


"I'm sure you can, but I'm tougher than I look." With a last smile, Sasha turned and went through the door.


Bert suddenly punched my arm. "You're so sweet," he mocked in a sing-song voice.


I turned and hit him back.


Bert snorted. "You really ARE sweet on her, aren't you? Stirring that White Knight complex of yours, now that you know her background? Beautiful damsel in distress? 'Oh, noble sir! Please rescue me from my life of poverty, sin, and misery!'"


"Whatever, man."


"Hey dude. It's kinda cold outside. Can I borrow your jacket?"


This time I shoved Bert hard enough with one hand to knock him off balance as I shook my head and went through the doors. He just laughed and followed after.





"Right pick, right pick!"


The warning had come too late, and my head slammed into the hard, unyielding chest of Randy, a burly 6'4" big man, as Duy, the opposing small forward, crossed over and drove into the lane. Thankfully, while Bobby was late in warning me he was quick to come over on help defense and I looked back just as he rose into the air to challenge Duy's floater.


Duy's shot was off the mark and everyone scrambled for the rebound. Once my team corralled it, I hustled off down the court on the break, ignoring the ringing in my right ear. I had a step on the defense, with Duy well behind the play. Jimmy lofted an arcing pass toward me that unfortunately began spinning to my left. With my head turned to the right to track the ball, I started feeling off-balance as I leaned over to stay with it. In the end, I had to twist in the other direction and re-acquire the ball mid-air in order to catch it, and doing so carried me away from the basket and the expected easy layup.


"Ben! Ben! Ben!" I heard Bert chirping from behind me. Blindly, I palmed the ball in my right hand and flung it over my left shoulder toward the sound of Bert's voice. I turned around just in time to see him snag the pass with both hands, although he'd needed to take a step away to get it. Setting his jaw, Bert looked up at the rim and launched into the air, extending the ball up into the air for a quick two points. But just as the ball cleared his hand, Big Randy came flying out of nowhere and slapped the ball out of bounds.


"Unghhh..." I groaned in disappointment while Bert winced and shot me an apologetic look.


"Not your fault," Jimmy sighed, jogging up and patting Bert on the back. "Good hustle. My bad on the pass."


That last part was directed at me. I shrugged and moved over to the left wing, my hands on my knees as I waited for the ball to get checked in at the top of the key. Bert came alongside me and apologized, "Sorry. I should have gotten the layup up sooner."


"No worries. It's still our ball," I replied. Breathing heavily, I allowed myself a proud smile. Playing basketball again felt pretty good, and I wondered why I had let myself go so long without the game.


Well, I knew exactly why I hadn't been playing recently. Upon my return to campus under my newly single status, I had resolved to get myself into basketball once again. I'd even played one Sunday afternoon back in early September. But my days and nights for nearly two months had been very tightly scheduled since then, what with Project Ben and all. And playing the game had fallen on the priority list below things like Krav Maga, making dinner, and finishing my MBA application.


But not tonight. Bert and I had grabbed sushi on the go, enough to quiet our bellies without making us feel heavy or bloated right before playing. And for over an hour we hustled up and down the court shaking off rusty shooting and rediscovering the joy of simple athletic competition.


Well, at least I did. Bert? Let me just put it this way: The opposing team's strategy for defending Bert was "Let Bert shoot the ball". But at least he had fun. With practice and instruction, he'd get better. And I resolved to make the time for him (and me) to get that practice over the next few months.





There were other things I wanted to catch up on, and one of them was Kim. Although I'd had "the talk" with Kim about the nature of our relationship without the Master/sub thing and our insistence on remaining friends, I found that I really hadn't been spending much time with her lately. Oh, she was still part of the project team, and then of course there had been Project Ben. But as I'd proven my culinary skills, we'd been having fewer organized dinners for the four roommates of the house, with Brooke and DJ choosing to spend some of those evenings working out at the gym and Kim also spending some dinners with her biker friends. And since we no longer had the motorcycle Tuesday thing, I wanted to make sure I didn't lose touch with her completely.


So on Wednesday during lunch, I specifically invited Kim to stay and hang out with Bert and me playing Xbox, at least until our 2pm Strategic Planning class. Bemused, Kim agreed and walked back to the house with us instead of meeting up with her other friends.


"So what's it gonna be? A one-on-one fighter with Ben and me? Some kawaii-cute game? I think I've got a Harvest Moon in here somewhere. Ooh, I know. A motorcycle racer ... Hmm..." Kneeling next to the TV, Bert used his fingers to flip video game cases left and right on the shelf looking for just the right one.


"Pssht. You apparently don't know me very well," Kim drawled before darting a hand in and plucking out a case with Shaq in a deep red Miami Heat uniform on the cover. Smiling, she knelt down next to the Xbox and thumbed open the disc tray.


"Basketball?" Bert asked incredulously before remembering that Kim actually played. "Oh, right."


Kim and I shared a knowing look, and I smirked at the memory of playing ball in Kim's backyard with her brothers. "Maybe you should hit the gym with us the next time we go," I suggested. "Lull the boys into a false sense of security before you school them."


"Shake 'N Bake..." Bert chuckled as he snatched up a controller and backed up toward the couch. Kim and I did the same, and soon all three of us were side-by-side (by-side) in a row with our controllers in hand.


Just then, the front door opened behind us and I craned my neck around to see Brooke and DJ walk in with their backpacks slung over their shoulders.


"Surprised to see you two here," I remarked.


"Boy drama," Brooke sighed. "Don't ask."


"Hey, one of you want to join us?" Bert inquired as the game finished booting up. He held up a controller for emphasis. "We could use a fourth."


Brooke rolled her eyes and preened, showing off her manicured nails. "Do we LOOK like we spend a lot of time playing video games?" she drawled, unable to contain her grin.


Bert chuckled at her mocking tone and smirked. "Looks can be deceiving."


"I'll play!" DJ bubbled, dropping her backpack to the floor and coming over.


Bert was already focused on the TV, futzing with the game settings as he chose his team and arena. Kim smiled at the approaching girl before joining Bert's team, leaving me and DJ to team up.


"Do you know how to play?" I asked.


"Nope," the blonde shrugged, but threw me a pixie wink as she took the fourth controller and dropped herself sideways in my lap. "Mash buttons until the ball goes in the hoop, right?"


Bert leaned forward from the other side of the couch and grinned. "Exactly right."


I laughed. "Don't worry, it's easy and I can teach you."


"Or..." DJ drawled, leaning in close and whispering in my ear. "You can let Bert and Kim play the game, and then take me up to your room so we can play our own game instead."


Rolling my eyes, I glanced back as I slid DJ off my lap and onto the couch beside me. "Not now. It's game time."


"Bennn..." DJ whined.


But I shook my head firmly and gave her a look that said to drop it. As exciting as sex with DJ always was, I really did want to spend time with Bert and Kim.


She pouted, but returned her attention to the controller. Bert started up the game, and then we spent the next fifteen minutes or so duking it out NBA-style. DJ really did kind of button-mash, but she was starting to get the hang of it. And although we lost, DJ insisted on a rematch. "In just one minute though. I need to put my bag away and use the little girl's room."


We watched her go, and I sagged back into a lazy slouch, watching Bert futz around with the game settings. A moment later, I felt someone's gaze on me and turned to find Kim giving me a bemused smile. Arching an eyebrow at her, I asked, "What?"


"Sure you don't want to head upstairs?" she asked quietly through intense eyes. "Bert and I really won't mind."


I shook my head. "Class is in little more than an hour and this is our time to hang out."


"But you used to be so accommodating for your girls."


I shrugged. "I know what I want to do right now, and I'm doing it."


Kim grinned. "Just haven't seen you turn a girl down like that in a while, especially DJ. Actually, not sure I've ever seen you do that."


"You're not around after Rutledge's finance class," Bert commented without taking his eyes off the screen. "Casey McCahill and Carolyn Forge have spent two months trying to crawl into Ben's pants with no success. He shuts them down cold."


Kim giggled. "Good for you, Ben."


"No, NOT good," DJ pouted as she returned to the room. "I'm single and horny and I liked you better when you'd drop everything to service me."


I arched an eyebrow, giving DJ a skeptical look. "We still have plenty of fun. Besides, I think playing hard to get just makes you want me even more..."


She made to protest, but her pink blush gave her away and she slapped my shoulder before giggling. "Okay ... maybe..."


Shaking my head, I glanced back at her. "You know, I think I'm going to hold out on you for a day or two just to see how stir-crazy you get."


DJ jaw dropped. "You wouldn't."


"Can we PLAY already?" Bert groaned.





"I'm telling you, those player ratings are way out of whack. No way is Allen Iverson the best point guard in the NBA. No way," I grumbled as I hitched my messenger bag a little higher up my shoulder as we walked along the pathway.


"He certainly ran circles around your guy, John Nash," Bert laughed.


I popped an eyebrow. "It's Steve Nash. JOHN Nash was Russell Crowe, the mathematician in A Beautiful Mind."


"Whatever. Guy can't play defense, Steve OR John."


I rolled my eyes. "How the hell did you beat me if you don't even KNOW these players' names?"


Bert shrugged. "Names aren't important, ratings are. Well that and how fast you can twitch your thumbs. The players themselves are just a bunch of pixels and numbers to me."


"Maybe we've been playing this game a little too much the last few days," Kim commented. "You guys are taking the competitiveness about this a little too far."


"It's Monday!" Bert whined. "We didn't play at ALL the last two days."


"And I'll bet you spent all weekend researching new moves and strategies, huh?" Kim smirked at him.


"Whatever," Bert scoffed, although it was probably true. "Man, Ben. Now you've stuck this image in my head of Russell Crowe in frumpy Harvard professor garb trying to play basketball."


I couldn't help but smirk at that, but I kept my gaze straight forward. Cheit Hall was within sight, and there was someone else within sight.


"Hey! Sasha!" I called ahead, waving as my heartbeat sped up a bit.


The brunette on the path ahead of us turned around and waved back, stopping to wait for us.


"Haven't seen you around for a while," I said cordially as we approached. I started opening my arms for a hug, but Sasha had already spun the backpack around to be parked between us.


"Been busy. Crazy studying, and I, uh..." Sasha blushed and averted her gaze. "Well, I picked up weekday shifts the end of last week."


"Oh, okay," I replied lamely. I meant what I'd said about not having seen her around for a while. She'd skipped the team meeting after class Wednesday, and then not joined us for lunch or dinner on Thursday or Friday at all. The only time I'd seen her was for Thursday's finance class, and again she'd left immediately afterward. Of course, there had been no reason to meet up over the weekend either, and for some reason, I found that I'd ... missed her.


Shrugging, Sasha turned her gaze across Bert and Kim. "What's up?"


Bert grinned proudly and announced, "I just whupped Ben and Kim at Basketball."


"Seriously?" Sasha looked back and forth between us skeptically.


"Xbox," I explained.


"Ah."


"Hey, don't be hatin'," Bert cracked while leaning to his left and flashing his hands out, his right forming a Major 7th piano chord and his left the 'hang loose' sign, only pointing down. "I'z gots mad skillz on the real court, too."


Sasha cracked a smile, her first since we'd arrived. "I'll take your word for it."


"I've seen you play buddy, and you are getting better," I stated sagely. We'd gone to the gym together Thursday afternoon as well. "But I really think your 'mad skillz' are limited to gaming consoles."


"I am a digital samurai..." he intoned seriously, miming karate chops with his hands and exaggerating a wide-eyed kung fu stare.


Sasha laughed and then sighed, flashing me a look. "Well, Ben. I'm glad to see that you're managing to find some exercise the old-fashioned way."


I arched an eyebrow. "Old-fashioned way?"


She chuckled. "Well, OTHER than screwing every hot babe that crosses your path."


I stopped walking abruptly, forcing my three companions to stop a few steps ahead of me and turn around. I'd heard the barbs time and again, from Bert or Gwen or even my own little sister, often using the exact same vocabulary Sasha had just used. Whether from jealous guys or girls who wanted to BE that next hot babe getting the Big Ben experience, I'd heard it all before. So it wasn't the words that had stopped me. It was who had said them.


And it hurt.


I couldn't put my finger on exactly what I felt for Sasha, or had started to feel for her lately. I'd always had a physical attraction for her, but her initial stand-offishness had put me firmly on the defensive and I'd always been careful not to intrude into her personal space. But since the beginning of the year, she'd been much more open and comfortable around me, and in the last few weeks since her break up, we had certainly been on the path to becoming good friends. She'd confided a lot in me, from the details of her background to the circumstances of her relationship with Rod, and I had confided a lot as well. I liked her, and I wanted her to like ME. And to find out that what she REALLY thought about me was just ... I sighed ... It was disappointing.


With an arched eyebrow, I gave Sasha a steady look and quietly intoned, "Never thought I'd hear that tone out of you."


Instantly chagrined, Sasha winced. Ever since I'd known her, Sasha had probably been the ONLY person on campus to not comment on my rather salacious reputation. There were only three types of girls at Berkeley: those who'd slept with me, those who wanted to sleep with me, and (a much larger group) those who simply avoided me at all costs. For over a year, Sasha had been the lone exception to this categorization, treating me like a friend, classmate, and all-around human being as if the Sex God reputation didn't exist.


She was, of course, fully aware of the reputation's existence, but she didn't comment on my personal life, respecting my privacy the way she wanted others to respect hers. And even though we were quite comfortable around each other, my sex life was just something she never joked about.


Until now.


Why?


But as I stood there and stewed on that, she quickly stepped forward and touched my arm. "I'm sorry," she said apologetically. "That came out wrong."


"Hey, I do Krav Maga two nights a week and ballroom dance on a third. I get 'regular' exercise, and the LAST thing I've been doing all year is screwing every hot babe that crosses my path," I muttered defensively.


"I know, I know. I'm sorry."


Rubbing my temples, I sighed and shook my head. "No, no, it's fine," I brushed off her apology. "Nothing I haven't heard before. Nothing I should overreact over. C'mon, let's get to class."


"No, really. I didn't mean to imply--"


"It's fine," I cut her off. "I'm used to hearing it."


"Not from me." She blushed and averted her eyes. "I don't want you to think that I ... I mean ... Not that there's anything wrong with you ... Uh ... It's not that I'd get jealous if you ... Ah ... There's nothing between you and me and you're fully within your rights to ... I mean ... What am I saying? I just meant that your personal life is just that: personal. And I have no right to judge what you do, especially since lately you haven't been ... I mean ... And of course what I ... Ah, SHIT."


Bert started chuckling. Kim clicked her eyes back and forth between us.


Sasha composed herself, taking a deep breath and giving me a frank look. "I'm sorry," she stated plainly.


I shrugged. "Nothing to apologize for."


"There is, for me."


"Fine then. Apology accepted."


She gave me a tight, embarrassed smile. I smiled. Bert waded in, wrapping an arm around each of our shoulders and drawing us all together. "There, there. Now kiss and make up."


I rolled my eyes and Sasha slapped Bert's arm. He let go of us and grinned. "Man, class is going to be extra-boring after that."





"Benjamin! Make up a name for a fictional oil company." Professor Isakova had suddenly stopped in front of my table, snapping as she pointed right at my nose.


Sitting up straight as I was put on the spot, I blinked and grunted before stammering, "Chev ... uh ... Petrol ... eon. Petroleon."


"That works. Benjamin, you are the CEO of Petroleon," the professor informed me although her gaze now swept across the entire class. Pacing down the aisles, she continued in precise, Russian-accented English, "Your top scientists have shown you there is a pocket of oil at a specific location in the Gulf of Mexico. You have built a brand new, three hundred and fifty million dollar oil platform at the location, deep offshore. Operating costs run four hundred thousand dollars per day. And now that you have actually broken ground and started drilling, you discover that the oil pocket is shallow and there is far less material under there than your scientists had originally believed."


Forcing myself awake, I'd started scribbling numbers onto my notepad as soon as Viktoriya said them. Even though she was now clear across the classroom, it had not escaped my attention that she'd named me CEO, and I had a sinking feeling that she wasn't done putting me on the spot just yet.


Sure enough, she started her way back across the classroom and stared over at me. "Remember, you are the CEO of a large, multi-national oil company. New calculations indicate that it will take about two years to drill out all the oil, and not factoring in the oil platform daily operating costs, your company stands to profit two hundred and fifty million dollars. Benjamin, you should know this cold: What do you do?"


I already knew the answer I was being led to, but I scribbled out the math quickly on my sheet just to be sure. $400K daily operating costs times 365 days times 2 years is... $292 million. Net profit on the oil apart from those costs is $250 million, which means to factor in platform operating costs results in a net loss of $42 million dollars. The answer is: "Don't do it," I said aloud.


"But you are the CEO! You just spent three hundred and fifty million dollars building this brand new deep offshore oil platform! And now that it is built, you are not going to USE it?"


I shrugged. "Sell it. Or re-use it. There will be another location to drill at eventually, and oil platforms CAN be moved."


The professor looked at me skeptically. "You are the CEO. You have to report to all those Petroleon shareholders, who may very well call for your resignation over this. You are going to tell them you just spent all that money ... for nothing?!?"


I sighed. "Better a $350 million write-off than a $350 million write-off AND a net operating loss of $42 million."


"But what about the oil down there? You cannot just LEAVE it," she insisted. "Oil is a precious natural resource, one that globally is in extremely short supply."


"I'm not going to compound a mistake by making another one. If it's going to cost me more money to get it than I'm going to make, it's not worth it. Period. Cap the well and hope that one day we figure out a way to pull it up in a way that doesn't cost so much."


"Lucky for you, you are quite right." Viktoriya nodded as she stopped badgering me, then stood erect and surveyed the rest of the class. She took one step forward, and then said, "I am referring, of course, to..." Without looking, she pointed straight at Sasha, who was sitting beside me.


"Sunk costs," Sasha replied smartly.


"Absolutely. Something that ALL of you should have learned cold in freshman econ, riiight?"


There was a nervous murmur amongst the students, but we all seemed to get it. "Very good. Now, what is my point?"


That, we didn't get. Not yet, anyway. But that's what class is all about.





The four of us walked back to the house for our regular Monday post-Isakova team meeting. There wasn't much to discuss today, as Viktoriya hadn't given us anything new to do. So we pretty much just hung out in the living room chatting about whatever crossed our minds.


Well, Bert wanted to teach Sasha NBA 2K6 so that we'd have a fourth. But she declined, and after confirming that everyone planned to stick around, I decided to start making dinner.


The beef was defrosting and I was just finishing chopping up vegetables when Sasha came into the kitchen. I noticed her leaning against the doorway and asked, "What's up?" before returning my attention to the cutting board and the very large, very sharp knife I held in my hands.


She didn't reply right away, so after a few more chops I glanced back at her and jumped, surprised to find that she had come forward and was standing right next to me.


"Oh, sorry! I didn't mean to startle you!" she stammered immediately.


"It's okay. Ten fingers still attached." I still checked my hands, just to be sure.


"I ... uh ... You're going to be busy for a while, aren't you?"


I shrugged. "There's not that much more prep to be done. I'll be cooking soon."


A new voice suddenly cut in. "I can do that."


Both Sasha and I turned around to find Kim standing in the doorway. She stepped forward and glanced at the food laid out. "Brooke's Chow Fun recipe? I can cook it."


I furrowed my eyebrows, not yet understanding. But Sasha looked relieved and said, "Thanks, Kim."


Kim just gave her a serene smile.


Then Sasha turned to me. "Uh, can we ... talk?"


I blinked, then glanced at Kim, who gestured with her eyes for me to go with Sasha. Blinking again, I set down the knife and replied uncertainly, "Uhh ... sure, I guess."


I felt a little déjà vu as I followed Sasha up the stairs to my bedroom. She was even wearing the same jacket she'd been wearing that Sunday night she'd come to my house to confess all. Tonight, she went over to the same chair in the sitting area, turning and sitting down on the edge of the cushion while clasping her hands together nervously.


I kept my eyes on her as I slowly lowered myself into the opposite chair. Her eyes were on the floor just to my left, and I watched her collect herself for a moment before turning those big brown eyes to me.


"I wanted to apologize for my ... outburst ... this afternoon."


I blinked, still not completely understanding. "Outburst?"


"That thing!" she gestured out the window, looking a little frustrated that I wasn't immediately following her. She hung her head and then explained quietly, "About you screwing every hot babe that crosses your path."


"Oh, that. Really, it's fine."


"No..." she insisted with a sigh, seemingly more disgusted with herself than anything. "It's not."


Still not totally following, I waited her out.


She screwed her face up a couple of times, and then turned to look out the window once more before taking a deep breath. "I like you, Ben," she suddenly blurted.


I shrugged. "I like you too."


Her gaze now snapped right to me. "I LIKE you, like you. And that scares me."


Ohhh...



"But I don't WANT to like you. I mean, I want to like you, but just as a friend."


Oh.



She sighed and grabbing the armrests, she pushed herself up and paced across the room. Without looking back at me, she kept talking. "Here's the thing: You're not my type. Well, physically, I'm attracted to you, but I really don't go for bad boys."


My eyebrows rose. "I'm a 'bad boy'?"


"You're Big Ben. Of course you're a 'bad boy'."


I screwed my face up. Despite my success in getting laid, I'd never considered myself a 'bad boy'. Bad boys mistreated women, used them for selfish pleasure, and discarded them when they were no longer interested. Now I'd had a lot of sex with a lot of different girls, but I liked to think that sort of description didn't apply to me. But before I could really respond to that, Sasha continued.


"But I thought I could keep a lid on my attraction to you. I've had crushes before, sometimes on guys I knew I shouldn't like, and I've always dealt with them. I even had like a two-day infatuation with you last year before I let that pass. Only this one hasn't lasted two days. It kind of hit me at the beginning of the year when I saw you again and hasn't really gone away. It's not like I broke up with Rod so I could be with you or anything, but these ... feelings ... they've kind of stuck with me."


I blinked and pursed my lips, still trying to process everything she was saying. After more than a year of Sasha being an entirely closed book, I felt like I was getting whiplash from the suddenly wide-open avenues of communication between us. First there was the day she'd broken up with Rod, then the revelation of her background after Nocturne, and now this.


"But I knew nothing would ever come of them. I knew you thought I was pretty, and being a guy you couldn't help but ogle me every now and again; but you kept your hands to yourself, even when we hugged, and you never gave me any indications that you'd ever make a move on me."


I winced, now immediately thinking of the two times I'd tried to kiss her. The second was just over a week ago, that Sunday night when she'd dropped by to explain her stripper back story. But the first...


"And then you tried to kiss me. You'd just poured your heart out about Dawn, and your head had to be spinning with a riot of emotions. I've been there. I know what it's like. I may not have been into dating, but I've got hormones and romantic notions just like any other girl. But that was just the first time. Since then..."


I took a deep breath. "Yeah ... Since then..."


We just looked at each other for a moment, weighing everything that had been developing between us. The additional time we'd been spending together. The hugs that lasted just a little longer than they needed to. The way we'd started sitting next to each other both in class and around meal tables. There had been nothing overt, no out and out flirting. But it was enough that our friends had started to notice, and even just this afternoon Bert had cracked his joke about us kissing and making up.


"Ben ... Do ... you? Like me?" she asked nervously, with some hesitation between each word.


I took a deep breath and wrung my hands together, looking at the floor. Most of the reasons why I couldn't start a relationship with DJ were the same reasons I couldn't be with Sasha. I wasn't ready. I wasn't stable. "I shouldn't," I said after an extra moment's thought."


"Because of Dawn?" Sasha asked quietly.


"And because of Rod," I replied. "We're both lonely. There's a part in each of us that's looking to fill the empty void inside."


"That doesn't mean we aren't right for each other," she said before grimacing and clenching her mouth shut. She turned her back to me and stalked away two paces, balling her fists and hanging her head. And then she recited as if it were a mantra, "We're NOT right for each other. We're NOT right for each other."


I found that amusing, for some reason. Chuckling, I cracked a smile and commented, "You REALLY don't want to like me, do you?"


"I can't. We CAN'T be together. You're no good for me."


"And why is that? Because I'm a bad boy? Because I really don't think I'm so bad."


"Do YOU really want to be with me?"


I held my hands up. "I'm not saying that. I don't think a relationship is healthy, for either of us. You're coming off a break-up, and I'm still hung up on Dawn. We really SHOULDN'T hook up. But I guess I'm a little curious – and a little hurt – that you insist so firmly that we'd NEVER hook up. It's a little bit of a blow to my ego."


"Ha. You're so eager to add one more notch to your belt?" Sasha cracked.


Just like her dig earlier in the afternoon about screwing every hot babe, that one stung. The hurt was evident on my face, and Sasha's expression instantly turned apologetic.


"Ah, shit. I'm sorry. I was just coming up here to say sorry for doing that the FIRST time."


Grimacing, I canted my head and looked over at her with a bit of a miffed expression. "Is that what you really think of me?"


"Nooo..." she said first before sighing and giving me a contrite look. "Well, yesss..."


I was taken aback at her correction, and she quickly returned to her chair and sat back down on the edge of the seat. "I've had this ... this ... notion of you stuck in my head. I heard of the Big Ben reputation long before I ever got to know you, and then all of a sudden Professor Ice put me on your project team. I was so upset that I instantly told myself I was going to see the professor after class and demand that I be assigned to a different team."


I jerked my head back. "Really?"


"For like two seconds. But then I decided I'd give you the benefit of doubt and see how it all worked out. Despite the reputation, I sort of figured I was safe as long as your girlfriend was there, and since I DID know you and Kim were her pet students I thought I had a good shot at getting an 'A'."


"And we all did."


"We did. And you proved to me over the course of the entire year that you could keep your hands off me. But at the same time, the rumors about you ... and Dawn ... kept flying."


I shrugged.


"It's hard to separate fact from fiction when all you have is hearsay. But whatever embellishments may have been added, it seemed to be true that you and she were cutting a pretty wide swath through the coed student body."


I shrugged again.


"You're a man-whore, Ben."


That rocked my head back again. But just as I started to protest, she held up a hand to forestall my argument.


"No matter how you explain it, or how you justify it, you have sex with a LOT of girls. You may not like the term, preferring to think of yourself as a 'player' or a 'gigolo' or just an ordinary guy who happens to get laid a little more frequently than most. But in my head, the term I used was 'man-whore'."


"That's not fair."


"No, it's not. But it's kind of accurate."


"Since when? Look, there's a lot of stuff that has happened in my past. I'll admit, my ... uh... 'socializing' has been a little different compared to most."


She rolled her eyes.


"Okay, fine. I did a good bit of man-whoring in my earlier years, enough to get this reputation. But ever since you've really known me, since last year when we started the project team?"


"Then you and Dawn did your thing, and the reputation didn't exactly die down."


"Well it SORTA did."


"What, the Chevelle thing? That's just it. I've TALKED to Chevelle since the end of last year, and she changed her story. Apparently you quite violently rocked her world, and that's not something I'm getting on hearsay. That's straight from the source."


I bit my lip and sighed. I didn't really have much of a defense against that.


Sasha looked at me for a long while, fire in her eyes. But after a moment, that fire seemed to fade, as did the firmness of the line her lips had set. Eventually, she pursed her lips and glanced away from me, and then leaning back in her chair she sighed and added, "But that was last year. THIS year, you've been different."


I perked up a bit at that. "Different ... good?"


She gave me a small smile. "No man-whoring, at least as far as I can tell. Oh, DJ is certainly into you, especially ever since she broke up with her boyfriend. But apart from her, I haven't heard a single thing about Big Ben this semester. You're reeling from the break-up with Dawn, still in mourning perhaps. It's understandable. Maybe you're just off your game and you've actually been striking out. I don't know."


I gave her a 'give me a break' look.


She sighed and said, "Whatever the reason, you haven't been quite so ... intimidating ... these past couple of months."


"I was intimidating?"


"Maybe intimidating is the wrong word. You've been less ... dangerous. I used to worry that if I so much as touched you I'd somehow find myself half-naked in your bedroom. I had to work to be sooo careful not to give you an inch because I was paranoid you'd work your mystical magic on me before I realized it." She gave a musical laugh. "Maybe you ARE right now..."


I waved my hands. "No magic. Zero. Zilch."


She gave me a frustrated look. "Like now. You seem so down to earth, so helpless ... So... human."


"I am."


"I know that. I saw how vulnerable you could be when ... that day ... The day you told me everything about Dawn."


I inhaled sharply at the memory, but stayed calm and exhaled the breath slowly.


"I started feeling less scared of you. I felt comfortable around you. And then you had to go and try and kiss me."


I winced.


"But I figured out pretty fast that you weren't putting a move on me or anything. You were genuinely distraught, and that made me start to see you more as a regular person. Just another guy who got his heart broken."


I nodded.


"And that's when I started to let myself actually consider the idea of ... of ... finding out what these feelings I have for you really mean."


I arched an eyebrow. "Despite the blatant insistence that we would never, ever hook up."


"We won't. Never." She shook her head firmly. "I started to consider it, but it's still a really bad idea."


"Because we're rebounding."


She shook her head again. "Because you're still a man-whore."


"Hey!"


"I'm serious. You're a great guy, a REALLY great guy. But you're dangerous. You have this ... this WAY with other women. Even if we got together, I could never trust that I could be your one and only."


"I DON'T cheat."


"You've never had to. Dawn apparently let you run free."


"I wasn't 'running free'. We did things ... uh ... together."


"That's not normal. It wouldn't be that way with me."


"I wouldn't ask you to."


"Wouldn't you?"


I suddenly barked a laugh and stood up. "Why are we even talking about this? It's like we're laying the ground rules for a relationship we're never going to have."


"You're right. We won't."


"But THAT'S it. It's my ego again. You're INSISTING that we could NEVER hook up, even IF we weren't both recovering from broken relationships."


"You're right. We NEVER would. Because you're a man-whore."


"Stop SAYING that."


"But you are. And that's why I can't like you." I had been standing by the window, but Sasha now stood up and walked in the opposite direction.


For a moment, I was worried that she'd just go out the door and leave, but she turned back to face me before getting that far.


"I like you, and I always knew that you were attracted to me, but it wasn't until just recently that I started to really believe that you liked ME as well. The backpack thing last year, I thought you were just being nice. Well, I thought you were working some angle to eventually get into my panties, but I thought you were being nice, and I couldn't really afford at the time to say 'no'. But the little things since then – the way you've looked at me, the way you've touched me – things have been different in the last couple of weeks. And then you went and offered me your jacket on that windy day."


For a moment, I wanted to say that I would have done it for anybody (well, anybody with a nice body and great tits), but that actually wasn't true. Looking back, I had to admit to myself that I'd offered because it was her. And my expression more or less said that.


Sasha saw it and took a deep breath before hugging herself. "I realized you liked me, and I knew -I- liked you, and that scared me. I was scared of falling for you. So I kind of went out of my way to avoid you the rest of the week. Hell, I even took extra weekday shifts at the club specifically to remind myself of what REALLY motivates guys: sex. That's the thing about working there: it's a complete and total love eraser. Lust, maybe ... I have to admit a certain hormone rush doing what I do, otherwise I wouldn't still be doing it. But at the same time, spending hours feeling vulnerable and getting groped at by slimy old guys with bad breath is like the coldest shower for my romantic notions. And when I went home at night, the LAST thing I wanted to do was start a relationship with a man-whore."


"You really equate dancing in a club to being with me?" I asked in that hurt tone.


Sasha considered that for a moment, and then her face softened. She first looked away and then began to turn, spinning slowly as she put her thoughts to words. "Well, maybe not. But it served the two purposes of making more money AND putting me off the idea of being with you. Because you're a man-whore. Only ... you HAVEN'T been a man-whore lately. Which means that MAYBE you can just be a normal guy. And a normal guy I COULD be with. Which means that MAYBE you and me could actually ... ARGH!"


Out of the blue, Sasha reached up and grabbed her head as if she could physically block her brain from continuing on that train of thought. I started walking toward her, my first instinct to hug and reassure this beautiful woman who looked in distress, although I stopped myself short.


Sasha relaxed her grip, instead moving her hands up onto the top her head, just resting them. She gave me a helpless look, saying, "And then we had to go and have THAT class with Isakova."


"Class?" I asked in confusion. "What about it?"


"Sunk costs. What's past is past," Sasha sighed, and a small smile spread across her face like a ray of hope. "All that matters is what happens from here on out. And I can't help but wonder: What would WE be like together if our pasts didn't matter?"


For a moment, I thought about going to hug her again. She was right: I had feelings for her. And she had feelings for me. And if two people really liked each other, who was to say we couldn't make it work?


Well, unfortunately, -I- did. Screwing up my face, I said, "The thing is, we're not corporations. And our history isn't as simple as monetary expenses. What's past ISN'T just in the past. Our feelings are a part of who we are, and the people we used to be with will always remain with us."


Sasha's smile faded, as did the ray of hope in her eyes.


"I'm sorry," I said firmly, although not without regret. "Or maybe it's 'Relax, you don't have to be scared of me'. Because I CAN'T get into any relationships, with you or with anyone else. God help me, I'm still in love with Dawn."





Things got pretty awkward after that. I didn't know what to say. Sasha didn't know what to say. We kind of fumbled around with our words for a minute or two, and then Sasha said that she'd should probably get back downstairs before the others started thinking something was going on between us.


Kim finished dinner without me, and the four of us ate with a relative lack of tension. I was quieter than usual, which put a damper on things since I was usually one of those stirring the conversation. But we got through it and Bert and Sasha then left to catch the BART without incident.


I holed myself up in my room after that, forcing myself to focus on schoolwork. The last time I'd needed distraction, my options were academics, the movie the girls were watching downstairs, and DJ doing her best to fuck my brains out. Tonight there was no movie, and unfortunately there was also no DJ.


She did return a couple of hours later, but along with her came my sister. And when I finally came out of my room to look for help, it was to Brooke's room I went. She called "come in" when I knocked, and was sitting at her desk brushing her hair post-shower while dressed in her "pajamas": brief panties and my Goo Goo Dolls concert T-shirt from high school.


"Hey, bro," Brooke greeted while continuing to brush her hair as I sat down on her bed. "What's up?"


I took a deep breath and then gave her a serious look. "I need somebody to talk to."


She blinked in surprised and sat up straighter. Done with brushing, she grabbed a scrunchy and started tying back her hair, which thrust her C-cup tits against the shirt and showed me two hard nipples that started making me think of DJ's method of distraction. But I focused my gaze on her face and waited for her to finish.


Once done with her hair, my little sister slid off the desk chair and crossed to the bed, saying, "Okay, I'm all ears. But you're sitting in the chair. I've got this feeling that this conversation won't be very short, and the bed's more comfortable."


I snorted and got up, taking the empty desk chair and sitting in it reversed, so that I could lay my forearms on the backrest. Taking a deep breath, I began, "It's about Sasha."


"I know," Brooke replied matter-of-factly.


I blinked. "You do?"


She gave me a 'duh' look. "You're kind of easy to read. Everyone in the house can tell you've been different since she came by the house that Sunday night."


"Oh."


"So I'm gathering this has something to do with the half-hour you two spent up in your bedroom before dinner?"


My head jerked up. "How do you know about that?"


"Kim," Brooke answered with a shrug.


"Kim?"


"She told me. She always tells me what you're up to. Makes it easier for me to look out for you."


I furrowed my eyebrows. "YOU look out for ME?"


She gave me another 'duh' look. "I'm your sister. Of course I do."


"Little sister."


She waved me off like that was immaterial. "I'm still more mature than you."


I opened my mouth to start arguing, but I held myself in check. We were getting off topic, and this wasn't the reason I'd come down here. Looking at the floor as I gathered myself, I then looked back at Brooke and started again. "So about Sasha."


"You didn't screw her, did you?"


I blinked. "What?"


"The new soundproofing helps, but it's not 100%. Kim says she didn't hear any sex noises."


"NO! Can't I spend a half hour in a room with a girl without everybody immediately wondering if I'm having sex with her?"


"No," Brooke replied plainly, that 'duh' expression on her face again.


I rolled my eyes.


"Okay, so you didn't screw her. Kim didn't think so, given the way you two acted at dinner. But I just needed to know."


"Well now you know."


"Why not?"


"Why not what?"


"Why didn't you screw her? Girl certainly WANTS to."


"Huh?"


Brooke chuckled. "I don't need Kim to recognize this one. Sasha's sooo horny for you."


"WHAT?"


Now Brooke rolled her eyes. "My dense brother ... Okay, okay. Looks like we're going to have to take this one from the top. Tell me everything, from the beginning."


I took a deep breath, trying to figure out where 'the beginning' would be. Brooke had been around since last year, so she already knew about the project team and the team meetings. I'd told her before about Sasha's boyfriend Rod not taking too kindly to my presence, but really, there wasn't much beyond that. Hell, -I- hadn't known much more about Sasha beyond that ... until Nocturne. Okay, that was the place to start.


"So..." I started. "Did Kim tell you Sasha works as a stripper?"


Brooke sat up straighter. "Wait, what?!?"


I chuckled. "Okay, let's start with that."





Although I started with Nocturne, I backtracked chronologically to also tell Brooke what I remembered about our previous conversations, starting with Sasha's break-up with Rod and my meltdown about Dawn. Brooke interrupted me for a bit with the Dawn-thing, a little put out that I hadn't come to HER with my Dawn-issues, but I reminded her we were talking about Sasha and she told me we'd come back to that one.


Returning back to Nocturne, I then told Brooke a little of Sasha's history on that Sunday night and the events that led to her new occupation. I talked about the wind-breaker thing last Wednesday, and what Sasha had told me about why she was avoiding me and ultimately coming back to tonight's conversation.


I finished up, exhausted after talking for a long, long time. And when Brooke slid off the bed and came over to me, I opened my arms for a reassuring hug.


I didn't get it. Instead, Brooke stopped two feet in front of me and slapped her palm right on my forehead.


"Oww!" I retracted, the chair rolling a few inches back as I did so.


While I rubbed my forehead, Brooke rolled her eyes at me and turned around before spinning and plunking her butt down on the edge of the mattress. "You idiot. Sasha LIKES you."


"I know that."


"No you don't. She came to you tonight because she wants to be with you. She more or less asked you out, and you rejected her."


I frowned, her words not jiving with my recollection of the conversation. "Uh, maybe I didn't explain things right. She said she likes me, but that she doesn't WANT to like me. She didn't come here to ask me out. She came to explain why she'd been avoiding me and to clear the air."


Brooke got up and bopped me on the forehead again, and then stood in front of me with her arms crossed over her chest. "Shut up and listen, since you clearly didn't do a very good job of doing so with her."


"I heard every word," I protested, not shutting up. "She said point blank she can't be with me because I'm, quote, a 'man-whore'."


Brooke bopped me again. "I SAID, shut UP. She wasn't calling you a 'man-whore' to reject you. She called you that so that you would defend yourself, so that you'd prove to her you wouldn't be a man-whore if you were her boyfriend, and then you'd be together."


"What?"


She rolled her eyes. "If I went up to a cute boy and said, 'I really like you and I'd like to go out with you but I HATE those chunky glasses.' I'm not telling him I WON'T go out with him. I'm telling him, 'Get contacts and we'll be together'. See?"


I blinked twice and frowned, my mind racing over the conversation. It couldn't be ... could it?


"Or maybe," Brooke continued, "'I want to strip you naked and fuck all day, but your goatee is scratchy.' So go to the sink and shave, dumbass."


"That's ... that's totally different."


"Not different, just more extreme."


I arched an eyebrow. "You HAVE been talking to Kim."


"Whatever." She waved me off.


I pursed my lips together, my brain working overdrive as I tried to wrap my mind around this alien perspective. Slowly, I began, "So you're saying that Sasha ... having realized she was developing feelings for me and that I might have feelings for her ... started avoiding me for the last week because she didn't want to have feelings for me ... And yet when she saw me today, she realized she DID want to be with me, despite her concerns. So she came to talk to me tonight to tell me that she wanted to be with me, but she had these concerns. And what she really wanted was for me to reassure her that I really can ... NOT be a 'man-whore'? And that way we could be together?"


Brooke suddenly hugged me. "Yes! He CAN be taught!"


But I wasn't hugging her back yet, still confused. "Wait, you WANT me to hook up with Sasha?"


"Oh, well ... Uh..." Brooke fumbled as released me and leaned back. "Actually, I'm not so sure about that. I was more annoyed with you not understanding what she was doing: coming here to ask you out, more or less. I'm not saying you SHOULD be with her. But ... well ... do YOU want to?"


"I don't know. I mean, I meant what I said about not being ready."


"Okay then. Then don't – don't get together with her I mean, at least not now."


"It's just that my head's still screwed up from this Dawn thing. And then there's DJ to think about."


"You mean my best friend who's still desperately in love with you and would probably shit bricks if you started dating somebody other than HER after all your talk about not being ready to be in a relationship with her? That DJ?"


I sighed. "Yes, that one."


"Yeah, you're not ready." Smirking, Brooke sat back down on the edge of the mattress.


I took a deep breath. "So I guess the first thing to do is apologize to Sasha."


Brooke frowned. "For what?"


"For ... not understanding what she was asking. I didn't really MEAN to reject her. I should explain to her."


"Oh, no-no-no-no-no." Brooke jumped back to her feet, waving her hands frantically. "You can't do that."


"Why not?"


"See, even though you 'rejected' her, you didn't actually reject her, you know what I mean?"


I sighed, feeling my brain start to hurt. "No. Absolutely I don't understand."


"Even though Sasha asked you out, she didn't actually ask you out. That's what she was getting at – finding out whether or not you were interested in dating her – but she didn't actually say the words, did she?"


"What, you mean like: 'Ben, will you go out with me?'"


"Yes. Did she?"


"Well ... not exactly. I mean, she sorta did. If I recall, she said something like: 'What would we be like together, if we could put our pasts behind us?'"


"She just wondered it aloud?"


"Well, yeah."


"And you said it wouldn't work?"


"Yeah."


Brooke shrugged. "Then she never actually asked. The absolute worst thing you can do right now is bring it up again."


"What am I supposed to do?"


"Status quo. Be friends. Pretend like she never actually asked you out, which if you think about it, she didn't."


"Even though you just spent ten minutes explaining to me how her entire reason for talking to me was so she could ask me out, if only I could show her I wouldn't be a man-whore."


"Exactly." Brooke beamed.


I'll never understand women.





"Hey man. You not hungry or something?"


"What? Huh?" I blinked and looked up, finding Bert and Kim across the table looking at me funny.


Sasha, seated beside me, gave me an odd look as well. She pointed out, "You've hardly touched your food."


You might be thinking I spaced out for a moment, having been lost in my own thoughts and neglecting to remember to eat. That sort of thing had certainly been happening enough over the last few days as I struggled to wrap my head around the way Sasha was behaving around me after our little "I like you but I can't like you" talk.


I had prepared myself for some awkwardness, for a rejected Sasha to tip-toe around me and nurse her wounded heart. I had prepared myself for an absent Sasha, avoiding me entirely once again. What I wasn't prepared for was an even MORE open and affectionate Sasha, one who was going out of her way to sit next to me or engage me in casual conversation or just generally be in my orbit.


According to Brooke, Monday evening's conversation with Sasha had been entirely about feeling me out for a potential relationship, confessing her attraction while simultaneously bringing up my old faults, in the hope that I would assuage her concerns and express reciprocation of her affections.


I hadn't. Sure, I'd defended myself against the man-whore accusations, but I really hadn't given her any reason to believe I wanted to become her next boyfriend. Instead, I'd flat out told her I wasn't ready for any relationships, and that I was still in love with my ex.


As a result, Sasha started hanging around me even more. I swear I got more hugs and little touches from that girl in the last week than I had during our entire Junior YEAR.


Yes, it's safe to say that I don't understand women, or this one at least.


Bert piped up again. "C'mon, dude. If you're not hungry, I'll eat it."


On cue, my stomach gurgled. Having rushed out this morning without breakfast due to oversleeping, I really WAS hungry. The problem was: my food didn't taste so good, and so I said so, sliding the plate forward. "Be my guest. Tastes like crap."


We'd gotten Chinese, and I'd ordered beef chow fun, a staple of my diet. Heck, I'd started cooking it myself that fateful Monday morning when Sasha and I had gone upstairs to talk while Kim finished making dinner. Maybe that was the problem: I knew what GOOD chow fun should taste like, and THIS wasn't it.


Bert seemed ready to dig in, but Sasha beat him to it. She darted her fork across the table and scooped up a few noodles, tasting them experimentally and then shrugging. "Tastes fine to me."


Bert dug in as well. "Yeah. Fine. You've ordered it here before."


I shrugged. This was one of our regular restaurants, and I'd had the same order before, but today it just wasn't working for me. Pushing my seat back, I stood up and said, "I'm going to go get something else. You guys can split it if you want."


My friends gave me weird looks but didn't stop me, and when I returned to the table five minutes later half the plate was gone, mostly into Bert's belly.


"You know, that's pure economics in action right there," Sasha pointed out as I sat down with a fresh plate of cha siu pork on rice.


"Hmm?" I hummed through a mouthful I'd already shoveled in.


Sasha smirked. "Most guys would be: 'I ordered it, so I'm going to stomach it and stick it through.' Maybe it doesn't taste the best, but they wouldn't want to fess up to a mistake or be thought of as a complainer, so they just suck it down and move on. But not you."


"I'm hungry."


"Merely being hungry would have meant finishing your plate instead of spending the money on a new one," Kim pointed out.


"Whatever. So I paid for a meal I didn't like, fine. What's done is done. I've got three choices at that point: suck it up like Sasha says, go hungry, or chalk up the prior purchase to a bad decision and go get more food."


"Exactly," Bert agreed. "Sunk costs."


"Prior decisions have no impact on future ones," Kim recited.


Sasha's hand suddenly was on my forearm, which made me turn to look at her. From inches away, her big brown eyes were liquid and inviting as she said, "No matter how much you invested in something before, you can't cling to the past. You put it behind you and move on."


Arching an eyebrow, I glanced over at Bert and Kim and returned to my plate. "We still talking about food here?" I asked before shoveling in another mouthful.


"Just a hypothetical discussion," Sasha stated serenely. "Analyzing the way you go about your life. Makes one wonder how else you apply sunk costs, like say ... to the people in your past."


I shook my head while chewing and finally swallowing my last bite. "Doesn't apply. Sunk costs work just fine in theory, or in this case: food. I wasn't emotionally attached to that meal. It's just chow fun, and while I'd rather not see it go to waste in the trash, that doesn't mean I'm going to eat it if I don't want to. Nor was I really attached to the money I spent on it. Sure, if I had the decision to do over again, knowing what I know now, I never would have ordered it in the first place. But the money is spent and I can't get a refund."


"Well, you could have," Kim pointed out. "They take care of their customers pretty well. That is, if Bert hadn't scarfed most of it down already."


"<BURRRP>," Bert cut loose right on cue.


"Then think of it like an all-you-can-eat-buffet. It really shouldn't be all-you-CAN-eat; it should be all-you-CARE-to-eat. Now my mom would hate me for saying this." I stopped and smirked to imagine the disapproving glare in my mother's eyes. "Her theory was that you get your money's worth, and that means shoving as much food as humanly possible down your throat."


"My mom, too," Bert commented.


"Same here," Sasha added.


"My dad actually thought like Ben does," Kim pointed out. "He called it: 'Eat till you're happy'."


"Me, too," I said with a smile. "The money on the buffet is spent. Whether you eat nothing or gorge yourself doesn't matter; you're not getting any of that money back. If you eat too little, then you're still hungry. That's no good. If you eat too much, then you just feel bloated and sick. But if you eat till you're happy – if you eat just the right amount to be satisfied – then you're maximizing your experience."


Bert frowned. "But then you'll get hungry again in a couple of hours, requiring the expenditure of more money, time, and/or resources to sustain yourself. If you eat MORE while still at the buffet, you extend that period absent from hunger, thus gaining more self-benefit."


I rolled my eyes. "Fine. If we're going to turn this into a philosophical argument, then let's just say I value NOT feeling bloated over postponing future hunger."


"Your funeral." Bert stuffed another big wad of noodles into his mouth.


Kim eyed him with some disgust. "And you wonder why I didn't want to go out with you?"


With bulging cheeks and several stray noodles sticking out of his mouth and clinging to his chin, Bert shrugged at her and replied, "What?"


Sasha's hand was back on my forearm. "But you don't apply the same logic to the rest of your life?"


I sighed and gave her a serious look. "Some things I do. But people? Especially important people? They're never a sunk cost."


A little of that light in Sasha's eyes went away.





-- FRIDAY, OCTOBER 28, 2005, SENIOR YEAR --



"Wooo!!!"


"Wooo!!!"


"WOOO!!!"


I really shouldn't have been surprised. After all, my little sisters and their froshling friends had already proven to me they could make as much noise as 80+ Tri-Delts, or perhaps it was just the acoustics of this old house. And yet, I was still surprised by the deafening roar that immediately assaulted my ears the moment the front door opened, and they weren't even wooo-ing for me. Not yet at least.


"Ben's here!" somebody called.


"The keg has arrived!"


"Wooo!!!"


"Wooo!!!"


"WOOO!!!"


Okay, NOW they were wooo-ing for me.


For those that don't already know, beer is heavy, at least when it's in keg form. Fully loaded, a 1/2 barrel keg weighs over 160 pounds. It wasn't the first time I mentally bitched and moaned about this house having a front porch with several steps, and even if I went around the yard I would still need to go up stairs to get up the back porch too. I suppose the place pre-dated disability laws on housing. So while I'd been able to roll the drum on its bottom rim most of the way, I still had to lift the damn thing as well.


Sigh ... The things you do for your kid sister.


It had been Brooke's idea to throw a Halloween party at our place. My first thought was: "Isn't Vivian Wang's house your clique hangout?" And the girls had certainly thrown other parties there. But Vivian Wang was renting a 3-bedroom with a much smaller living room, a smaller back yard, and was a little less conveniently located. And this wasn't just a small birthday party for one of the girls; Brooke and DJ were inviting "orbitals" as well, so we were expecting more than thirty people to attend, and maybe even fifty.


Since we'd had plenty of large parties in this place since moving in, I really didn't take much convincing. My only counter was that I should be able to invite some of MY friends as well, and the girls had immediately agreed.


"Tammy thought it was a great idea to have a few more Senior guys around," DJ had laughed. "I had to remind her that you don't have any Senior guy friends, just girls. And then suddenly she got all worried about competition."


It was of course quite sobering to remember that I had precious few friends, male OR female, period. That said, I did mention the idea to my project team, and despite the seeming lack of strength in numbers, all three of them agreed to attend/help me out. Kim had immediately offered to lend me some "adult" company, and this time I was ready to accept. Sasha similarly agreed, saying that she could afford to skip a work shift that night and would rather spend that time with friends anyway. And of course Bert announced that he was in.


It was also Bert's idea to invite some of the Stanford girls, or at the very least his own girlfriend. I also called up Paige, who jumped at the opportunity to go to a real "adult" party, although she wasn't sure she could bring herself to spend an overnight away from April. Unfortunately, Amber was scheduled to be at work Friday evening, and Kady and Noelle had another Halloween party they'd promised to attend. But Bert at least assured me that he and Lynne would both be there to quote, "ride herd on the younglings".


Of course, Bert was nowhere to be seen when I really needed him to help me lift the damn keg. Kim had ridden with me to the liquor store and watched me sign all the waivers assuring the owners and the State of California that I wouldn't let any minors partake (yeah, right). But I didn't want her to try and help me lift the heavy barrel. For about three seconds I contemplated asking one of the male froshlings to help, like Brooke's boyfriend Joel. But with my ego firmly covering my mouth, I just heaved and hoed and got it up the stairs. I nearly wrenched my back doing so, but I did it. Kim opened the front door. And only THEN did some of the guys notice me and announce that I'd arrived with the beer.


I let the froshlings take over at that point while I simply rubbed my back and walked into the house. Brooke, dressed as a Hogwarts student (Hermione Granger or Cho Chang, I wasn't sure which, maybe neither), came by to thank me, a little wobbly on her feet. She tapped my nose with her wand, and then gave me a one-armed hug around my neck and kissed my lips briefly. "Thanks, bro. Now go get dressed!"


I smirked and then gestured for Kim to follow me upstairs so we could both get into character. We each went into our own bedroom, and I went to the closet where my Halloween costume hung in the closet. Reaching out with my right hand, I pulled the material closer, and for a moment I contemplated NOT wearing it.


I mean, come on. I was 21, not 12. Fully-grown adults aren't supposed to dress like comic book characters, especially not characters with masks. I was way past the age of playing "pretend", wasn't I?


You mean like the time Paige had you wear that priest collar? Or Dawn in the German beer maiden getup? Or all of Adrienne's elaborate costumes? Or--



Shut up, you. Those are moments to be proud of. Wearing this, I'll feel like a dork.


The whole thing was Bert's idea, really. He was the one who insisted that the new Christopher Nolan movie had made Batman cool again while adding, "Just you wait for the sequels." I still wasn't sure the movie had made enough to even GET sequels, but I'd enjoyed it enough to let him talk me into it. He couldn't be Batman himself, you see. He and Lynne were dressed as Anakin Skywalker and Padme instead.


Talk about dorks.


With a sigh, I finally pulled the costume off the hangar and got dressed. The black pants were comfortable enough, and I was glad I didn't have to wear tights. The chunky military-style boots had been bought specifically for this occasion, and I figured I might possibly get some use out of them in the future as well. But the less said about the spandex top with padded "chest armor" and head stocking the better. I clipped the black cape into place over my shoulders, and last went the molded plastic mask, which covered the entire upper half of my face as well as the sides of my cheeks. Catching my reflection in the mirror as I pulled on the black gauntlet gloves, I pitched my voice low and did my best to growl like Christian Bale, telling myself, "Showtime..."


Wouldn't you know it, Bert was right. Once I arrived downstairs, I found that the girls really loved my costume. It actually took them a second to figure out who I was, since the costume covered up nearly all of me. But the instant I hit the ground floor, I immediately noticed the three hotties in the living room who turned to give me a very, very appraising glance.


Of the three, none was hotter than the lead blonde. Big translucent wings were mounted to the back of an extremely tight lime green strapless mini-dress, showing off her big (BIG) tits and tiny waist. The girl was tall; taller than me in her matching green heels. Her hair was a shimmering blonde with sparkles and piled up into a tight bun that showed off the lithe gracefulness of her long neck. And she had a face to die for, with sharp cheekbones, dainty nose, and exotically large and liquid sky blue eyes. One look at her in that costume, and I wanted to MOUNT her.


DJ (Tinker Bell) looked ready to do the same. She left her two friends immediately, swooning into my arms and pulling me down for a kiss while murmuring something about her dark knight. Meli Kanemura (Pocahontas) clutched herself to my side, breathlessly pleading, "Rescue me." And Tammy Toth (Daisy Duke) couldn't think of anything witty to say, settling for just squishing her big boobs together and batting her eyelashes at me.


But my attention had already been drawn behind her. Bert and Lynne had arrived while I was out fetching the keg, and they were seated together on one of the couches chatting with a brunette seated on the coffee table. And although her back was to me, I already knew who the brunette was by the outfit she was wearing. You see, I'd seen the outfit before ... at Nocturne.


Sasha was wearing the same sexy tuxedo package she'd worn for that first dance we'd seen her perform, with one minor exception. The top hat, white wrist cuffs, bowtie collar, white corset, and tuxedo-tailed jacket were the same. But instead of skimpy black panties with garter-strapped stockings, she wore black boyshorts over sheer black nylons that provided a little extra coverage over her buttcheeks and were a little less stripper-ish. She still looked gorgeous, and without a second glance at Tammy's proffered cleavage, I bypassed the young sophomore and went straight over to my Senior-class friends.


"Hey, man. Looks good on you!" Bert cheered at my approach.


Sasha furrowed her eyebrows for a second before zeroing in on my exposed mouth and jaw line. Then her eyes popped and she smiled. "Ben? Quite the imposing figure."


I pitched my voice to the Bale-growl. "Evening security. Brooke couldn't afford to actually pay anyone."


Sasha laughed and shook her head. I couldn't help but glance down at her own very impressive cleavage, so often covered up by baggy sweaters but put on full display tonight with nowhere to hide. Adopting my normal voice, I gestured to her, saying, "Love the outfit."


"I'm sure you do. You certainly couldn't take your eyes off it the last time I wore this."


"Not true," I began before dropping my voice down to a near-whisper. "Especially when the outfit went in one direction and YOU danced in another."


Sasha's eyes popped as she blushed and I instantly wished I could take the comment back, especially since we weren't exactly in private. But she giggled immediately and shook her head before gesturing down her own body. "Cheaper to raid my own closet rather than buy a new costume."


DJ turned out to be behind me, and glancing up and down Sasha she wondered aloud, "You had that stuff in your closet?"


Sasha grinned. "Only for special occasions. But moving on, isn't this a party? What do you say we pull rank on the froshlings and go get a couple of beers."


I turned and strode for the kitchen, my arms in front of me as I parted the Red Sea. "Stand aside! Seniors coming through!"


"Old people to the back of the line!" one of the guys manning the keg called back.


"Okay, how 'bout this?" I shot back. "I'm the one who bought and paid for that keg! If you ever want me to buy more, lemme through!"


The guys manning the keg looked at each other, and then smiled broadly. "Seniors coming through!"


It's good to be old.





"Prost!" DJ yelled.


"Salud!" Brooke screamed next to her.


"Gun bae!" Bert howled.


"Genatzt!" Sasha laughed right next to them.


"Umm ... Cheers!" Paige yelled last, a goofy grin on her face as she couldn't think of any other language to say.


All five of them clinked glasses and then downed their shots. Lynne, designated to drive her wasted boyfriend back to Palo Alto tonight stood by and giggled to watch them. Since I lived here, I wasn't driving anywhere, but I still had chosen to go sober tonight and be the responsible adult at the party since ... well ... I lived here.


"Another! Another!" Brooke gestured frantically, urging her boyfriend Joel to pour another round for the four of them standing at the counter of our makeshift bar. Her Hogwarts cloak had opened up to reveal that her white blouse had been tied off at her midriff, and the blue and bronze tie had been loosened to show that none of the buttons were closed anymore.


"Maybe we should do body shots?" DJ suggested while bouncing on her feet, her mouth gaping a little TOO wide open to be pretty. Her strapless lime green Tinkerbell costume was proving woefully insufficient at containing her Double-D breasts, which jiggled nicely and threatened to spill out over the top. And the translucent wings strapped to her back wobbled as well, adding to the bouncy effect.


"Maybe you guys should cool it a bit," I suggested with a resigned smile. I already knew my suggestion would fall on deaf ears. When my little sisters got on a happy roll, very little could hope to stop them.


Brooke turned and shoved her face up to mine, and from only inches away she complained, "Stop being such a sad sack spoil sport. You, big brother, need a drink!" She then burped quite loudly in my face, and then covered up her mouth with both hands while simultaneously grinning wide enough to be seen anyway.


"Well, Paige at least should start slowing down," I stated in an even voice.


"Oh, poo," the little redhead pouted, planting her fists on her hips, which actually helped her Princess Fiona costume.


"Well, are you still planning to drive home to see your daughter tonight? 'Cuz I'm not giving your keys back until I know you're sober."


"Well I'm not! Already called Uncle Frank. He doesn't want me driving home tonight either. So loosen up!"


"Yeah, loosen up a little," Sasha drawled, throwing an arm around my neck. "It's a party!"


I smiled and hugged Sasha a little closer against my side, glancing down at HER obvious cleavage for a moment before forcing my gaze back up to her eyes. I wasn't drunk or anything, but with a rack that nice it's hard not to notice. And given that around thirty beautiful young coeds had been traipsing around my house all night wearing the sexiest costumes they could think of, I'd been titillated quite enough to have sex at the forefront of my brain.


Sasha's eyes were waiting for mine when I finally returned to them, and a little smirk spread across her face letting me know she knew exactly where my gaze had just been. But she made no immediate move to release me, and when Brooke finally got Joel to pour them all another round of tequila, she kept her arm around mine while the five of them came up with new foreign languages to say "cheers" in.


Paige then excused herself to go to the bathroom, and Bert and Sasha decided they'd topped themselves off quite enough. The two of them left the bar, pulling Lynne and me by the hands along with them. For a second, I thought DJ pouted at my departure, but then Sasha had steered me out of line of sight and I settled for letting my friends lead me out the door and onto the back porch.


We still had a couple of beat up couches back there, along with a couple of patio heaters to ward away the evening chill. Lynne shoved Bert down onto the couch and then flopped onto his lap, sitting sideways with one arm wrapped around his neck. And to my surprise, Sasha then did the same thing to me.


"Don't you two look cozy?" Bert grinned.


Sasha did the honors of reaching out and punching him on arm for us, but she didn't deny his words, nor did she move from the intimate position.


Lynne raised her eyebrows, giving me a pointed look and then indicating with her eyes to Sasha. I shrugged and held onto the beautiful brunette in my lap, enjoying her presence for what it was without trying to read too much into the situation. She was drunk and feeling good, and people tend to get a little more touchy-feely than usual when they're like that. But I wasn't going to make a move on her and I was pretty sure everybody knew it.


The four of us chatted about nothing in particular. Lynne made a comment about how the first time she and Bert ever met was at a party much like this one at the beginning of our freshman year, albeit without the Halloween costumes. That got Sasha asking more questions, and both Lynne and Bert wound up waxing nostalgic about that party and about their first impressions of each other, never realizing at the time that they'd end up a couple three years later.


Lynne also made a comment about her and Bert staring wide-eyed at each other listening to the sounds of me, Adrienne, and Felicia in my bedroom the next morning. Sasha thought the story was funny, but at the same time, I felt her sliding away from me just a bit, until she finally stood up and went to the patio heater above us, turning the gas up to increase the temperature. Sure, she'd said before that she got cold easily, but I sort of knew that her shiver was more than just from evening chill.


Just then, Kim (Geisha girl, go figure) came out the door with her head flipping left and right in a search pattern, and she spotted us on the couch. "Hey Ben, minor emergency," she informed me.


"What's up?" I asked.


"Brooke sent me to find you. Apparently the keg just ran dry."


My eyebrows popped. "That's a pretty big keg."


"Well, the froshlings drink a lot. Brooke wants you to go get another one."


I chuckled and shook my head. Good thing I hadn't had any alcohol. "Fine. But I'm getting out of this monkey suit. Last thing I need is a cop pulling me over and wondering why I'm driving through town wearing a black mask. And even without the mask, being dressed like a comic book character probably isn't the best way to assure a liquor store clerk that I'm going to be a responsible, mature adult about handling the alcohol."


"Want some company?" Kim asked.


"I'll go with him," Sasha volunteered. "Otherwise you'd have to choose between going in costume or changing clothes but still having all that makeup caked on."


Kim reached for her cheek without actually touching it, smiling as if only now remembering her painted face.


I got up and Sasha followed me into the house while Kim took our spot on the couch to talk to Bert and Lynne. Brooke found me halfway to the stairs and repeated the same thing Kim had just told me, albeit in a slightly more panicked voice. I gestured with both hands for her to calm down and then hopped up the steps. And it was only when Sasha followed me into my bedroom that it occurred to me that she would want to change as well.


"I put my bag in here for safekeeping. I wasn't going to take the BART back home dressed like THIS," Sasha explained with a smile when I gave her a questioning look. Apparently I'd been out getting the first keg when she'd changed from her school clothes in here and then went down to the party.


"Um, you know, I can go over to Kim's room to change," I offered. "I'll just grab some clothes and be out of your way."


"That's okay," Sasha replied with a shake of her head and a wicked little smile. "Nothing you haven't seen before."


I blinked in surprise, watching as she set down her cane, doffed the top hat, and unfastened her white wrist cuffs. Ever since that night she "didn't" ask me out, Sasha's flirtations had only increased. I've mentioned before how the formerly "hands-off" girl had become quite touchy-feely with me, and it was obvious to just about everyone that she liked me.


But she hadn't made an actual move on me yet, and to be honest, I wasn't entirely sure what I would do if she did. I had meant what I said about not being ready for another relationship, and with someone like Sasha, a casual fling simply wouldn't be possible. She wasn't just some horny coed out for a Big Ben Experience; she genuinely seemed into me. Maybe she was rebounding after breaking up with her boyfriend of the past four years. Maybe she actually saw some kind of future for us as a couple. Or maybe she was just fucking with me.


It was kind of hard to tell sometimes. After more than a year spending time around Sasha without her making a single comment laced with any kind of sexual innuendo, it was almost shocking how open she had become with me now, and by extension, the whole study group. She was still far from foul-mouthed, but she wasn't above making a comment that alluded to sex or to her stripper occupation. She'd taken to wearing blouses or camisole underneath her sweaters and then removing the outer layer once inside my house. More than once, she'd deliberately bent forward to give me or Bert an eyeful of her cleavage, along with a smirk that told us she knew exactly where we were looking or perhaps an off-hand comment that Bert should have paid for a lapdance so he could have gotten a better look. But the next moment, that extra undone button would be miraculously re-buttoned and "proper" Sasha would return.


And then there were situations like this. Sasha had followed me into my closed bedroom to undress and then started stripping off her accessories while right in front of me. Instead of accepting my offer to leave, she informed me I could stay and watch, citing that it wasn't anything I hadn't seen before. This wasn't actually the first time she'd used that phrase. Two days ago when she'd caught me checking out her rack, she'd offered to flash me, saying that I'd already seen everything anyway.


Thinking she was joking, I'd smirked and replied, "Sure, go for it." And then she'd promptly slapped my cheek, very lightly and with a big grin of her own.


No, she didn't flash me. Not then, at least.


So despite her words, I figured she was just teasing as I turned around to face the other way, pulling off my mask and then unfastening my cape. I was halfway through getting out of my costume top, struggling to work the spandex material with padded "chest armor" off when she spoke again.


"Can you help me unzip this?" Sasha asked my back.


I froze for a moment with the shirt still trapped over my head. Hunching over, I reached back as far as I could to grab the hem and then yanked everything forward and off. And then unclothed from the waist up, I stood without turning and replied over my shoulder, "You don't seem to have any trouble getting out of that costume on stage."


Sasha giggled musically, answering, "That's true. But would you like to help me anyway?"


I sighed, still with my back to her, and pulled open the drawer in front of me to grab one of my shirts. Between her current teasing, the way she'd snuggled on my lap downstairs, and the general way she'd been flirting and attached to my side all night, I wondered just how drunk she was. I concentrated on that train of thought, reminding myself that this wasn't the real Sasha Serafian teasing me, but a drunken girl who might very well regret what she was saying tomorrow. And I replied quite seriously, "Of course I would. But I'm not going to, and you know it."


Now it was Sasha's turn to sigh, and from behind me I heard the slide of a zipper. "I know, I know. But it kinda kills a girl's ego to have you turn me down."


"Do you REALLY want me to? Come over there and help you?" I asked before pulling on my new shirt.


"Yes..." she replied quietly, and then took a deep breath while adding, " ... and no. You're right, of course. Bad idea."


I nodded and then focused on my pants. The chunky black military boots and pants could probably fly, but better safe than sorry, and I stepped out of both of them. I wasn't nervous about standing in front of Sasha in my boxers. And then it didn't take long for me to get into a pair of jeans and regular shoes.


Behind me I still heard the rustle of clothes, so I remained facing away. But a moment later, Sasha said, "It's safe now. You can turn around."


Actually, it wasn't entirely safe. I turned around and popped my eyes to see a great pair of tits, although they were already half-covered by a nude-colored bra. Sasha smirked at me and thrust out her chest quite purposefully while shrugging on a rose-colored blouse, buttoning it from the bottom up until the bra was hidden and her impressive cleavage was only partially in view. I felt some blood flow divert itself to my nether regions, but I mentally ordered myself to stand down and focused on retrieving my keys and wallet.


Glancing back at her, I asked, "Ready to go?" But Sasha had moved from where she'd previously been.


Instead, she was now standing by my closet, and she smiled while sliding her arms through the sleeves of a fairly oversized jacket... My oversized jacket. After a moment's thought, I realized it was the exact same one I'd offered to her on that windy day, and with it swallowing up her smaller body, I had to admit she looked rather cute in it. Then again, Sasha could look cute in anything, no matter how frumpy she tried to dress. "Ready," she replied.


I didn't comment on the jacket, save for an arched eyebrow. I knew everyone downstairs was waiting, so we didn't dawdle. Sasha followed me out, we put the empty keg into my Mustang, and then we drove to the liquor store.


Returning the first keg meant I wouldn't have to leave a new deposit on a second one, and the clerk didn't bat an eyelash at me needing a refill. We picked up a second keg and started the return trip, having been away from the party for only ten minutes. When we got back in the car, I felt Sasha lay her hand on my leg almost experimentally. I arched an eyebrow, but she just stared at me evenly as if daring me to say something. Instead, I simply shifted the car into gear and headed home. It was a short drive anyway, and we said little, both of our minds on that hand burning a hole through my jeans.


Eager froshling boys met me in the driveway when we returned, so they did all the work of getting the new keg into the house. And Sasha went with me back up to my bedroom to re-don our costumes.


I'd left the Batman getup by my dresser where I'd taken it off, and for a moment I contemplated NOT putting it back on. Would it really be so bad if I went back downstairs in my jeans and a T-shirt? But after a moment's thought, I decided to go ahead and get re-dressed. Still facing away from Sasha, I stripped down to my boxers and then put the black pants and military boots back on. But before I got into the padded top, Sasha called from behind me. "Uh, Ben? Can you help me zip this up?"


Her voice was absent any trace of seduction, her tone more embarrassed than anything. So though I thought it was another tease, I half-turned my head and asked, "Uh, didn't you try that line on me already?"


Sasha sighed. "I'm serious. The zipper's stuck. It gets like this a lot, actually. Probably worn out from so much use. When this happens at the club, one of the other girls helps me out."


Deciding to risk it, I turned around and then promptly bugged my eyes out a bit. Sasha wore the corset, but she had turned her back to me and I could honestly see the zipper stuck halfway up. The thing is, I could also see a good bit of side-boob spilling over the loose top, and I had to take a deep breath before drumming up the courage to go over there.


"Really, it's nothing you haven't seen before, and closer besides," she said in embarrassment. "Just ... zip it and we'll move on, okay? I'm not trying to mess with you."


"It's fine," I said, although there was a catch in my throat. Rolling my eyes to myself for acting so nervous around a half-naked girl, I stepped forward and firmly grasped the zipper. I tugged it down firmly to get it to open up, having to yank twice while gripping the top of her corset to get it unstuck. And then I swiftly pulled the zipper all the way closed a moment later.


"Thanks," Sasha said while turning around.


My eyes popped again when I realized her boobs weren't completely tucked into the corset, erect nipples peeking above the upper edge. She noticed and blushed as she carefully put her breasts away, having to squeeze a bit to press the D-cup mammaries beneath the stiff built-in bra cups.


"Sorry about that," she mumbled, her face still flushed.


"Nothing I haven't seen before," I replied, forcing myself to be calm. I gave her a warm smile, and then started to turn around to finish putting on the rest of my costume.


But before I could turn, two hands on my waist suddenly stopped me. I looked back at Sasha, and she took the opportunity to raise her hands to my chest, tracing the definition of my bare pectoral muscles. She squeezed them experimentally, inhaling sharply as she did so. And then the fingers of her right hand trailed down over my hard abs, a defined six-pack from so many years of thrusting, thrusting, and more thrusting.


Her breathing was shallow, and so was mine. I had been caught completely off-guard by what she'd started doing that for a full minute I simply stood there, dumbfounded as Sasha (... Sasha... ) pawed at my naked torso. But after that first minute, her eyes flicked up to mine. And then I stared at her for an eternity, losing myself in the liquid warmth of her big brown eyes, so beautifully accented tonight with a full kit of makeup unlike so many other days when she'd intentionally dressed down to avoid unwanted attention.


Her hands were still on my chest as she stared right back at me, but then I felt her fingers sliding along my ribcage and around to my back. Her chest was heaving now, her big breasts unnaturally thrust high and spherical by the stiff corset cutting into them from below. And then suddenly her hands slid up behind my neck, grabbing the back of my head and pulling it down while she tilted her head to the side and ravenously mashed her lips against my own.


I reacted automatically, my brain and body both primed to carry out the physical motions of seduction and lovemaking from years and years of constant practice. My arms wrapped around her body and pulled her tight against mine. My cock, already increasing in thickness along with the sexual tension in the air, sprang to full hardness and pressed urgently against her belly. And since Sasha hadn't put her high heels back on, with the pure leverage of height I bent her 5'8" frame backwards, dipping us into a kiss just like in the movies while my hormonal brain screamed joyous victory in FINALLY locking lips with the gorgeous, exotic vision of beauty that was Sasha Serafian.


Like any guy, I'd wanted in her panties from the moment I laid eyes on her during our freshman year. I hadn't thought much of it, just a casual glance from across the room to a fellow classmate in an Econ course. I'd wanted in the panties of a lot of girls that year, and to be fair, I'd actually gotten into more than my fair share. But it wasn't until Junior year and Professor Ice put us together on the project team that I really got to know her. And despite all of my gentlemanly assurances that I wouldn't do anything to her she didn't want me to do, and despite the presence of my very dear girlfriend, deep down of course I still wanted to bone her.


And tonight, I just might get to. Her tongue parted my lips and she moaned while hungrily devouring me. Her head came up, pushing me back and twisting us to our sides until she actually pushed me over and I fell flat on my back across my bed. She grinned, a predatory growl emanating from deep within her throat before she bent and nibbled at my six-pack which she'd been admiring just moments before. She didn't linger, kissing her way higher up my chest and climbing up onto the bed, her knees parked on the mattress to either side of my waist. And then as I scooted a little further back so that I was more fully supported on the bed, she planted her hands behind my head and kissed me again.


All this happened so fast that I didn't have time to really think. I wasn't concerned with our friendship, or our history together. For more than two months, my only lovers had been Paige, Brooke, and DJ, and the sexual creature inside me reveled in the taste and feel of new woman. My hands found the zipper to Sasha's corset once again, and it proved to slide open much more easily than it closed. I unzipped her completely and then felt the stiff-boned shell drop onto my torso while my hands gleefully stroked her now-naked spine. Sasha quickly yanked the garment out from between us, tossing it off the bed. And then she dropped herself onto my chest, letting me feel those firm big boobs mash against my pectorals while she did her level best to shove her tongue down my throat.


But that's when my brain started to wake up. Perhaps it was because I tasted the tequila on her tongue. Perhaps it was because Big Ben started to really want out of my shorts. But whatever the reason, that was the moment when I really started to remember just WHY Sasha and I had never done this before. And about three seconds later, I stopped kissing her and cupped my hands behind her ears to hold her head and get her to stop as well.


Almost comically, her lips smacked in the open air trying to meet mine once or twice after I pried us apart. But she quickly got the hint and opened her eyes to really look at me, smiling as if she expected me to simply change the direction of our coupling, perhaps to get more of our clothes off. But I simply stared at her, the lust fading from my eyes while genuine hesitation took its place.


"What are we doing?" I asked quietly.


Biting her lower lip sexily, she undulated her body to press her naked tits a little harder against my chest. "I think you already know."


"Are you sure this is what you want?"


Her eyelids dropped halfway and she purred. "Yes. I'm sure." As if to emphasize her point, she dropped a hand between us to feel my erection, rubbing it thoughtfully before hunting around for my zipper and getting a grip on it.


"Sasha," I began softly. "You've been drinking tonight."


"Buzzed and happy, but not drunk and incapacitated," she stated firmly. She stole a kiss from my lips while dragging down my zipper, and then darting her hand inside my baggy military pants she wrapped her fingers around my throbbing cock. "I know what I'm doing, and I've wanted you for a while. I think I've made that point pretty clear over the past few weeks."


"Not so clear. You like me. I like you. We both know these things quite clearly. But we haven't acted on them before now and there's a reason for that."


Sasha huffed, setting her jaw. Her dark eyes glowed for a second, and then pulling her hand off my cock, she planted both palms on the bed beside my head and glowered down at me. "You know, for a supposed man-whore..." she growled, " ... you think too damn much." And then she kissed me again.


Just then, the door burst open. Sasha jerked at the noise and rolled to the opposite side of me, scrabbling at the comforter and trying to pull it over her nakedness. She wasn't very successful, since we were both lying on top of it and there wasn't much slack, but I raised myself up on one elbow and twisted to give her a better shield while frowning at the guy standing in the doorway on unsteady feet.


"Uh... shhhit. I'm shhorry, man. DJ told ush this room miiight be fuh ... fuh-ree," he slurred. Behind him, Tammy Toth peek over his shoulder with wide eyes and a hand clapped over her mouth.


I just frowned at him, and he gave me one more "Shorry" before closing the door and backing away.


Once the door was shut, I quickly rolled off the bed and went straight to it, flipping the lock to make sure nobody else came barging in. And then I turned to survey the damage.


Sasha was flat on her back, one arm covering her boobs and the other covering her eyes. Scratch that, she wasn't covering her eyes so much as she was rubbing her forehead with thumb and forefinger. And the grimace on her face was not the expression of a girl who wanted to pick up where we'd left off.


"Hey..." I began cautiously. "You okay?"


"No..." she replied after a second's thought. "No, no I'm not."


"I'm sorry about that. Should have locked it. I thought we'd just change and get out and it never occurred to me somebody might come up here and try to--"


"No, no. It's not the door. That's not it."


Sasha sighed and I waited her out. Her teeth were clenched and now she was actually covering her eyes with both hands, her elbows sort of obscuring her breasts although she didn't seem to be too concerned with that anymore. Her fingers crinkled in like she was trying to grip her face and pry it off. Two seconds later, she rolled off the bed so abruptly that I jerked in surprise. And then all I could do was watch her as she squatted down to her duffle bag and started yanking out clothes. I watched her from behind as she slid her bra on and fastened the clasp at her back. Quickly, she pulled on one of her ubiquitous baggy sweaters, skipping the rose-colored blouse she'd worn to the liquor store. And then she hurriedly stepped into her jeans.


I'd figured out that Sasha was running away, and I approached while giving her space, squatting down a good three feet in front and to the right of her while offering forward a hand palm up. "Hey ... You can talk to me."


"Not now, Ben," she replied to the floor, not looking at me.


"C'mon," I said casually. "It's a party. Let's get back in costume and go downstairs and enjoy our evening."


"After what we just nearly did?"


"If you're regretting that, I can forget the whole thing happened. We can go right back to the way things were before."


Sasha's eyes finally whipped over to mine, as cold now as they'd been glowing before. "Coming this close to fucking you isn't a sunk cost, Ben. I can't just forget it. I can't just put it in my past and move forward. This was a bad idea and I shouldn't have done it."


"Sasha..."


"No, you were right: People aren't sunk costs." With that, she stood up and slipped into her shoes. Her duffel bag went over one shoulder and she grabbed the handle of her backpack. And then without another word, she practically raced for the door and went outside.


I didn't even turn as she brushed past me and left. I remained squatting where I was with my back to the door, taking deep breaths filled with regret. But eventually I stood up and stared at the empty doorway for a long few moments, wondering what the hell had just happened. I couldn't remember ever being in a situation like this before. At least when Dawn or DJ or Adrienne or anyone else pushed me away, I had some sense of who they were and could at least attempt to wrap my head around what was going on inside theirs. But even after this long being her friend, and the abundance of time we'd been spending with each other these last few weeks, I still didn't understand what made Sasha tick. Which meant that I didn't understand either why she'd practically mounted me OR why she'd bolted just now. I just didn't get it.


Yet another mystery to the woman that is Sasha Serafian.


Unfortunately, I couldn't dwell on her too long. I couldn't stay up here, isolated with my thoughts. Not tonight. There was still a party going on downstairs, and I was still the responsible adult in this house. If something bad were to happen to either Brooke or DJ (or even Kim), I wouldn't be able to forgive myself. So I zipped up my fly and re-buttoned my pants. I went over to my spandex top and with a sigh, pulled it over my head. One cape, one mask, and two gauntlet gloves later, I was ready to go. But just before I walked out the door, a sudden thought came to me.


Did he say DJ sent him up here?!?


Chapter 5: Just Friends


-- FRIDAY, OCTOBER 28, 2005, SENIOR YEAR --



The party was still in full-swing when I returned downstairs, having gotten its second wind with the arrival of the second keg. I had an idle thought about going to DJ and asking why the hell she would send Tammy and some guy up to my bedroom, but then I thought I might already know the answer and I hadn't decided for myself what that really meant. Besides, she and Brooke were already parked on either side of the new keg, screaming their heads off with their friends and one of the guys who was trying to pull off a keg stand.


For some reason, I couldn't remember the parties Dayna and Brandi threw being quite this wild. But as I thought about it, I remembered those parties being rather more sex-fueled, and I admitted to myself I was happier knowing that my little sisters weren't behaving in the same fashion.


I left the riotous noise of the kitchen and living room and returned outside to the back porch. Bert and Lynne were chatting with Kim and Paige, and all four of them looked up at me as I slumped down onto the couch.


"Hey, where's Sasha?" Bert asked off-hand.


"Uh, she went home." Even with the mask covering half my face, my distressed expression was obvious, and Paige and Kim jumped all over it.


"Hey, did something happen?" Paige asked with obvious concern.


"No, no..." I waved them off reactively, but then I stopped to think about it. And well, something kind of did happen. And my new expression seemed to give that away.


"Ben ... What happened?" Paige asked more seriously.


I glanced around at my friends. "I'd rather not talk about it, okay?"


"Sure man, whatever," Bert agreed immediately, like a good wingman, although he and Lynne exchanged a look. "Need a beer?"


"Nah," I replied, holding my hands up. "Still on duty. I get the impression that the froshlings could get out of hand any minute now."


My friends nodded their understanding, but now it was Paige and Kim exchanging a significant look. I was sure they'd respect my wishes to not talk about what happened with Sasha, but their curiosity was up, and I didn't know if they'd really let things go or if one or both of them might corner me before the night was over and start an inquisition. I figured that was unlikely, as Kim's M.O. was more to skulk behind the scenes to find out what she wanted to know rather than confront me directly, and Paige was separate enough from my daily life that she really wouldn't have an understanding of what had been going on between me and Sasha these past few weeks.


Turned out, both girls left me alone for the rest of the night, and as the post-midnight hours ticked on, the party began to wind down. After 2am, I went upstairs and changed back into regular clothing and then returned downstairs to grab a few big trash bags and start cleaning up. Bert, Lynne, Kim, and Paige followed my lead, and the remaining froshlings took the hint and began to make their exits.


A few minutes into the cleanup, DJ sauntered behind me with her trailing hand gliding up my arm and around my shoulders before she hugged me and went up onto her tip-toes to drape her chin over my neck. Squeezing my chest muscles from behind, she purred into my ear, "I'm drunk and horny. Take me to bed, superhero?"


As she did so, I noticed one froshling guy in particular giving me the stink-eye. In a low voice, I murmured, "You might want to be careful about the way you're holding me. Josh is eyeballing us."


"Forget Josh. He knows it's over."


I reached up and patted her cheek while stepping out from under her chin and turning around to face her. "There's a lot left to clean up, Deej," I said, hoisting the bag in my hand, half-full of red and blue solo cups, orange and black napkins, and various bits of food.


"But I want NOW," DJ whined, stamping her foot, the green Tinker Bell stiletto heel clomping off the wood floor. She glanced over to the bar where a froshling named Joe was tidying up bottles, his obvious muscles bulging in the caveman costume he was (barely) wearing. Jerking a thumb at him, she pouted, "Take me to my room or I'll ask HIM to."


I rolled my eyes and gestured for her to go ahead. "Fine. Whatever. Would actually make me feel better about our friendship knowing that you're not solely dependent on me for sexual gratification." I shrugged and turned my back on her, stooping to pick up more cups from one of the end tables.


But DJ caught my arm before I could grab one. Holding it firmly, she tugged until I stood upright again and faced her. There was moisture in her eyes as she frowned at me, saying, "Would you really want me to sleep with somebody else? Wouldn't you be jealous?"


I sighed. "Jealous? A little, sure. It's only natural for a guy to want every girl to save herself for him. You saying you weren't jealous when you sent Tammy and that guy up to my bedroom to interrupt me and Sasha?"


DJ's eyebrows popped. "Tammy what? I didn't send her to your room. I sent her to Kim's room. Up the stairs and first door on the left!"


Kim's room WAS on the left, mine on the right, and the bathroom in the middle. I blinked in surprise, and then furrowed my eyebrows. "So you didn't send Tammy up to interrupt me?"


DJ frowned. "Is that why you're giving me the cold shoulder? Because you think I cock-blocked you with Sasha?"


I grimaced, ready to say 'no' and yet not entirely sure of my answer. Really, whether or not DJ "cock-blocked" me was irrelevant. I still hadn't fully come to grips with my relationship with DJ, knowing how much we each cared about the other and yet unwilling to risk losing her friendship without being certain I was doing the right thing. We'd sort of fallen into a happy compromise of being fuck-buddies for the last month and change, neither of us talking about a romantic relationship and instead us both simply enjoying the pleasure of fucking. I didn't know who else she was banging, or even IF she was banging someone else, and I didn't really want to know. The jealous part of me wanted her all to myself, to wait around for me forever until I was ready. But the rational part of me would be happier knowing she wasn't keeping herself pure for me; at least that way, I wouldn't feel so guilty.


Despite all those thoughts, the real answer came to me: It had been a long, trying night, I was tired, and I just wasn't in the mood to be fucked around with. "No," I replied quite firmly. "It has nothing to do with Sasha. Just for once, I'd like a girl to cut out the bullshit manipulation. You want to threaten me with seducing Joe? I say fine, go for it. Meantime, I'm the only person here without a single drop of alcohol in my system, and I need to clean up this house, okay?"


DJ blinked in surprise, biting her lip and then looking away in shame. "I'm sorry," she replied quietly, suitably chagrined. "I didn't mean to threaten you. I just ... I just..."


I sighed. "You're used to getting your way."


She put on her best puppy-dog face and stepped a little closer to me, reaching out and taking my hands. "I was bluffing; I don't want Joe. I only want you. I only ever want you. I really am drunk, and I really am horny. So please? No bullshit manipulation. It's my Halloween party, and I want to end it with you. Please?"


I hesitated, and she squeezed my arm tighter.


"Please?" she repeated again, moisture forming in her sky blue eyes.


Gawd damn she was beautiful ... and sexy ... and innocent but yet naughty at the same time ... I absolutely melted beneath the intensity of desire on DJ's face, and with a sigh, I dropped the trash bag to the floor. "Okay. You win. I can finish the cleanup tomorrow."


The gorgeous, blonde, busty, 5'10"-plus-4-inch-heeled Tinker Bell beamed at me, tugging on my hands while leaning forward to seal her lips over mine. None of the people around us really paid much notice, except perhaps Josh. I think it was a pretty open secret by now that DJ was really into me. That supervolcano of a kiss knocked any thoughts of anyone else clear out of my head, so that she was the one and only girl on my mind. And dazed, it took me a moment to realize she'd stopped kissing me and instead was leading me by the hand toward her bedroom.


Once her door closed behind me, her lips were once again furiously attacking mine while her hands scrabbled at the hem of my T-shirt to pull it off. Seconds later, I was topless with my jeans around my ankles while my cock was imbedded nearly eight inches down her throat. And about a minute after that, I was flat on my back across DJ's bed, tracing my fingers around the frame of her gossamer Tinker Bell wings while she yanked the crotch of her soaked panties aside and sank her wet pussy down around my upright ... uh... Peter.


I made her keep the costume on. Guess I really do like to play pretend.





-- SATURDAY, OCTOBER 29, 2005, SENIOR YEAR --



In hindsight, I should have knocked. But in my defense, it was MY bedroom and there weren't any obvious noises coming through the door. But I didn't knock, and I DID go into my bedroom unannounced, so I had quite a shock in the morning when I walked in and found Bert and Lynne in the exact same cowgirl position DJ and I had started in last night, only neither of them was wearing a costume.


The pair stopped moving, and Bert's eyes popped open wide, but Lynne just looked at me over her shoulder and grinned. She watched me gawk at them for about ten seconds, making no attempt to cover her nudity before smirking at me and saying, "Ben, either get out or join in. Your pick."


The tone in her voice made it sound like her offer was genuine, but my poor little brain had been worked over too much these last few days. Blinking and shaking my head, I silently backed out and closed the door, only hearing the relatively quiet moans Lynne made during sex now that I was listening for them.


I had planned on taking a shower and changing clothes, but since my jeans and T-shirt were actually pretty clean from last night, I didn't really NEED to right now. Just then, the door behind me opened, and I spun around in surprise to see Paige, wearing just a borrowed baggy T-shirt and panties, give me a sleepy but friendly look.


"Hey, what are you doing up?" she asked before cocking her head and smiling at the sounds coming through my bedroom door. "Figured you'd be downstairs right about now doing the same thing with DJ that Bert and Lynne are doing in there."


I shrugged. "Nasty hangover. She's not really in the mood."


"Ah." Paige looked thoughtful for a moment, and then deciding something in her head, she reached out and pulled my hand. "Good time for you to come in then."


I resisted at first, stammering, "Look, I know you're horny but now's not really the time to--"


"I'm not dragging you in here for sex," Paige explained patiently before gesturing to the bed and closing the door. Kim sat upright on the bed giving me a shrug. Apparently she'd invited Paige to crash overnight with her instead of making the redhead sleep on the couch, a good thing since I noticed a couple of froshling girls had taken over both couches in the living room. If I hadn't ended up in DJ's room, I wondered where Bert and Lynne would have wound up crashing.


"Uh, then why DID you drag me in here? I was thinking to get cleaned up for the day and then work out breakfast for all of us."


"We've got time to figure out food later. Everybody's still asleep. But Kim and I were up talking about you – well, you and Sasha – and this is the perfect opportunity for us to get the real story."


I raised my eyebrows, looking at Kim. She smiled and shrugged her agreement. I sighed in resignation, letting Paige finally pull me the rest of the way until I joined them on the bed. "Sure you two wouldn't rather have a threesome?" I asked tiredly, glancing at Paige's bra-less breasts beneath the T-shirt (MY T-shirt, I realized when I got a good look at it) and at the gap between buttons of Kim's pajama top, which revealed a tantalizing glimpse of boob curve.


The girls gave each other significant looks, seeming to honestly consider it before smirking and shaking their heads. Then Paige, sitting cross-legged with her elbows on her knees and her chin resting on her folded hands, gave me a serious look. "So what happened between you and Sasha yesterday?"


"Nothing."


"Girls don't grab all their stuff and run out the front door when 'nothing' happens."


"Nothing happened. We didn't hook up, if that's what you're wondering."


"Clearly," Kim joined in. "You didn't have the time and more to the point, I've never heard of a girl running away from you AFTER the Big Ben Experience. They pretty much all lie there limp and completely satisfied."


I rolled my eyes. "Nothing happened."


"Please," Paige snorted derisively.


I sighed. "And even if something did, I'm not one to blab. This is between me and Sasha."


Kim gave me a thoughtful look, then stated, "So I'll bet that you two started to hook up, only one or both of you got cold feet and broke it off. Sasha got embarrassed and ran away. Am I right?"


I winced.


"I am, aren't I?" Kim continued.


I sighed, figuring I could tell them a little. I could trust both Paige and Kim to keep things from becoming public knowledge. And hell, maybe they could even help me figure this out. I certainly was confused enough as it was. "More or less."


"Who broke it off?" Paige asked excitedly. "You or her?"


"Her. No ... neither of us, really."


"Huh?"


I sighed. "She was coming on to me. I was resisting. She basically told me to shut up and then she kissed me. We started getting into it a bit, but then some drunk froshlings opened the door looking for a place to score and we got all flustered. Once the froshlings were gone and the door was closed, Sasha got all freaked out and she bolted. End of story."


Paige and Kim gave each other those significant looks again, and then Paige continued her line of questioning. "You DO know that she likes you, right?"


I screwed up my face. "How the hell would you know that? You're barely in Berkeley and you never even MEET Sasha most weeks."


"I told her," Kim explained.


I sighed. "Of course I know. But I also know that she doesn't want to like me. Says I'm a 'man-whore'. Don't think she considers that the best quality in a potential boyfriend."


"Do you like HER?" Paige asked.


"He does," Kim answered for me.


"Ex-cuse me." I glared at Kim, but she simply shrugged at me.


"He does," Kim repeated firmly.


"As a friend. We're just friends."


Kim gave Paige a serious look. "He likes her."


"KIM!" I barked, and she bowed her head and went silent.


Paige thought it over. "So she likes you, you like her ... What's the problem?"


"He's not over Dawn," Kim explained.


"KIM!" I barked even louder, and only now did she shrink and blush apologetically.


"You're not?" Paige wondered. "Oh, I guess that makes sense. It's only been what ... five months?"


Kim looked ready to answer, but I shot her a harsh look that silenced her. Master or not anymore, the old habits were still there. But after a moment's thought, and with a long sigh, I closed my eyes, rubbed my forehead, and gestured for my one-time submissive to go ahead.


Smiling, Kim explained helpfully, "Five months since the breakup, but only two months since Dawn actually left to go on her sabbatical, remember?"


"Oh, right," Paige said with a nod. "But is that really it? You're still waiting for Dawn? Is that why you haven't hooked up with DJ, either? I mean, really hooked up, not just a 'hookup'."


I sighed, still with my eyes closed and still rubbing my forehead. "It's ... complicated."


"With you, it always is."


I got up off the bed then, walking over to one of the windows. There were two of them, one facing the backyard and the other toward our neighbor's house. And I looked out through both of them before finally pacing back to the foot of the bed and looking at Paige and Kim. Both waited for me patiently, Paige still sitting cross-legged and Kim now with one knee up and both arms wrapped around it.


"I..." I began hesitantly before committing myself to this train of thought and then finishing, "I think I really need to move on from Dawn. I love her. I think I'll always love her, no matter what how much she hurt me in the past. There's something her dad told me, that we've got twenty-one years of history behind us, and nothing's ever going to change that. That's not to say that I should simply wait for her because I loved her for twenty-one years, or for however many of those years I was capable of love. But neither is that time a complete sunk cost that I can just put behind me and completely ignore."


I took a deep breath, the girls listening attentively.


"If and when she comes back, I can evaluate where in my life I'm at and where and how she'll fit into it. I'll owe her that much at least. But I can't put the rest of my life on hold just in case she comes back to me. I've got to move on, move forward, I know that. The thing is, I'm deathly afraid of making the wrong move."


I went silent for a long few seconds, and then Paige asked, "What would be the 'wrong' move?"


I screwed up my face. "Rebounding? Losing myself in a new relationship because I'm feeling lonely?"


"You don't sound so sure."


I furrowed my eyebrows. "The thing is, I'm hyper-aware of rebounding, given that I've done it in my past. I feel like I'm so cautious about it that I almost can't rebound, that even if I started a relationship with someone new, that I wouldn't move too fast and that I'd deliberately keep things moving slow just to make sure I didn't lose my head."


"That's good," Kim said sagely.


I rolled my eyes. "Like you have a wealth of romantic experience?"


She blinked at me before replying evenly, "I know what I want, and what I don't want. And I know what I understand, and what I don't."


I sighed. "I want to believe that if I did start dating again, that it wouldn't be because of a rebound."


"You probably can," Kim stated with such conviction that I was reassured. I did believe her. But then she added, "But that doesn't necessarily mean you SHOULD start a new relationship."


"No, it doesn't," I agreed. "Because of WHOM I'd be starting a relationship with."


Paige cocked her head. "Sasha? Or DJ?"


I sighed and gave her a sardonic smile. "Yes," I answered.


Her eyebrows rose at that.


Kim gave me an appraising look. "The fact that you can't even narrow down exactly which of the two you want to be with does not bode well, unless you're planning to try dating both of them at once."


Paige snorted. "Look how well that turned out the times you tried it before." She gestured both to herself and to Kim.


"I care about both of them, but very differently."


"That's how it always is," Paige replied. "But which ONE do you care about MORE?"


"It's not that simple. I don't really know what a relationship with DJ would be like – I mean a REAL one and not the high school fling we had. And yet given what I know about her, and how I feel about her, I think that if we had the chance to grow and bond, DJ and I could be married and happily ever after for the rest of our lives. But..." I sighed, shaking my head.


"But..." Paige led me impatiently.


"But a relationship with her could only work if I was 100% certain my feelings for Dawn wouldn't come between us. They're sisters. It would be a disaster if I got together with DJ and started building a life together, only to find that I still had feelings for her older sister. And like I said before, I'm just not entirely sure I'm ready to put Dawn completely behind me yet."


"And Sasha?"


"I don't even know where to begin with Sasha. She's new. She's unknown. She's beautiful, and she seems to really like me. Being with her would be a completely fresh start, a chance to find love without any of the complications from my past. Yeah, she's got this hang-up about my reputation, but that's the old me. I get the distinct impression that if I could just reassure her that my 'Big Ben' days are behind me, she'd totally be willing to be with me."


"ARE your Big Ben days behind you?" Kim asked critically.


"I think so. Yeah."


"Then why haven't you reassured her?"


"Because if I do, then I'm telling her I want to be with her." I answered with a sigh. "But I don't want to get her hopes up, because I'm still not sure if I'm ready to be in a relationship with anybody."


"Well then the answer seems obvious," Paige said brightly. "Don't date either of them and keep fucking ME as often as humanly possible."


"Paige," I growled.


"Poo," she replied, albeit with a twinkle in her eye and a smirk on her face.


"Actually, I think she's right," Kim replied seriously. Then she added, "About not dating either of them, at least. The how often you fuck part is really up to you two."


Paige giggled again.


Taking a deep breath and pitching my head back, I stretched my arms behind my back and really felt my muscles expand. A rush of sensation coursed through my limbs, and when I exhaled and let my body contract, I felt like my head had become a little clearer. "Don't date either of them. I'm not ready for that sort of thing yet."


"No, you're not," Kim agreed with me.


"Thanks, girls. I don't think anything was said that I didn't know already for myself, but it really helped to have them said out loud." I chuckled.


"Anytime," Paige said with a smile.


"Always here for you," Kim reassured me.


I grinned and returned to the bed, opening my arms and inviting both girls to come in for a chaste hug. Paige giggled as she gleefully wrapped herself against my side, while Kim more sedately leaned in for a comforting pat. I sighed and squeezed them both, thinking about how much better it was to have a real discussion with friends I could trust rather than getting mixed up in some schizophrenic self-conversation.


Hey man. It's MPD: Multiple-Personality Disorder, remember?



Shut up you.


At that point I released my grip on both girls. Paige remained snuggled up tight against me, but Kim slipped off the bed and stood up, going over to the dresser and pulling out a plain white bra. I watched as she unbuttoned her pajama top with her back to me, and feeling my gaze, she paused her action and glanced back at me with a curious smile on her face.


I merely let my eyebrows rise up a bit, an innocent expression on my face as I made it clear I wasn't going to avert my eyes, and felt no shame in doing so.


Smirking, Kim turned to face me before sliding her pajama top off her shoulders, thrusting her modest but naked bosom toward me. Her dark nipples crinkled and stiffened in the cool air, and her proud smile matched my own. But then she removed her breasts from view by rather economically putting on the bra and re-donning her pajama top over it. And with a few twists of her wrists, she was buttoned up and presentable.


"I'll make breakfast," Kim announced while going to the door, and then her eyes darted down to my crotch where Paige's questing hand had just discovered that Kim's mini-strip had put some lead back into my pencil. "I'm sure you two can keep yourselves occupied for ... oh ... fifteen minutes?"


By now, Paige had unfastened my jeans and pulled down the zipper. Her hand ducked beneath the waistband of my boxers, and she delicately adjusted my newly forming erection so that it pointed up toward my belly button. "Better make it twenty," she replied without looking at Kim.


"Twenty minutes it is," Kim agreed before she left. "Don't be too late, or the straggler froshlings may eat it all."


Paige couldn't reply anymore. Her mouth was busy elsewhere.





-- MONDAY, OCTOBER 31, 2005, SENIOR YEAR --



Even though today was Halloween, and there were a few people milling about the campus in costume, it really didn't feel like Halloween. All of the important parties had taken place over the weekend, and the morning trek up the bleak, near-empty fog-bound hill had felt more like a morning hangover than the day of celebration itself.


In keeping with that theme, it seemed that a third of my morning's class failed to show up, despite it being an 11am course. Even Bert had failed to show, and I wondered whether he had slept in at home and missed his BART, or if he'd slept in at Lynne's place instead.


The prof sensed the lack of excitement this Monday morning and he kept the lecture light. It passed by uneventfully, and when it was over I bolted along with everyone else. Monday routine had Bert and I heading out for lunch somewhere and then milling around the campus until our next classes, but without my wingman and nothing to do for two hours, I was thinking about heading home to cook something and chill out on the couch instead.


"Hey Ben! Wait up!"


Hearing the familiar voice, I picked my head up and swiveled around. No, Bert hadn't arrived late just to keep me company or anything. Instead, it was someone whose voice had me simultaneously excited and anxious. I'd really wanted to talk to her, after all, but she hadn't returned my phone calls on either Saturday or Sunday.


Sasha jogged toward me from the Cheit Hall lobby, apparently having come specifically to meet me since I knew her schedule and knew she didn't have a class just now. As usual, her clothes were baggy, colorless, and unflattering. But there was a pronounced bounce in her chest area that could not be hidden, and the sexual creature inside me sighed to remember the sensation of those large, round orbs being squished against my equally bare chest while simultaneously groaning to remember that despite the situation, I had not gotten the opportunity to actually feel those puppies in my hands.


Shaking aside the lustful thoughts, I concentrated on my rational brain's excitement at seeing her, and especially at seeing the expression on her face. Absent was the haunted look of regret that had covered her face just before she'd bolted from my bedroom. In its place was a genuine smile, albeit with a tightness that betrayed her own anxiety in seeing me again as well. Not surprising, since the last time we'd seen each other we'd both been half-naked with our tongues stuck in each other's mouth. And then there was the aforementioned running away.


"Heyyy," I greeted warmly, although cautiously, as she approached and slowed down.


To my surprise and pleasure, Sasha bypassed any further verbal greeting and instead wrapped me up in a hug. I felt the anxiety slide off my shoulders like so much dead weight before realizing that I'd actually dropped my messenger bag to the floor as I hugged her back.


A moment later, she stepped back, breathing deeply. She glanced to my sides before returning to my eyes, asking, "Where's Bert?"


"You got me," I replied. "Didn't show up for class. I was just about to text him."


"Oh." The smile on Sasha's face gave away her relief at this new development. "Do you have any lunch plans?"


"Food? No. Company? I think I'm now set." I crooked my elbow, and she immediately looped her arm through mine.


We hadn't said a word about Friday night just yet, but already I was feeling better.





After everything that had happened to us, you'd think the LAST place Sasha and I would end up alone together was my bedroom, and yet that's exactly where we went. Both of us clearly wanted to talk about Friday night, but neither of us wanted to broach the subject while still on campus. We discussed food options south of Bancroft while walking in that general direction, without coming to any real consensus. But when I suggested just cooking something for her at my place, she jumped at the opportunity. Privacy was the priority of the day.


Even so, the conversation was light as she hung around the kitchen, if you consider discussion of a stripper's evening to be light. Having skipped Friday night to come to our party, Sasha went back to work Saturday and Sunday and she regaled me with sordid tales of fat, greasy men who had a hard time keeping their hands to themselves. I remarked about feeling that Nocturne wasn't that kind of place, especially in comparison to the more glitzy clubs. Sasha told me those kinds of guys were everywhere, even at Nocturne. But she also told me about a starched-shirt middle-aged couple who'd gotten a private dance from her and ended up nearly fucking each other in the private room.


The conversation about cold, soulless sex had the unintended effect of killing any chance of a romantic mood developing, which actually worked out for the best. Sasha was able to tell me about her days (nights?), and neither of us had to worry about sexual tension. So when we finished with our lunch and Sasha asked if we could talk in my bedroom, I knew it was purely for an even more comfortable sense of privacy and not because she was thinking about jumping me again.


I still made sure to lock the door, just in case one of my roommates stopped by. I was especially worried about DJ barging in looking for a quickie, as had happened more than once in the last month or so. THAT would certainly kill my conversation with Sasha and fast. But nobody bothered us for the hour that we were there, and the conversation that followed did much to put my mind at ease regarding our friendship.


"I was drunk and horny," Sasha explained a few minutes in. She was sitting in the same armchair, her right heel on the seat cushion while she wrapped her arm around the upraised knee. Although covered by jeans and a baggy sweater with sleeves long enough to extend well past her wrists, there was something casually pretty about the way she held her cheek in her left palm and smiled at me. "I really wasn't thinking clearly when I came onto you."


"Despite assuring me quite plainly that you were buzzed and happy, but not incapacitated."


"Psht," Sasha snorted. "Leave it to the drunk girl to assure the sober guy that she's not drunk. Let's see if THAT stands up in court." I popped my eyebrows in surprise and Sasha immediately started laughing. "Relax. I'm not gonna sue you for attempted rape."


I wiped my brow over-dramatically. "Whew, that's a relief."


She giggled and gave me a rueful grin. "The thing is: I haven't had sex since Rod. And if you'll remember me telling you, we didn't have sex for more than a month before we broke up. So it's been a really, really long time for me."


Not sure what to say to that, I arched an eyebrow and said uncertainly, "Uh, I'm sorry?"


Sasha chuckled and rubbed her forehead. "Not your fault. Thing is, I was never someone who thought sex was all that important. Probably why it took so long to lose my virginity. I watched my friends in high school obsess about it frontwards and backwards until it consumed their every waking thought, but I just couldn't understand why it was such a big deal. Even when I finally gave it up to Rod, I found that sex was nice, but not ... well ... still not such a big deal. Over the last four years, I enjoyed having sex well enough with Rod, but we weren't screwing like bunnies every chance we got or anything."


I merely shrugged.


"But now, having gone without it for so long? Well, you know what they say about not missing something until you don't have it anymore. For that last month before we broke up, I didn't miss sex at all, too caught up by the deterioration of our relationship. And the first week after I was just fine, more broken up by the ... uh ... break-up, than anything else. But then I started to get a little antsy. I started to miss things." Sasha's voice trailed off, and she stared into the distance for a moment before flashing me a subtle grin. "I started to fantasize."


I arched an eyebrow, my head thinking it but my mouth unwilling to say it.


I didn't have to. Sasha shrugged and said, "Yes, I started fantasizing about you. You've got a reputation, Mr. Big Ben. And it's a well-deserved one from what I've heard."


"Rumors are--"


"It's more than just rumor," she cut me off. "And you well know it. The proof is in the reviews. You're like a best seller on Amazon with a five star rating and too many glowing comments to fit on one page."


I blushed, wondering where she was going with this. "That stuff is all behind me. I'm not a one man wrecking crew anymore."


"The pattern of activity may be over, but the skill isn't something that's forgotten. And the thing is: I'm very, VERY curious to experience that for myself firsthand."


I started to say something, but Sasha forestalled my response with a hand palm out. She sat up straight, dropping her right foot onto the floor beside her left. And holding both hands in her lap, she gave me a frank look.


"But despite that, despite the fantasies and the physical attraction I have for you, we are NOT going to hook up." She tilted her head forward and raised her eyebrows, staring at me intently to make sure I understood what she was saying.


But I didn't. Blinking, I took a deep breath and then screwed up my face. "I'm afraid I'm going to have to pull the 'dense male' card. I feel like I'm getting mixed signals from you, and I don't know what to make of them."


"I like you. I like you a LOT. I feel like I can trust you, probably obvious since I've already told you so much of my personal history, not to mention my sordid little sex life. You've been my friend, really one of my only friends ever since the break-up with Rod. And that's important to me."


I gave her a curious look. "So you're saying we won't hook up because you value me more as a friend than as a potential lover?"


Sasha thought about that. "Well, kinda yeah. But it really is more than that."


"Okayyy..." I mumbled, still not totally understanding.


"I put a lot of thought into this, and went back and forth a lot of times about what I wanted to do about these feelings I have for you."


"You have feelings for me?"


She gave me a sideways look. "You gonna try and say you don't have feelings for ME?"


I blushed and averted my eyes, but recovered quickly and fixed her with a confident stare. "Yes, I do. But you're right, we shouldn't hook up."


"Because of Dawn."


I shook my head. "Because of ME. I'm at a crossroads in my life, and I'm not ready for a relationship. I don't think you are, either."


Now it was Sasha's turn to shake her head as if I didn't understand. "I'm not talking about a relationship. I would be rebounding, you've got your issues ... No, neither of us is any shape for a relationship. That's a given. But what I WANT, and what I suspect you want as well even if you won't admit it to yourself, is to hook up."


My eyebrows went up. "You mean like--"


"I mean like fucking," Sasha explained with heat in her words that belied the sweet smile on her face. Her lips pulled up and I could swear her teeth had somehow sharpened.


I took a deep breath, visions of the two of us intertwined while our sweaty, naked bodies rubbed and bumped and thrust and clenched and ... I had to take another deep breath and look away.


Then Sasha turned her head and her expression was suddenly gone, taking most of the sexual tension away with it. She sighed and pulled both feet up onto the seat cushion, holding both knees over her chest. Setting her chin down on top of a kneecap, she murmured almost mournfully, "It would be really nice to have a casual sex relationship with you. I already know from watching that you can screw around with somebody without it becoming either weird OR clingy. I'm desperately horny, I've only ever been with one guy in my whole life, and you're at the top of my wish list to be number two. Part of it is the reputation and part of it is because of the naughty thrill of you being my friend. But I've never been one to let my hormones rule my actions. I'm torn, I really am torn over this, but my brain tells me hooking up with you is a bad, bad idea."


"Because I'm a 'man-whore'?"


She shook her head. "Not even that."


"Then why?"


"Don't you already know?" Sighing, she raised an elbow onto the armrest and planted the side of her head against her palm. Twisting in her seat, she folded her legs to the same side so that her shins lay across the cushion with her feet dangling off the edge. Despite the unflattering clothes, her pose and her smile and the way her hair draped over her hand made my heart flutter. For whatever reasons, I liked this girl.


And that was the answer. "Because we wouldn't stop at casual," I stated wearily. "This isn't just lust we're talking about here, we both have feelings."


"Feelings I don't trust to be entirely genuine, given my recent break-up. And let's face it, I've only ever had one serious relationship, so it's not like I'm all that experienced with dealing with these rebound emotions. Kissing you Friday night was the most thrilling thing I've done since ... since ... I can't remember. Having someone bust through the door scared the crap out of me, but not because we'd gotten 'caught'. Despite your reputation, I wasn't worried what people might think of me; if that were the case, I wouldn't still be your friend. I wasn't even freaked about how close we came to having sex. Like I said, I WANT that part to happen."


"But it won't."


Sasha shook her head. "I freaked because we nearly crossed that line. Maybe we even already crossed it and I just haven't realized it yet, but after arguing with myself all weekend, I figure that idea is just wishful thinking to give myself an excuse to throw myself at you and say 'fuck the consequences'. But that's not me. I think things through, and as much as my heart wants to believe we could make it, and as much as my body wants to be pinned beneath yours while you work your Sex God magic on me, my head knows it would ruin our friendship. My head knows we'd make a bad couple right now. And in the end, I'd lose you."


Sasha took a deep breath, looking at me with the same haunted look of regret that crossed her face when she ran away Friday night. And with her lower lip quivering, she finished, "I don't want to lose you."


"Me, neither." I slipped off my chair and went to my knees on the floor in front of her. Laying my hand on one of her legs, I gave her a reassuring smile that told her we were in complete agreement.


"You're okay with this?" she still asked, just to be sure. "I mean, I don't want to come off as a prick tease, making out with you one night just to give you the cold shoulder the next."


I smiled ruefully. "Well you didn't answer my calls over the weekend..."


"I'm sorry about that."


"It's okay. I get it. I had some soul searching of my own to do. But you're right: we're better off just as friends right now."


She nodded, but then frowned and gave me a funny look. "Okay, that was way too easy."


I popped my eyebrows. "Easy?"


"You're not supposed to be like this. I'm here confessing how badly I want a Big Ben Experience and you're totally cool with going back to Square One? I kinda expected to have to talk you down from wanting to mount me." Sasha then gave me a rather nervous look. "Or... shit ... You don't even WANT to mount me, do you? Please ignore everything I just said. Here I am, assuming you've been lusting after me when for more than a year you've done nothing but keep your hands off and--"


"Heyyy..." I cut her off, rubbing her leg.


"No, no. I'm an idiot. It's all in my head, my ego, thinking the hot shot Sex God wants ME of all people when you've got a wicked hot vixen like DJ throwing herself at you every time I see her and Paige ... I still don't know exactly what the deal is between you and Paige, but something tells me it's not entirely chaste. And ... ah, shit. I'm sorry. I-- WHAT THE???"


This time, I wasn't rubbing her leg. Having rolled my eyes as Sasha continued rambling, I short-circuited her monologue by doing what the sexual creature inside had wanted to do for a long time now ... I grabbed her boobs. And I didn't just grab Sasha's boobs, I snaked my hands underneath that baggy sweater and before she'd even realized it, sneaked my fingers beneath her bra cups as well so that I FINALLY got to hold those magnificent melons in my bare palms, her erect nipples trapped in the clefts of my index and middle fingers while I went 'honka-honka' to my heart's content.


"BEN!?!" Sasha screeched, batting at my hands until I reluctantly pulled them out and then sat back on my heels.


Giving her a sardonic grin, I shrugged and said, "Your ego can feel redeemed. Rest assured, I've wanted to nail you for a LONG time, okay?"


Scandalized, Sasha wrapped both arms across her chest protectively looking at me like I'd just grown a penis out of my forehead. But a moment later, she barked out laughing so hard that she had to wipe a few tears from her eyes thirty seconds later.


"I like you," I said seriously, a patient moment after she'd re-collected herself. "But you're right: Neither of us is ready for a relationship, and casual just wouldn't work between us. I agree with you. For now, at least, it's best that we're just friends."


"Just friends," she agreed, before glancing down at her chest and squirming a little in her seat. "For now..."


I arched an eyebrow at that last bit.


Planting her cheek against her palm, she let her eyes rove up and down my body dreamily with a sigh. "Well ... a girl can fantasize, anyway..."


"Two can play that game," I replied as I let my own eyes ogle away, recalling from memory the way she'd look on stage without any clothes on.


She laughed and then glanced at the clock on my wall. "Shit. We'd better get to class."





-- NOVEMBER 2005, SENIOR YEAR --



Pain suddenly blossomed in my right hand. I jerked upright in my chair, gritting my teeth as I realized just in time that I probably shouldn't scream in a filled classroom. With wide eyes, I looked down at my hand, half-expecting to find it severed at the wrist with blood spurting out of it like a fountain.


But my hand was still attached. And there was no blood. There was a little black ink on the back of my hand, relatively centered although perhaps shading a bit toward the left. And Sasha was just removing her ball-point pen, the sharp conical metal tip gleaming like a surgical instrument.


"Thank you, Sasha," Professor Isakova said smartly while leaning over the table in front of me with raised eyebrows and a pointed expression.


"Really, Benjamin. I would have thought having you in an afternoon class would have cured these little spells."


"Did you just tell Sasha to--?" I sputtered in outrage for a moment before finally recognizing exactly where I was and how many fellow students were around me. Blinking fast, I grimaced and sagged back into my chair while fighting off the last dregs of my impromptu nap, mumbling a feeble, "Sorry, ma'am."


Viktoriya gave me a bemused smile, and then raised her eyebrows briefly before turning and continuing her lecture. I knew enough about her expressions to recognize the innuendo in her eyebrows, surmising that my current state of exhaustion was likely due to physical exhaustion from overwhelming sexual exertion.


Well, she was right about the physical exhaustion, but not the type of exertion. Well, not entirely about the type of exertion.


It started with dinner on Monday night. Per usual for a post-Isakova class, my project team followed me home for a meal and socializing before going our separate ways. Because of our "talk" that afternoon about being just friends, Sasha and I had found a new level of comfort around each other, and we wound up flirting quite outrageously pretty much from the moment we met up just before class. Bert and Kim (and quite a few other people) couldn't help but notice, but that didn't really stop us. Sasha and I both knew it would never go anywhere, and that freedom from tension really let us both let our hair down.


For example, there was a moment when I had just sat down on the couch, book in hand with every intention of getting some actual studying done. But that idea flew out the window accompanied by a rather girlish shriek of pain from yours truly, and I whipped my body away from the frozen toes Sasha had snuck underneath my shirt and against my side. "Holy shit, Sasha!" I complained in reaction.


"But my feet are cold!" she whimpered with an overly dramatic pout.


I started to say something about that not being my problem, but her pout deepened and she gave me puppy dog eyes that would have put Brooke to shame. I probably helped that Sasha's irises were bigger to begin with, and my heart melted at the same time my chivalrous instincts rose to the fore.


"Fine," I grumped and then steeled myself as Sasha slipped her popsicle toes back underneath my shirt, grimacing as the spine-tingling sensation crawled up my warm, sensitive skin. Once in, I turned to her and arched an eyebrow, sarcastically asking, "Better?"


"Much," she chirped happily.


I'm not sure how she did it, but within two minutes she had me actually massaging her feet, my book forgotten. And her giggles only increased when I bent over and nipped at her toes with my teeth.


To my surprise, Brooke and DJ decided to join us for dinner that night. It wasn't that it was unusual for them to come, just unexpected. It was easy enough to accommodate two extra mouths to feed, but on this particular day, it was Kim who was making the food, not me. I was busy on the couch still flirting with Sasha while Bert hunted and pecked for any opportunity to get a word in edgewise, until he just gave up and told us to get a room while going into the kitchen to see if Kim wanted any help.


Kim didn't (natch), but it was while he was in there that Brooke and DJ arrived. Brooke went straight to her room to dump her backpack, but DJ stopped short in the archway to gawk at me and Sasha, understandable since we'd started a tickle fight three seconds before, and I chose to believe her shapely boobs were NOT off-limits.


Sasha and I settled down once we realized we had an audience, and Bert returned as well. So DJ finally went and dumped her pack, joining all of us in the living room as Sasha and I toned things down quite a bit.


Seats at the dining table were always a bit of musical chairs, entirely dependent upon who was in attendance with no real designated "spots", apart from the head chef usually getting the chair closest to the kitchen. I wound up between Sasha and DJ along one three-chair side of our 8-person table, and while Sasha seemed content to chat and giggle with me, DJ rather subtly kept her left hand out of view, hidden by the table cloth.


I felt the hair on the back of my neck stand on edge when DJ started rubbing my thigh, and had to cough to cover a grunt of surprise two minutes later when she slid her hand over my crotch. Thankfully, things didn't go any farther right then, but she'd succeeded in getting my attention.


Everyone "studied" together for the next hour before it was time for Bert and Sasha to catch their trains. It was a little late, actually, and I volunteered to drop them off. Sasha claimed shotgun, and a couple of minutes later when I pulled over to the curb, we got caught up in our goodbyes for long enough that Bert kicked Sasha's chair from behind and sulked, "Just KISS him already and let's get going!"


THAT led to Sasha and I almost embarrassingly trying to explain that we were just friends for another full minute, and Bert very nearly DID miss his train. But I later learned that everyone got home on time and in one piece, so it all worked out in the end.


I found the house empty upon my return. Kim had most likely left to spend the evening with her other friends, as usual. Brooke and DJ were no doubt off to Vivian Wang's house, or so I thought. Turned out that Brooke had indeed taken off, but DJ met me in my bedroom wearing the black Berkeley Krav Maga T-shirt I usually wore to my training sessions, and nothing else. I didn't really have time for a full cowabunga before class, but DJ wasn't letting me leave until she got a belly full of cum. I gave her what she wanted before stripping the shirt off her so I could get to training, but the mere sight of her kneeling before me completely naked with creamy white spunk leaking from the corners of her mouth, down her chin, and dripping onto her 34DD tits made me think twice, and the next thing I knew she was flat on her back across my bed with her ankles crossed behind my neck while I pounded her silly until I squirted a second load of cum into her cunt (just like she'd planned).


I was late to Krav Maga, of course, and those of you who know real martial arts studios know that there are penalties for tardiness. The point is: between my punishment and the actual workout itself, by the time I got home my body was so sore that there was nothing DJ could do to get me to fuck her again.


Of course, that didn't stop HER from fucking ME. The girl can suck a golf ball through a garden hose, and all she needed from me was an upright cock. I lay there and let her use me like a living dildo, not doing any work whatsoever. But my aching abs still hurt a helluva lot more well after she got her internal combustion and left my room.


Tuesday didn't give me a whole lot of respite. I had to get up early for my morning class, and then I was so exhausted that I went home and took a power nap at 11. But the insatiable nymphomaniac that is DJ Evans woke me from my slumber with my dick in her mouth, and she was still blowing me when Paige walked through the door for HER regular Tuesday shagging.


Now this may seem hard to believe, given how long I'd known both girls and how big a part of my life they each were, but Paige and DJ had never actually had sex with each other. After all, Paige had really been around during my freshman and sophomore years while DJ was still in high school, and even this year, Paige was only at the house during the mid-day on Tuesdays while DJ was typically hanging out with her friends.


But that's not to say the two girls didn't know each other, or that they hadn't already learned that they were my primary fuck buddies this semester. It didn't take much effort for DJ to convince Paige to share this afternoon, especially since it had been a LONG time since my screaming redhead had felt the touch of another woman on her petite, firecracker body.


Still pretty tired and sore from the previous night, I let the girls work me over. Paige took over giving me the blowjob while DJ undressed her, showering the older girl with little skin-kisses and compliments despite the redhead's protests about never getting her figure back since giving birth. DJ also started fingering Paige, quickly getting her wet and horny enough to rather hurriedly climb onto the bed and mount me. And it was while Paige rode me cowgirl that DJ circled around, began nursing at one of the redhead's swollen teats, and got a heck of a surprise when breastmilk squirted into her mouth.


At first, DJ's eyes just popped open in shock at what she tasted. But seconds later, DJ went NUTS. She actually tackled Paige off my body, hungrily going after more breastmilk she was so turned on by the mental concept. Two fingers slid into Paige's snatch to replace my lost cock, and her left hand rubbed and fondled so aggressively that the redhead didn't seem to mind that she was no longer riding me, simply moaning and clutching DJ's blonde head to her bosom.


On the other hand, I no longer had a warm, wet pussy wrapped around my willie, and despite my aching muscles I found a second wind. DJ's ass was up in the air as she bent over on all fours, and I took the implied invitation by grabbing her hips and ramming myself into her from behind. The three of us then fucked for most of the afternoon, right up until Paige and I had to leave for class and despite the fact that DJ had a 1pm she was missing right now.


Paige got to slurp out the creampie I deposited in DJ's sodden snatch while they sixty-nined. Then it was Paige's turn to re-ride her favorite thrill attraction, going reverse cowgirl on the edge of the bed while DJ knelt between our legs and licked her clit. The busty blonde yanked me out of the redhead's pussy at the last moment, letting me fill up her mouth until her cheeks bulged. And then she stood up to snowball my load back into a still orgasming Paige's gaping mouth.


To finish up our afternoon, the girls gave me one of my favorite fantasies, lubing up both their assholes and then parking on all fours side-by-side. Forget muscle pains, I hammered them both as hard as I could switching back and forth, giving both of them orgasm after orgasm while they also reached across and diddled each other's clit.


Finally, it was DJ who tapped out first, crying her last climax and then flopping onto her back to pant in exhaustion. That's when I wrapped my arm around Paige's waist and lifted her, my cock still almost eight inches up her rectum, and then planted her face-down on top of DJ, only with her still milk-filled breasts right above the blonde sophomore's face.


Paige squealed her climax while squirting melon-flavored baby-food into DJ's mouth, right around the same time I plugged up her anal chute with cream-flavored baby-making batter. We then only had ten minutes or so to hastily rinse off in the shower and get re-dressed before rushing back to class. And Tuesday wasn't even over yet.


Bert and I had decided to make regular visits to the basketball court Tuesday evenings, so despite my Krav Maga aching muscles, and despite my sex-depleted energy levels, I played my ass off trying to win and satisfy my competitive desire. Coming home, I found that DJ was FINALLY satiated and willing to give me a simple kiss before rubbing her sore ass and heading to bed. But she had a knowing smirk and a twinkle in her eye as she did so, and I found out why when I went into my bedroom.


See, Brooke was lying on my bed, wearing sexy lingerie and with two fingers frigging inside her panties for a few extra seconds before she pulled them out and made me watch her lick them clean. I was tired, and I needed sleep. But my little sister complained that it had been far too long since I paid HER any attention, and I really couldn't disappoint her, could I?


So Brooke kept me up until after three in the morning, although to be fair I'm pretty sure I fell asleep from 2 to 2:30, after which Brooke woke me up and rolled me on top of her for one last go. And wouldn't you know it? DJ woke us both up by sticking my cock in her mouth just this morning, and since I didn't have class until 11, well, the girls decided to put that time to pretty good use.


So THAT'S why I fell asleep in Isakova's Wednesday afternoon class. Yeah, I was physically exhausted, but it wasn't entirely sex-related.


Not entirely...





Apparently my afternoon siesta during Isakova's class refreshed me more than I would have thought, because I was feeling pretty chipper as my project team packed up our bags and headed home. Perhaps I was enjoying the pleasant company of good friends, especially since Sasha was flirting with me for most of the walk. But I also think it had something to do with the gurgle of hunger in my stomach and the prospect of a delicious dinner I'd been looking forward to all day.


See, Brooke and DJ had informed me they would be making my mother's meatloaf, accompanied by steamed vegetables and their own scalloped potatoes. Actually, it was BOTH our mothers' meatloaf, a recipe perfected since college by the two women collectively, and I could almost smell it already. I really didn't know why we didn't make it more often, but my calorie-depleted body craved the comfort food, and now that the appointed hour approached I found myself walking a little faster than usual.


"Slow down, Speedy," Sasha called as she reached out and grabbed my hand, physically slowing me down. I hadn't started running or anything, but I was outpacing my friends.


"Hrm. Grog need meat," I grunted while patting my belly with my off-hand, letting Sasha slow me down. And when she didn't let go of my hand immediately, I shot her a look with raised eyebrows.


Sasha blushed and gave my hand a squeeze before finally releasing it, and then Bert came up on my other side, slipping his hand into mine and giving it a squeeze. When I jerked my head around in surprise, he made a kissy face and batted his eyelashes. So I promptly stiff-armed him into the bushes.


There were no more incidents before we reached the house. Brooke and DJ were already at work in the kitchen, and we four Seniors quickly dumped our bags, pulled out our study materials, and then pointedly ignored the texts while striking up fresh conversation.


At some point, Kim disappeared into the kitchen to help out the girls, but I was distracted dropping sexual innuendoes into my dialogue with Sasha. We were seated quite close together, our knees touching and smiling too broadly to be totally innocent. Right about then I started to realize just how far she and I were pushing things, and I turned around to try and bring Bert back into the conversation when a blonde bombshell suddenly dropped herself into my lap, tilted my head back, and planted a supervolcanic kiss right on my mouth.


It was a meaty kiss, and I really mean it. My eyes closed automatically at the touch of DJ's lips against mine, but they popped open a second later at the taste she was feeding me. Apparently she'd had a chunk of meatloaf in her mouth, a glob she had now finished transferring to me. Pulling back, she smirked and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. "Well, whaddaya think? Just right?"


Figuring I could just roll with it, I chewed a bit and then swallowed thoughtfully. And when I was done, I looked up at her and smiled. "Perfect."


DJ beamed, and I patted her on the butt until she slipped off my lap and returned to the kitchen. Since I'd already turned to face Bert, the first thing I saw was his head rotating to follow the sway of her ass as she walked away. But when I glanced back at Sasha, her eyes were entirely on me.


"You know, I've been meaning to ask you," she said quietly, although there was a flash of danger in her dark eyes. "Exactly what is your relationship with DJ?"


I thought about it for a half-second before explaining, "We're friends."


"Just friends?"


"Well, we're not dating or in a relationship or anything."


"Are you fucking her?"


"Umm..." I began, pulling back in surprise that she'd just asked me that question point blank. "That's not really the sort of thing we talk about."


"But are you? Ben, just level with me. Please?"


I blinked quickly, doing my best to read Sasha's face. I really DID like this girl, and while a part of me suggested that I lie to her in order to keep Sasha's favor, the bigger part of me knew she suspected the truth anyway. And besides, it's not like Sasha and I were going to start our own relationship. We'd agreed that to do so would be a bad idea, so it wasn't like I'd be cheating on her or otherwise preventing us from hooking up. At the same time, I glanced back at Bert, who had figured out that DJ and I were occasionally knocking boots last year. He shrugged and nodded to me.


"Well ... yeah," I said finally. "It's not something we're really hiding; but at the same time, we're not trying to make it public knowledge, either."


Sasha's eyebrows furrowed at my admission, and her lips pursed. She seemed to be turning it over in her head, and just at that moment, DJ decided to return. I was pretty sure she'd heard that exchange, and just in case Sasha had any lingering doubts, DJ decided to drop herself back into my lap and snuggled her face against my cheek.


"We're friends – intimate friends," DJ explained with a toothy smile before once again sealing her lips over mine. But this time, I felt like she was trying to show off, and I broke away from the kiss early. She played it off, giggling cutely as she turned back to Sasha while setting the side of her head against mine, adding in an overly sweet tone, "As long as that's alright with you."


"Yeah, sure. None of my business," Sasha replied a little uncomfortably before glancing at her lap and fiddling with her thumbs.


Just then, Kim called out from the kitchen doorway. "Hey DJ? Brooke needs your help with the potatoes."


DJ turned to look at Kim with a frown, and then sighed in resignation. She didn't hop off my lap right away, instead turning my chin to hers and searing one more white hot kiss across my lips. But then just as suddenly as she'd arrived, she bounced off, and I was left feeling quite awkward between Bert and Sasha.


"So..." Bert began slowly. "Maybe we should use the time we have left before dinner's ready to actually get some work done."


"Good idea," Sasha agreed.


She didn't flirt with me much after that.





"See you tomorrow," Sasha waved as she stepped off the porch. Bert was already two feet toward the sidewalk.


"Bye," Kim called with a wave of her own before backing up and closing the door.


I was already halfway back to the living room. "DJ? Can you come up to my room for a minute?"


The beautiful blonde turned to look at me, breaking off her conversation with Brooke. Shrugging, she got up and followed as I hopped up the stairs.


Being a Wednesday, I had to get changed for my Ballroom Dance class, and I didn't have a whole lot of time. So I was already in front of my closet with my polo shirt off and glancing around to pick out the right button-down when my bedroom door closed and DJ gave me a sultry look from across the room.


"Hey, we need to talk," I explained as I turned to face her. But before I could say another word, she crossed over to me, held a finger to my lips to shush me, and dropped to her knees. Her hands immediately went to my jeans, unbuttoning them and pulling down the zipper, and I suddenly had to reach down and grab the waistband, holding it up while barking, "Whoa, whoa!"


"But we don't have much time before you have to get to class," she pouted while looking up at me, biting her lip sexily.


"Deej, I really mean talk." I took two long steps away from her to emphasize my point.


"About what?"


"About us."


"What about 'us'?"


I sighed. "What was that little stunt you pulled down there?"


"What stunt?"


"Don't play coy with me," I growled harshly.


Like a scolded teenager, DJ's entire body slumped and she made a quarter-turn away from me, crossing her arms over her chest. "It was just a kiss."


"You've never just planted yourself in my lap and then planted one on me like that. Not in public."


"So? What, like you're embarrassed about me? Am I supposed to be hidden away like some illicit mistress?"


"No, and you know it. This is about Sasha, isn't it?"


"Well what if it is?"


"DJ, you have nothing to be jealous of."


"Don't I? Seems like you two haven't been able to keep your hands off each other lately."


"We're just friends."


"Bullshit." She turned back to face me with military precision and fixed me with a cold stare. "Have you fucked her yet?"


"What? No!" I insisted. "We're friends. And besides, how could I possibly have banged her when you've been doing your level best to keep me drained dry every moment for the last few days."


"Hmph!" she smirked triumphantly. "So it IS working."


"What?" I looked agog at her. "You've been screwing me JUST to keep me away from her?"


"Well, you haven't nailed her yet, have you?"


"DJ ... Sasha and I were never going to hook up."


She waggled her right index finger in my face. "That's not what -I- saw. Not what Brooke saw, either. Admit it, you two are totally hot for each other."


"We're just friends. She's coming off a bad break-up. I'm coming off a bad break-up. I'm not about to start dating anybody."


"Who said anything about dating? You don't have to be dating me to fuck me."


"That's different. You're different."


"You mean I'm easy," she muttered dispiritedly. "A convenient lay."


"DJ!" I barked. I stepped forward and held her sides in my hands. "Do you really believe for one second that's the way I feel about you?"


"One second? Yeah. Totally."


"Well don't." I leaned forward, brushing my lips against hers quite softly, rubbing them and caressing them as tenderly as I could while feeling her heat up beneath my hands and then lean into me. The kiss we shared then was not supervolcanic, but rather full of passion and endearment and yes ... love ... And when we finally pulled back, our lips remained stuck together for an extra half-second as if even our skin did not want yet to part. "Deej ... You're special."


Her sky blue eyes softened, moisture shining over both orbs as she stared at me.


Squeezing her sides, I leaned my face down toward hers just fractionally and stared deep into the back of her soul, reassuring, "DJ, I love you. I love what we do together. But I'm not ready for a relationship... any relationship ... with you or anyone else. That's just where I'm at."


"How do I know that?" she whimpered, her voice cracking a little. "Because from where I'm sitting, it kinda looks like you just don't want a relationship with ME. Why buy the cow when you get the milk for free? But when someone you might TRULY care about comes along ... like her ... All of a sudden it looks like a relationship might be back on the menu for you."


I shook my head firmly, and then looked DJ back in the eyes. "I like Sasha. I do, I'll admit it. But they're very different feelings from what I have for you, and she and I really ARE just friends, nothing more, not even fuck-buddies. I've never slept with her and I'm not going to, okay? You and Brooke and Paige are plenty of woman for me, and you leave me wanting for nothing."


Now a tear did fall from DJ's eye. "You mean that?"


I nodded. "I do."


Sniffling, she then flung herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck and losing herself to sobbing convulsions. I patted her back for a minute while she let it all out, and when she began to calm down I switched to slow strokes up and down her spine.


Gradually, DJ got her breathing under control, and that's when I felt the touch of her lips against my neck. Then her nose nuzzled its way up my chin, and her hands directed my face downwards to meet her for another slow, tender kiss.


But a minute later, her lips did not pull back from mine. Instead, she tilted her head to the side and opened her mouth, letting her tongue extend to meet mine. Her grip on my head intensified, and the next thing I knew she was tugging me with her as she backed up toward my bed, finally hitting the edge and then falling backwards and pulling me on top of her.


The action finally separated our lips, and as I planted my hands on the mattress to keep myself above her, I gave her an apologetic shrug. "Deej, I really do have to get to dance class."


"You can be late. I'll make it worth your while," she husked in a smoky, bedroom voice.


I chuckled. "I have no doubt that you would. But seriously, you have Worn. Me. Out. these past couple of days. I need a breather, or I won't be able to stand at class, even if I show up."


"Then don't. Why do a stuffy waltz with some pimple-faced nobody when you could be doing the horizontal lambada with me?"


Now I let out a full-blown laugh. "I don't know. Wait, actually I do. I happen to LIKE dancing. Turns out, when I put my mind to it, I'm pretty good. And I want to get better."


"Even if it means leaving me wet and horny for you?"


"You're always wet and horny for me."


"Damn fucking straight."


I smiled. "Tell you what. Let me go now, and when I come back, I'll start teaching you so that maybe a few years from now, we can show off our super-cool moves as a big surprise for our wedding guests."


DJ's eyes popped open, the crystal blue shimmering. "You really mean that?"


I grinned. "Sure. Why not?"


DJ yanked my head back down to hers, searing me with a fierce kiss that was anything but tender. Her hand slid down my spine and into the back of my jeans, palming my ass while her other hand circled around front and tried to get at my button. But when I felt her doing that, I swiftly seized her wrist and then rolled off her, sliding off the bed and walking purposefully to my closet.


"I really DO have to get dressed," I said apologetically.


"Fine, fine..." she moped behind me, watching as I stripped off my jeans, pulled on some dress slacks, and then began sliding into my dress shirt.


After another minute, I was done tucking my shirt in and threading a belt through my pants loops, and I turned back to face her.


DJ reclined on my bed, having stripped herself naked while I was dressing. She stirred two fingers in her juicing snatch before smearing her juices on an erect nipple, and after raising that big ole titty to her own lips and licking her sweet nectar off the wet teat, she stared at me with a sizzle in her irises as she said, "I'll be waiting right here."


I almost joined her on the bed then and there, but I didn't. I went to class.


An hour and a half later, she really WAS waiting right where I'd left her. And THEN I joined her on the bed.





Wednesday's dinner seemed to mark a turning point in my relationships with both DJ and Sasha. Although DJ didn't discuss anything with me, over the next several days it became clear that she was determined to spend more time with me, and not just in the bedroom. On Thursday morning, while I shoved the last piece of waffle in my mouth, DJ also grabbed her backpack and got up alongside me.


"Walk you to class?" she offered with a beaming smile.


I glanced at Kim for a moment, shrugged and replied, "Sure."


The three of us headed out the door together, engaging in idle conversation. Kim kept sneaking glances down to where DJ had been holding my hand since the front porch, her eyes clearly wondering if there was something I wasn't telling her. And about halfway to class I simply reached out and took Kim's hand as well, walking between two stunningly beautiful girls and enjoying the admiring stares I got from other students around the campus.


We parted with a kiss at my classroom (DJ, not Kim), and then she left to go meet up with friends or something. I didn't think much of it until Kim and I finished our classes at 11 and walked out only to find DJ waiting for us once again. We had lunch together, but then DJ had to take off for her early afternoon class while I was free until 4pm. And I didn't see the bubbly blonde until dinnertime. But while she often took those Thursday dinners with her friends, today she and Brooke returned, which made it four nights in a row the girls had come home for supper, the first time they'd done so since the beginning of the year.


Friday was more of the same, and that night the girls made it five dinners in a row.


While this was happening, my flirtations with Sasha were going in the opposite direction. She wasn't avoiding me or anything, but the sneaking hand touches and tickle fights went away. We still hugged each other hello and goodbye, and she still came by for dinner on Friday before heading off for her weekend. But the simmering sexual tension between us had clearly cooled off, most noticeably so whenever DJ was around and Sasha rather pointedly kept her distance.


I tried not to let it bother me. After all, Sasha and I were just friends, and too much sexual tension between us would be a bad thing. As for DJ's increase in affection, I simply chalked it up to (A) competitive jealousy over the flirtations I'd done with Sasha and (B) the fact that I wasn't resisting her. Although nothing explicit had been spoken, it seemed pretty clear that DJ was quite willing to take anything I would give her, up to and including marriage. It was dependent entirely on me to specify the line she couldn't cross, and so far, that line hadn't been met.


In fact, it was Kim who reminded me to put some brakes on the level of intimacy DJ and I were sharing. Friday night, DJ and I passed out together in bed in the wee hours of the morning, too sexually exhausted to return her to her own bedroom. So Saturday morning, Kim had to remind me I wasn't supposed to be cuddling overnight with anyone, not just because those were her standing orders but because it wasn't fair for me to continue leading DJ on if I wasn't going to give her the relationship she so desired.


"I let the Tuesday overnight thing with Brooke slide because she's your sister and she's not hunting for you as a boyfriend, but you shouldn't let that become a habit either," Kim warned.


So Saturday night, when DJ cuddled up to me naked, sweaty, and oozing sperm from both of her sodden holes, I reluctantly got us both up and into the shower to clean off, and then sent the dispirited but reluctantly understanding girl back down to her room.


A week later, I would feel really bad about that. You see, that Saturday night would be the last time DJ and I had sex for quite a while, through no fault of our own. Sunday morning DJ woke up with a fever and a nasal cavity plugged full of mucus, not exactly a physical condition conducive to wild and crazy sex. After three days, the fever only got worse, as did the rawness in her throat, so we took her to the doctor and found out she had a nasty infection.


And because of this infection, directly or indirectly, my relationships with both DJ AND Sasha completely changed.





"So where's your arm candy?" Sasha asked as Bert and I met up with her outside Cheit at lunchtime Monday morning. She reached up for a hug.


Giving her the hug, I popped my eyebrows, still a little surprised every time Sasha cracked that kind of joke. After a year spent with her avoiding all such references, I had to remind myself it was a sign of how comfortable she was around me and not meant in any mean spirit.


"DJ's home sick. Must have caught a cold," I replied. We wouldn't know until Wednesday that DJ had developed an infection as well.


Sasha abruptly released me and then gave me a light shove in the chest. "Better not hug you anymore then. There's a bug going around and if she's got it, it's only a matter of time before you get it and then pass it on to me."


I shrugged. "I've actually got a pretty good immune system. Fingers crossed."


Just then, a gust of cold wind blew across us, chilling my exposed face in an instant. All of a sudden, Sasha was once again pressed against my chest, her arms wrapped around me from within my unbuttoned jacket. Her cheek nuzzled up to the warm cotton of my sweater, and with tiny steps she rotated us until my back was directly into the wind, taking the brunt of the weather while she safely nestled in the leeward side of my body.


After a few moments, the wind died down again, and still with her arms wrapped around my back she looked up at me with big brown eyes and a wide smile. "Thanks. I just get cold so easily."


"Anytime," I replied with a smile. And then feeling his gaze on the back of my head, I quickly turned and held a palm out to Bert, short-circuiting his snide comment. "Don't even think about it."


Bert simply grinned.


"So what's for lunch today?" Sasha then inquired, still hugging herself up against my warmth.


"Actually," I began with a wince. "I need to get back home right away. Why don't you two go ahead and get some food without me?"


"Without you?" Bert frowned. "What's going on at home?"


"DJ," I explained. "She's really under the weather and I'm picking up soup for her."


"Oh, that's ... sweet," Sasha said, letting go of me and then backing up. The look on her face said that my gesture wasn't quite as sweet as her words might indicate.


I shrugged and started backing away. "I'll see you guys this afternoon?" We still had Isakova's class later on.


"Sure thing," Bert replied.


"Bye..." Sasha waved, looking sad. But I didn't have time to worry about Sasha. Not today.


Indeed DJ was waiting for me. She was isolating herself in the house so as not to infect her friends, and besides she felt more comfortable resting in her own bedroom for the duration. On Sunday, she had more or less taken care of herself, popping Dayquil pills to combat the fever and congestion, and making chicken noodle soup to bring into her room while the rest of us stayed out in the living room. But this morning she had awakened to find herself sweating profusely despite shivering from cold. I had sat with her most of the morning, since Brooke had early AM classes and I didn't. But eventually I'd needed to leave her for my 11 o'clock, and with a gentle kiss to her searingly hot forehead, I'd promised I would hurry back with soup.


Fortunately, it seemed that DJ had managed to get some sleep while I was gone. She was still out when I returned, and I set the soup down on her desk while retreating outside to the dining table to eat my sandwich. I'd left the door to her room open so I could hear if she woke up, but she didn't for some time and I occupied myself by getting some homework done.


DJ woke up around 1pm, and I re-heated her soup a little bit before propping her up on the bed and spoon-feeding it to her. The normally radiant beauty looked particularly haggard, with black bags under her eyes, pallid skin, and limp hair. It seemed to take an enormous effort for her to suck down the five or six spoonfuls I gave her, and then she simply couldn't eat anymore, slipping sideways off the pillow mountain I'd created and finally coming to rest on her side in the shape of a letter 'L'.


I whispered soothing words and stroked her hip while she shivered and clutched the blankets around her. A few minutes later, I was about to ask whether she wanted any more soup, but before I could she screwed her face up and groaned pitifully.


"What's wrong?" I asked in worry.


"I fucking need to pee," she moaned. The Gatorade bottle I'd left on her bedside table was 90% gone, and her need to pee was a good sign she was getting enough fluids.


DJ tried to slide herself off the bed just once, getting her feet to the floor before pausing and panting on the edge of the bed, unable to muster the energy to stand up. So I scooped one arm under her knees and the other around her back, bodily hoisting her up and carrying her to the bathroom where I set her down with my shoulder under her armpit, helping her get situated.


For lovers as intimate as us, there was no embarrassment as DJ snaked her pajama pants and panties down and sat to pee. I knelt next to the toilet, holding her shoulder while she urinated and then wiped herself dry. And then I remained where I was so she could use me as a crutch to get up and wash her hands after she was done.


Looking like death warmed over, DJ turned and collapsed against me once finished, and I picked her up again to carry her back to her room. I got her situated on the bed while she shivered beneath blankets no longer infused with her body's warmth. And I sat back down on the desk chair next to the bed, stroking her hair and giving her tender kisses to her forehead and cheeks.


She managed a tired smile, and then frowned at me. "You shouldn't have to do this."


"I like doing this."


"Nobody likes doing this. I'm sure there are better things you could be doing with your time."


"Perhaps," I nodded. "But I do like being here for you."


"But you don't have to."


"It's what a good boyfriend would do."


DJ fixed me with a stare. "But you're not my boyfriend."


"Let's be honest: that's a technicality. I care about you, you care about me, and we've certainly been quite intimate. So unless you've got some other guy I don't know about who might step up to take care of you..."


"No," DJ replied softly, her eyes fixating on mine. "Just you. Only you."


I smiled. "Then I'm here for you." And I gave her another peck, this one on the lips.


DJ sighed. "Seriously? I had to get sick for you to treat me like more than a fuck-buddy?"


I frowned. "Have you been feeling mistreated? Neglected?"


Closing her eyes, she squeezed them shut a little harder for a moment and then relaxed, although her lids remained shut. "Not 'neglected' ... Just ... I don't know. You know what I want, Ben."


"And you know why I can't commit like that."


"Dawn."


"Not just Dawn. Don't you want us both to be dead sure about this before we start another relationship?"


"I'm dead sure." Her eyes opened briefly, a fire in her irises for a moment. But then the fire dimmed, as did the overall energy in her body. And tiredly, she closed her eyes once more.


I exhaled, stroking her hair. "Why me, DJ? There are a thousand guys on this campus who would kill to be with you, guys who don't have nearly the kind of romantic, emotional baggage I'm schlepping around."


"Doesn't matter. I don't want them. I love you. I want you."


"What's really so special about me?"


She opened her eyes again, staring at me with a quiet intensity that belied her weakened state. "I'm hot. I know I'm hot, at least when I'm not feeling like this. I notice when fifteen pairs of eyeballs zip right to my tits when I walk into a room, whether I'm wearing a low-cut blouse or not. I see the way guys turn into simpering, drooling idiots when they try to talk to me, even the buff, handsome ones that are used to having success with pretty girls. I know I'm attractive, and I know I'm desired, but the simple fact is, I don't desire any of them."


I furrowed my eyebrows, but remained silent.


"Dayna told me about some of the shenanigans she got into when she was here. She told me that college would be the best time of my life, full of sexy, confident people only too willing to explore new experiences with me. She went wild is what she did, and she told me that I could do the same if I wanted. But I haven't wanted. That hasn't interested me. Playing the field and trying out new guys like they were pretty shoes at the department store isn't my idea of having a good time. Because I've already FOUND the perfect pair of shoes, and all I want is HIM."


I blushed, feeling my heart thudding in my chest at the heat in her gaze.


"I'm not a kid with an infatuation anymore. I'm not even Dawn's little sister who grew up idolizing HER boyfriend. We've known each other for too long now. We've been a part of each other's lives since you first fucked me that summer I turned fifteen. And it's been more than a year living with you under this very roof. I'm not in love with 'Fantasy Ben' anymore. I'm in love with you."


"But I'm not being fair to you," I replied quietly. "I haven't given you the relationship you want."


"You've been more than fair. I know the score. I know the scars Dawn left on your heart. You've been honest with your feelings, with your concerns. I know you're trying to look out for me, trying to make sure I don't get hurt. You rebounded with me once, and it was a disaster. I get it. I get it. You're not ready yet."


"But what if I'm NEVER ready?"


"I have to hope. I have to believe. I have to be patient, and well ... I have to keep trying to change your mind. Because I know ... deep down in my heart ... that someday you're gonna love me the way I've always wanted."


DJ panted for breath, winded by all that talking. She continued to stare at me, the fire in her eyes lingering longer than the energy in her body. But eventually, even that slowly faded, and she closed her eyes once more to concentrate on simply enduring the aches and pains running through her from head to toe.


Again, I leaned forward and kissed her forehead, and then I sat up straight and rotated the desk chair a few degrees away from her. I sighed, feeling sorry for not yet being the man she wanted me to be. Part of me wanted to fling caution to the wind, to promise her the world and let the consequences be damned. But then I realized that I hadn't talked to Dawn in quite a while now, and I wondered what she was doing.


I'd told Sasha before that I couldn't be with HER because of my feelings for Dawn, but now that I looked at DJ and reflected on her pure and total love for me, I wondered just how much I really did feel for the older Evans sister anymore. I'd already asked myself multiple times if it was finally the moment when I would truly let Dawn go. And today again, I considered it once more.


Maybe when DJ got better, it would be time for me to truly put the past behind me and move forward. Maybe it would even be better if we DIDN'T wait for her to get better. That way, DJ and I could build a foundation for a relationship that WASN'T based on sex, but on conversation and the heartfelt way I wanted to care for her during this illness.


Maybe it was DJ I was really meant to be with ... forever...


"I won't screw up the way she did," DJ said quietly, drawing my attention and causing me to rotate the desk chair back. Her eyes were still closed, and a single tear rolled down her cheek. "I won't make the mistakes she made. I'll be better. For you, I'll be better. No second-guessing about the road untraveled; I've been there, and I like the path to you better. No selfish needs for pleasure beyond what you give me; there's no such thing. I'll love you with every fiber of my being. I'll give you my complete and total devotion, and I'm not scared for a moment about giving it to you. Because you see ... you already have it."


She started crying now, and I slipped off the desk chair to kneel next to the bed and brush away her tears with my fingers. That just made her cry harder, and I was so overwhelmed by the intensity of her emotions that all I could do was stroke her hair and touch her cheek, helpless to do anything to truly make her happy.


Well, you're not completely helpless. You KNOW what she wants.



Am I ready?


How are we ever ready for anything?



What am I supposed to do? Say 'screw the consequences', give the relationship a try, and hope for the best?


Yeah. You know what that's called?



What?


LIFE.



Presently, DJ calmed, and with her eyes closed and her jaw slack, I thought she'd drifted off to sleep. But as I sat back on my heels, she mumbled softly, "You should get to class. I know you've got a 2 o'clock."


"I don't have to go just yet," I replied soothingly, stroking her hair again.


"It's okay." She opened her eyes, blinking away the last bits of moisture as she looked at me. "Brooke will be back soon."


"I'm already here," my sister replied from behind me, and I suddenly turned around in surprise.


"How long have you been there?" I asked cautiously.


"Long enough." Brooke gave me an appraising look that told me she'd heard quite a bit. She crossed the room and then tapped my shoulder, gesturing me out of the desk chair. "I'll take it from here."


I sighed and looked back at DJ.


"Go," the semi-conscious girl urged. "I'm going to fall asleep again in two seconds anyway."


I kissed her one more time, this time on the lips, and then stood to yield the chair to my sister. "I'll be back before dinner."


"Okay," DJ replied with a sigh. "Love you, Ben..."


I had started to leave, but reached up to touch the door frame and turned around. My response felt completely natural.


"I love you, too."





Monday night the project team got together for dinner, as usual, but we didn't get much work done. Kim took on cooking duties while I went to sit with DJ for a bit, leaving Bert in the living room to try and teach Sasha how to play NBA 2K6 (not very successfully). DJ actually fell asleep again, cuddling my hand between her palm and her cheek, and it was a few minutes before I dared extract myself to return to the living room.


My friends and I ate and chatted and got a little work done, but after the meal when Sasha looked to flirt with me a little more, I heard DJ awake and excused myself to spoon-feed her some food. And when it was time for me to go to Krav Maga, Brooke returned home to take over babysitting.


Tuesday was more of the same, although Faye Nguyen stopped by to take a turn sitting with DJ while both Brooke and I had to go to class. That was the first time I really wondered to myself why I hadn't seen Faye around all that much recently, given that she and DJ had been best friends throughout high school and even most of their freshman year. But now wasn't the time to inquire about the group's social dynamics, and besides, Brooke had now caught whatever bug that had waylaid DJ. That led me to declare the house off-limits; no point in risking exposure to Bert or Sasha more than they had to, and I even encouraged Kim to spend her free time outside the house if possible.


I skipped basketball in the evening and wound up sitting upright in DJ's bed reading a book while she slept on my lap. And when I inevitably fell asleep alongside her, nobody disturbed us until the morning when Kim came to check on us, finding me awake and simply letting me know she was leaving for class.


After Kim left, I glanced down and found that DJ was stirring awake. Her eyes closed, she mumbled, "Who was that?"


"Kim."


She sighed. "Come to scold us for violating the overnight rule?"


"No, actually. Just making sure we're okay."


DJ mused on that, and then fell back asleep. I stayed with her for another couple of minutes, and then slipped out of bed to go through my morning routine.


When I got back to her, I found that DJ was only getting even more frail, and that ibuprofen wasn't making a dent in her fever. Making things worse, I had two charges today, with Brooke's condition deteriorating as well. Fortunately, Joel Cha came to the house to take care of HIS girlfriend, and eventually DJ shooed me away to get to my eleven o'clock class. But when I got home after that class just after noon, I walked into DJ's bedroom to find that she'd thrown up all over the floor. And deciding that over-the-counter medicine and chicken soup wasn't cutting it anymore, I bundled her up and put her in my car for an emergency trip to the doctor.


That's when we were informed that DJ had developed an infection: nothing exotic just the result of too much mucus stuck in her sinuses for too long. After that was a trip to the pharmacy and then finally back home. I didn't make it to either of my afternoon classes, nor my ballroom dance class that evening, but there was nowhere else I'd rather be.


You would think that walking to a car, being driven to an office, and sitting in a chair for a while wouldn't be the most exhausting activities in the world, but for DJ they had been just that: exhausting. Our little excursion seemed to wipe out what little reserves of energy she had remaining, and she actually fell asleep on the ride home, which led to me carrying her bridal-style into the house and putting her to bed. She napped until dinnertime, and awoke just enough to swallow a few spoonfuls of soup and suck down half a Gatorade bottle. After that, I suggested that she get some more rest, but proclaiming that she felt "icky", DJ told me she really needed a shower.


"Help me, please?" she asked with sunken eyes and absolutely ZERO sexual heat. Beautiful and desirable as she might be, it was the request of a helpless human being who lacked the physical capability of bathing herself, not a come on from the girl who wanted to be my girlfriend.


Instead of a shower, I carried DJ upstairs to my bathroom, which had been renovated to include a much larger tub. I drew a warm bath for her while she sat on the toilet seat giving me a little smile. After fashioning a makeshift pillow out of towels at the far end, I carefully stripped her naked and then helped her sit down in the warm water. And then I stripped and slid myself in behind her, letting her recline against my bare chest while I lathered shampoo in my hands and began to clean her.


Despite her nudity and buoyant breasts bobbing on the surface, my cock was anything but erect. This was a very intimate setting, no doubt about it, but DJ's weak state and obvious discomfort weren't arousing in the slightest.


And yet, although sex was the last thing on my mind, there was something really ... nice ... about what we were doing. DJ seemed to agree as she purred contentedly while I ran my fingers through her hair, careful to keep any bubbles from sliding down into her eyes. We didn't talk, except for me to give her directions on turning her head or sitting upright so I could soap her back. Eventually I did start forming a chubby and DJ smirked to feel it while I soaped up her breasts. But I deflated again when I was done, and DJ was tired enough from the simple act of being bathed that she chose to relax against my chest for a long while, breathing deeply until I began to wonder whether or not she'd fallen asleep on me.


"Thank you," she said quietly with her eyes closed, answering that particular question. "This was really nice."


"My pleasure," I replied. "But we're not done yet. I've still got to rinse you off."


"Lemme just enjoy this a little more, please?"


Like I was going to say "no" to that. I waited her out, idly massaging her shoulders or her scalp. I stroked her upper arms, and yes, I rubbed my palms over her tits a couple of times. But eventually the water began to cool and when she announced that she was ready, I stood DJ upright and drained the tub while turning on the detachable shower head to rinse soap and shampoo from both of us.


Once cleaned off, I replaced the shower head on its holder. DJ turned about in my arms, slid a hand around me and to the back of my head, and then tilted my face down to hers for a kiss. Our tongues intertwined for a long time while the warm spray cascaded around us, until finally she had to break away to breathe and her knees wobbled from weakness.


After turning off the shower, I lifted her out of the tub and onto the bath mat, drying her first before myself. I dressed us both in our pajamas and then escorted her down to her own bedroom, and when I climbed into bed alongside her, DJ gave me a weak smile, asking, "Are you sure you're supposed to be here?"


"Probably not," I replied, sliding beneath the covers and then drawing her body against mine.


Breathing shallowly as she was already starting to fall asleep, DJ mumbled, "I think the rule says you're supposed to pork me and then go back upstairs to sleep."


"Well ... one can draw the logic that if I don't pork you, then I don't have to go back upstairs, right?"


Grinning so wide that even her closed eyelids seemed to smile, DJ hummed, "Oh, so I guess once I get healthy again, I should cut you off from sex so I get to cuddle alllll night."


"Well, I wouldn't go that far..."


She giggled, I laughed, and we settled in for the night. And fortunately, things started looking up from then on. Brooke's reaction to the flu virus turned out to be relatively mild, and while she was out of commission through the end of the week and feeling weak for several days more, my little sister was at least back on her feet by the weekend. And with medication, DJ's fever broke on Friday and she was ambulatory soon after that.


The following Monday, as she prepared to return to school, DJ tried to kick me out of her room, explaining, "I can change myself thank you very much."


"But I like watching you get dressed," I complained. "And after all I've done for you this last week, don't I deserve that much at least?"


DJ laughed and replied tiredly, "For being with me near 24/7 since Tuesday, I probably owe you the fucking of your life. But it's not gonna happen anytime soon. Even without my period draining the life outta me, right now I feel like the walk to class alone is going to wipe me out."


"That's okay," I replied, reclining back on my elbows with a silly smirk on my face. "All I want to do is watch."


With a sigh, DJ turned to face me and then did that crossover thing with her arms to lift her baggy T-shirt over her head. Her spectacular unfettered breasts were just as firm as ever, and actually looked bigger than ever on her skinny frame. But my expression sank to see just how bony she'd become in only a week, her ribs making obvious indentations in her torso. And since she expected me to wear a shit-eating grin as I ogled her naked body, DJ looked down at herself with a frown and asked, "Do I really look so bad?"


I blinked a couple of times, forcing myself to smile. "You just need a couple of cheeseburgers, that's all."


"Flu/infection crash diet. I'll have to remember that one." Exhaling weakly, DJ turned to her dresser drawer, fished out a bra and fresh underwear, and then began to change.


But despite the gorgeous girl getting naked five feet away from me, arousal was the last thing on my mind. You'd think I'd be hornier than ever, having gone more than a week without a single ejaculation. Even Paige had skipped our regular Tuesday, on her period in addition to the flu virus quarantine of my house. I'd been too pre-occupied with DJ's illness to worry about my own selfish desires, and despite my lack of orgasms, I actually felt completely satisfied.


That's because over the past several nights, despite it not being our intent to do so, DJ and I had gotten around Kim's moratorium on overnight cuddling, and not just a stray night here and there. Since that first Tuesday evening, I'd slept in DJ's bed each and every night. I'd cradled her deteriorating body in my arms, kissing the tears of pain from her eyes and squeezing her frame as if I could hug away the sore aches. And after going such a long time sleeping alone in my big bed upstairs, being able to cuddle with DJ night after night was even more rewarding than sexual gratification.


I loved her. She loved me. And something between us changed in those consecutive nights. For more than a week, I didn't worry whether or not our relationship might last forever. For more than a week, I didn't wonder what might happen to us when or if Dawn returned. And to be frank, for more than a week I didn't think about my budding feelings for Sasha.


To tell the truth, I didn't even ponder my feelings for DJ. All I thought about was how sick she felt, how much pain she was in, and what I could possibly do to make her feel better. I didn't analyze my actions or scrutinize each moment for all possible consequences. I simply did. I simply said. And I simply loved the best way I knew how.


And it all came together for me the moment DJ stood up from her vanity mirror and turned around, fully dressed for school and looking skinnier but otherwise none the worse for wear. I'd completely missed the voyeurism of watching her get dressed, despite my previous plea to do so. Instead, I'd been coming to this epiphany, and my epiphany was this:


Through the things we'd done together, through the way I'd taken care of her, and through the way I had loved her in this last week, I had made myself MORE than "just" her friend. I had BEEN DJ's boyfriend. We hadn't even had sex during this transition time, but it was true all the same. And instead of worrying about what might happen in our futures, all I could think about was how HAPPY that idea made me. How RIGHT it had felt to be with her like that. And how much I'd miss it if we ever went back to being "just friends".


Could I let that happen again? Was there no going back, even if I wanted to? There was only moving forward, after all. Sunk costs and what's past is past and all that jazz. I loved her. I LOVED her, didn't I? She was everything I could ever want in a girlfriend. How could I possibly turn that down? I wanted her, she wanted me, and maybe it was finally time to choose her.


"How do I look?" she asked, running her fingers through her flowing blonde locks, looking decidedly more mature than she ever had while wearing the braided pigtails.


"Perfect," I replied, only now bringing my focus back to her face as I smiled broadly. "Absolutely perfect."





Despite my little epiphany, I didn't tell DJ about the seismic shift in my feelings for her. I was still being cautious, certain of my feelings and yet unable to NOT wonder if they were the result of an intense but short period of time, and whether or not they would fade.


DJ and I went our separate ways for the majority of Monday, and when Bert and I rendezvoused with Sasha for lunch after class, both of them expressed their shock at my presence.


"Look! He's alive!" Bert exclaimed, holding my shoulders and shaking me gleefully (if overdramatically) for Sasha's benefit.


"Like I didn't see her for class just on Friday," I drawled.


"But only for classes, at least the last week or so. No longer on nursemaid duty?" Sasha asked with raised eyebrows and a smirk.


"DJ's feeling fine," I replied by way of explanation. "And I'm hungry."


"Deli?" Bert suggested.


"Thai?" Sasha offered.


"After being cooped up in the house for the last week, I feel like sushi," I said. "It's the one thing I absolutely can't make at home."


Sasha made a face. "Expensive."


I shrugged and wrapped an arm around her shoulders. "No worries. My treat."


"You don't have to do that," she replied, sliding my hand off her shoulder.


"What? It's not like I haven't bought you lunch before."


"All the same," she sighed. "Thanks, but I don't need your charity. I can pay my own way. Every time you're buying, it makes me feel like I ... owe you something..."


I glanced over in confusion to Bert, who shrugged at me. I faced Sasha straight up and said sincerely, "You know that's not my intention, right?"


"Of course not, but I feel it all the same."


I frowned. "I'm sorry. Whenever I paid for your meal before these last couple of months, you never mentioned anything."


Sasha blushed and glanced down. "Yeah, well things are a little different now."


I arched an eyebrow. "Different?"


Sasha darted a look over to Bert, and then back to me. "You know what, forget the whole thing. Let's just get sushi."


"No, it's okay. Thai food works. You're on a budget, and it's really no big deal to me."


"No really, it's okay. I'll just get a teriyaki bowl or something. Alright?"


Both of us looked at Bert. He clicked his eyes back and forth between us, a smug grin on his face like he knew something we didn't. With a shrug, he agreed, "Let's get sushi."


The three of us left Cheit and headed for our local Japanese hole-in-the-wall. We had a pleasant meal, and then Bert had to head across campus to get to his next class. That left Sasha and me with some free time until Isakova's Econ course later in the afternoon, a period during which we usually half-studied/half-flirted, at least in recent weeks.


Unfortunately, things between us weren't quite as carefree as they once were, and our interaction was rather subdued today. We actually spent a good amount of time in silence, concentrating on our studies. After a while, I looked up and really noticed how quiet we were, but instead of making some off-color remark or some other teasing comment, my sense of unease led me to keeping my mouth shut and returning to my book.


A moment later, I noticed in the corner of my eyes that Sasha had picked her head up and was similarly looking over at me, recognizing the growing awkwardness of our silence but unable to really say anything to break it. And when I glanced up at her, she rather hurriedly averted her gaze back down to her study materials.


The two of us played this game for several minutes, feeling the tension, but neither of us brave enough to do something about it. Every time our eyes met, one of us looked away. And by the end of that period, I realized I had gotten exactly ZERO amount of useful studying done.


"Okay, this is ridiculous," I finally sighed, closing my book and leaning back against the concrete column behind me. The two of us were sitting on a bench outside one of the buildings, on the ground floor and shaded from what little overhead sun dared to peek through the thick layer of Berkeley fog. I had both feet up on the bench as I reclined, the book on my lap, and as I dropped my knees to sit cross-legged, I gave Sasha a frank look and asked, "What the hell is wrong with us today?"


"I don't know," she exhaled, closing her book a little more gently and then giving me a resigned shrug. "You feel it too?"


"Is it the sushi thing? You didn't want Japanese, but you felt like I dragged you there?"


"No, no, of course not," Sasha sighed, running a hand over her head and through her long brown hair before circling it back so she could cup her jaw, with her elbow planted on her right knee. "I would have thought I'd be happy to be doing this with you again after like a week apart."


I frowned. "But you're not?"


She pinched her lips together, thinking about it for a moment before shaking her head in the negative.


"Did I do something wrong? Say something wrong?"


She shook her head again, her brow furrowed in thought before she sat up straight again, asking, "Do you love her?"


"Huh?"


"DJ. Do you love her?"


I exhaled. "It's ... complicated..."


"But of course." She still looked at me expectantly, my answer not diverting her one bit.


I sighed, set down my book, and then pulled my knees back up toward my chest and rested a forearm across them. I looked away for a moment, trying to work out in my own head the feelings I had long felt for DJ, and the way I felt for her now having gone through her illness. I had said the words to her, albeit in passing response to her own declaration. Was it really so difficult for me to confirm them to Sasha?


"Yes," I stated finally. "Yes, I love her."


"And she loves you?"


"Yes."


Sasha took a deep breath, and then looked away, nodding her head up and down. "Okay then. That's that."


"What's that?"


"Me ... you..." Her finger flicked from pointing at her chest to being pointed at me and then back to herself. " ... Us ... We're not going to happen."


I blinked. "Right ... Not happening. Didn't we talk about this already?"


"We did ... But..." Sasha winced, waffling her head left and right. "I guess ... I mean ... My head always knew it. But my heart and ... well, let's be frank ... my pussy ... still wanted to believe."


I nodded, understanding. We'd admitted to each other multiple times by now that we were attracted to each other, all while simultaneously informing the other that we would never hook up. The reasons for this were all well and good: bad timing, recent break-ups, and the ever present specter of Dawn. But still, the hopeless romantic in me wanted to believe that something special could develop out of my attraction for the gorgeous brunette, and certainly the sexual creature inside wanted to fuck the shit out of her.


"I think that's why it was okay with me when you bought me lunches before," Sasha continued, looking down at her hands. "And why it wasn't okay today. Before, it sorta felt like preliminaries to dating: we were flirting, you were buying me food, and I didn't feel any sense of obligation because I thought the possibility remained that we might eventually get together."


"But you don't think that anymore?"


She shook her head. "I sorta knew when I opened my eyes and saw you and her together. I mean, I always noticed how flirty and hands-on DJ was with you, especially ever since she broke up with her boyfriend way back when, but I never really noticed, you know? Guess I was too wrapped up in my own infatuation with you."


"DJ and I are really just friends."


"Don't give me that, not after you dropped your whole world to take care of her this last week."


"She's a special friend. We've known each other since we were little kids."


"I've known a lot of people since I was a little kid. Doesn't mean I'm in love with them. Or are you going to claim to me this very second that you're not 'in love' with her?"


I pursed my lips and looked away, unable to say such a thing. Two weeks ago, maybe I could have rationalized something about 'familial love' being different from 'in love'. But not today. Today I wasn't sure. I knew I loved her, but 'in love' with her? Perhaps 'in love' with what DJ and I could potentially be?


"Picture this," Sasha said, before I could finish with my own ruminations. "Picture her telling you, 'I'm sorry, I really like you but I just don't think it would work out between us. I'm moving on.' How would that make you feel?"


I thought of cuddling DJ in my bed this morning, and I thought of her leaving and telling me not to come back. The thought pained my heart.


"Picture her telling you, 'I've found someone else. I'm going to be with him instead.'"


The thought soured my stomach, and I had to choke down the bile rising up my throat. DJ couldn't. Not when I was finally ready to be with her.


"Okay, that settles it: You love her, or at the very least you want her. More than I want you, at least."


The sudden shift to Sasha's wants threw me. "Huh?"


She sighed, gesturing toward me with one hand. "I saw what was happening between you and DJ, so I pictured those very things with you. I wondered how it would make me feel for you to tell me you were moving on and didn't think things would work between us. I pictured you telling me you were going to be with her instead of me. And I had to admit to myself: that was an outcome I would be okay with. I like you, and I would miss the opportunity to be with you, but nothing more than that. You'd just be a great guy who got away, but it wouldn't KILL me to think I'd lost my soulmate or anything."


I frowned.


"But the look on your face, the one where I suddenly felt the urge to back up lest you vomit all over my shoes ... THAT'S the feeling I never got." Sasha sighed. "That's the expression of how much you really CARE that ... well ... that you never gave to me."


"I'm sorry."


"Don't be."


"I still feel bad, like I led you on or something."


"No, you did your best to tell me there were other things in your life. Leading me on would have been promising to love me forever in time if only I would wait for you, and then manipulating me into your bed just 'for now'."


I frowned.


"That would have been the Big Ben I'd heard about. That would have been the man-whore out for another notch on his bed post."


"I'm not--"


"I know you're not," she cut me off, giving me a tight smile and then a mournful sigh as she looked away.


We both lapsed into silence for a moment, alone with our thoughts. I was fighting the guilt I had over having feelings for this beautiful young woman who had gone through so many hardships in her life already, while also trying to wrap my head around the epiphany of love for DJ I'd experienced just this morning.


"So what's the deal? Why aren't you and her together already?" Sasha finally asked.


"Same reasons I couldn't be with you. I'm not ready yet."


Sasha shook her head. "Bullshit. You and me not getting together was one thing; our feelings weren't quite settled. That's not the case with you and her: You love her, she loves you. Now you guys ride off into the sunset to your happily ever after. Isn't that how this is supposed to work?"


"If only it were that easy."


"It could be."


I looked at her ruefully. "My own romantic experience would seem to say otherwise."


"Yeah ... well, I wish you two good luck." Sasha thought about that for another heartbeat before adding a firm nod, her jaw set. "I hope you find your happiness, Ben."


"Thanks, Sasha."


She then sighed again, looking somberly out toward the grassy knoll in the distance. "Guess this should make things easier between us, huh?"


"What do you mean?"


"You ... me..." Her finger flicked back and forth between us again. "No more romantic tension. Just friends, right? The way we were always supposed to be."


I nodded and smiled. "Just friends."


Chapter 6: More Than Friends


-- NOVEMBER 2005, SENIOR YEAR --



Having come to our renewed agreement to be "just friends", Sasha and I met up with Bert and Kim for Isakova's class in the late afternoon. But once class was over, Sasha excused herself to head home straightaway instead of joining us for dinner as usual. It was just as well, since I had an idea percolating around my brain, and even though Sasha claimed she was neither jealous nor upset about my feelings for DJ, I would feel more comfortable if the beautiful brunette wasn't there.


An hour later, Brooke and DJ walked through the door with their backpacks slung over their shoulders. Brooke poked her head into the living room, inhaling deeply before remarking with a smirk, "Smells delicious. Must be Kim's turn to cook today."


Even though I was playing Xbox with Bert, I reached over to my notepad and stripped off the top sheet, wadded it up into a ball, and then chucked it in my little sister's direction. It arced in a lazy parabola with a decided fade, missing her by two feet.


DJ was right behind her, giving me a beaming smile as if royally happy to simply see my face again. After all, the hours since she first left the house this morning were the longest we'd been apart since I first started coming home in the middle of my day to take care of her. I smiled back casually, straining to keep my face from giving anything away. And then she turned to dump her backpack in her room while I cocked my ears, listening attentively.


Bert gave me a strange look, wondering why my attention hadn't returned to the game. But moments later, I was rewarded by the shriek coming out of DJ's bedroom. It was loud enough that Kim came out of the kitchen with a curious frown, and when I glanced over at Bert I found him arching an inquisitive eyebrow at me.


Brooke came thumping out of her own bedroom and crossed over to DJ's open door, but DJ was already coming out and making a beeline for me with an energy I wouldn't have expected given that she was still recovering from the flu. Planting one hand on the couch's armrest, she hurdled over it and at me with such speed and force that I scarcely had time to drop the Xbox controller and fling my hands up defensively. But fortunately, most of her weight landed on the cushion beside me and then suddenly her arms were around my head as she bent me backward and shoved her tongue down my throat.


Five minutes later, Bert started tapping my shoulder. "Uh, sorry to interrupt dude. But we got a game to finish?"


Not letting my lips separate from DJ's, I flipped him the bird. Bert chuckled, having expected the response. I cracked an eyelid, just in time to see him jerk a thumb at my direction while looking over to Kim, saying, "That looks like fun. Wanna try it with me?"


Kim rolled her eyes, going back into the kitchen. "Call your girlfriend."


"You know, that's not such a bad idea." He got up from his spot next to me, grabbing his phone and heading for the relative privacy of the hallway.


Five minutes after that, Brooke started tapping my shoulder. "Hey guys, either let go of each other's faces or get a room. You're making me antsy, here."


"Dinner's ready," Kim announced from behind us.


But dinner was the last thing on my mind, and DJ seemed to agree. Sliding down my body, she reached out with her feet looking for solid ground like a rock climber backing over a ledge, all without letting go of my lips. Finding her feet, she pulled me up with her, separating our mouths for just a moment. But once we were both standing, she yanked me down to her mouth once again, sighing happily while doing her level best to intertwine her arms and legs around mine.


Brooke gave us a healthy shove, and I think she deliberately tripped me, because I had to break the kiss off to regain my balance without yanking DJ to the floor with me. My little sister's best friend blushed sheepishly while burying her face into the crook of my neck, and Brooke pointed rather ... uh, pointedly ... toward the bedrooms.


Grinning like an idiot, DJ took me by the hand and tugged me after her, dragging me toward her bedroom while we passed Bert on the phone in the hallway. She then shoved me inside and closed the door behind us, letting me get another look at the setup I'd created in her room.


It really wasn't all THAT dramatic. I'd been able to pick up the materials in a single trip to the grocery store of all places after class while Sasha headed for the BART station and Bert and Kim went straight to the house. But I was willing to bet this was the first time in DJ's young life that a boy had littered her bedroom with rose petals in a path that led to her bed, placed a multicolored bouquet upon her pillows, and finished things off with an array of scented candles throughout the room while adding three balloons, each one larger than the next, that read: I Love You, I Love You, and I Love You, all in different scripts.


I'd come to a decision in the aftermath of my discussion with Sasha. It was a realization that had begun before Isakova's class started, but not ended until after the class was over. Needless to say, I didn't pay very much attention to the lecture. But that wasn't such an important thing, as I not only came to grips with what I wanted to do, but also put to bed any lingering concerns over the potential consequences of my actions.


Sasha was right: I loved DJ, she loved me. There was no ambiguity about what DJ wanted, and all that remained was for me to remove my head from my ass and let go. Let myself love her. Let US be together the way we both really wanted.


Little more than a week ago, I had told both Paige and Kim that I wouldn't take this course of action. Really, the only reason I had for doing so was because I wasn't sure how I would feel once Dawn returned to my life. I STILL didn't know how I would feel, and I would NEVER know how I would feel until Dawn actually returned to my life. How COULD I know? Even if I thought I had my head wrapped around it, even if I reasoned and analyzed and plotted my way through a billion different scenarios and variables to assure myself I'd figured out how I would react, I would never truly know until I stared at her live and in the flesh. And if I really waited for that time to come, if I really waited for Dawn to come back to me and only then figure out if I was fully over her, that would mean keeping DJ on the back burner until next Fall, if not longer.


I couldn't do that to her. It wasn't fair to her, and I wouldn't be fair to ME. I owed myself more than simply biding my time for the next year, waiting to see if Dawn and I could salvage something out of our broken relationship. I was under no obligation to her. SHE had cheated on ME. SHE had up and run off to Morris Camp instead of coming back to school and letting us work things out.


Well I wasn't putting my life on hold for her anymore. I wasn't putting my FEELINGS for DJ on hold anymore. I loved the girl. I really did. I loved her enough to say, 'Screw this Dawn-bullshit. I'm moving on with my life.'


I had not always loved Dorothy Jean Evans. At first, she was just Dawn's bratty younger sister, only slightly less annoying than my own bratty younger sister. Then, she was Dawn's hottie younger sister, who wanted me to introduce her to the wild and crazy pleasures of wild and crazy sex. But up until that fateful summer at camp when I was reeling from my break-up with Adrienne, not to mention all the drama around Adrienne's brother Adam's abrupt and deadly return, I had never truly considered her a potential mate for life. Smoking hot and eminently fuckable pretty girl? Certainly. Fun-loving, big-titted cumslut? Absolutely. But a girlfriend? Or even ... seriously ... a wife? No way.


Until suddenly I was considering it. Yeah, our first relationship was a rebound. DJ got the fantasy older man she'd been crushing on since she first hit puberty, and I got a nymphomaniac younger girlfriend who was only too willing to let me use and abuse her body in any way I saw fit. That she was an Evans was the cherry on top, the rationalization for my romantically-inclined heart to believe I was still on the path toward fulfilling my destiny of uniting our two families. The truth was: I was lonely then, and I just wanted somebody to love me.


Things weren't like that anymore. The two-year age gap that once seemed to separate us by an entire generation was now little more than a footnote. We were both now college students, fully-formed young adults old enough to fight our country's wars. Despite my frequent jokes about DJ and her friends still being "froshlings", I certainly didn't think of her as a little kid anymore. She was all woman, and she'd certainly experienced enough to know what love is.


And she loved me. She really, really loved me. Whether she admitted it publicly or not, she'd broken up with her boyfriend because she loved me. She knew it; I knew it. I'd been her only male lover since then, and she desired no other but me. It's nice to feel wanted, isn't it?


But my love for her was more than that. It would have been easy to fall into the same trap I did before, to love her because she loved me. But I wasn't that guy anymore. This wasn't a rebound. I'd been deliberately cautious about my feelings for her, about my feelings for anyone, really. The absolute last thing I wanted to do was enter into a new relationship, with DJ or anyone else, because up until now I couldn't trust that my heart was really in the right place.


Now I could trust it. Now, I was ready to be with her, because I'd finally come to the point where I really had no choice but to be with her. I couldn't string her along any further; that wouldn't be fair. I wasn't going into this relationship because I desperately needed "a" relationship. In fact, it was now quite the opposite: I was going into this relationship because I absolutely couldn't NOT be with her.


To continue being single – to continue being "just friends" – wasn't an option anymore. It wasn't fair to her. It didn't properly honor the way she felt about me. To put her off, to tell her "not yet", was to spit in the face of her love and devotion, and I couldn't imagine giving her that pain any longer than I already had. She'd stuck with me for this long already, faithful to me despite the lack of formal title, open and willing for my sexual attention at my slightest whim, all the while burying her emotions and waiting patiently for me to come around.


She deserved better. And I intended to give her better.


Because deep down, I really believed I could love her too.


Maybe Dawn would come back and throw a monkey wrench into everything.


Maybe once actually IN an adult relationship, DJ and I would discover new things about each other that would show us we weren't really meant to be.


Or maybe THIS relationship would be the LAST relationship for either of us, ending only in death and hopefully not that until long after we'd given each other children and grandchildren and a lifetime of tender affection and love.


I believed it could. I believed it SHOULD. But I wasn't going to get wrapped up in all that just yet.


One thing at a time. Stop measuring every girl for a ring. Stop worrying about all the myriad obstacles that could be thrown up in the way between me and Mrs. Right. Life is more than just getting married. Love is more than finding 'The One'. Just love, be loved, and see what happens.


I'd deal with Dawn when and if she ever came back. Meantime, I was getting over her. This WASN'T a rebound.


This was giving love a chance. This was giving DJ a chance. This was giving ME a chance. To love again. To live again.


To hope for the best...


It took a surprising amount of effort, given that DJ was supposedly only a few hours removed from being bedridden and exhausted, for me to pry her off my lips. But eventually I did, and as she stared at me with unbridled lust from two feet away, she decided this was the perfect opportunity to rip her shirt over her head and then start fiddling with the zipper to my jeans. But I quickly reached a hand down to stop her. "Wait, wait," I began, grabbing her wrist and pulling it away from my crotch. "I didn't do all this just to have sex with you."


"Then why did you?" she asked, wild-eyed and panting.


"To ask a question." I reached for her arms, sliding my hands up and down the sides of them before holding her by the shoulders and leaning in with a smile.


A little smile tugged at the corners of her lips as well. "What question?"


"DJ ... Will you be my girlfriend?"


She started crying immediately, nodding her head up and down. "Yes! Yes of course! I can't believe you even thought you had to ASK me that!"


I kissed her quickly, then pulled back just as quickly since she tried to turn it into another supervolcanic liplock that would send us on the path to getting naked and getting jiggy. I also had to pull her hand away from my zipper once again.


"Wait, stop. You really don't have to."


She winced. "Because I'm on my period? I don't care. Roll me over and stick it in my ass. You can do whatever the fuck you want to me."


"Right now..." I stated firmly while holding a finger up to her lips to silence her. "Right now, I just want to hold you."


She blinked fresh tears from her eyes, letting me ease us both down atop her bed. I cradled her in my arms until she reclined on her back with her head supported by a pillow.


I leaned over her, brushing my lips over hers gently. "We talked about this: You're still getting over being sick, and you're supposed to be resting."


"I don't feel like resting at a moment like this," she whimpered, but a moment later, an involuntary yawn escaped her mouth.


I smirked and brushed her bangs back from her forehead, kissing the exposed skin a moment later. "Well, your body does."


"My body feels like being filled up with almost eight inches of Ben-dick," she murmured, fire in her eyes. "Sodomize me while I'm sleeping if you have to."


I chuckled. "Soon enough. When you're healthy, I'll rock your world and knock you out from pleasure overload, and then keep humping your unconscious body until I fill it with my creamy sperm. Will that work for you?"


Sighing with a dreamy smile, DJ closed her eyes and surrendered to the energy crash after such an intense emotional moment, not to mention the physical exertion of getting through the school day and then spending ten straight minutes playing tonsil hockey with me standing up. "Yeah ... that'll work..."


"For now, just sleep. I'll stay here and hold you until you do."





A funny thing happened for the rest of the school week. Despite it being the first five days of DJ's and my new relationship, neither of us had any sex. We didn't fuck each other. We didn't fuck my sister. And I didn't even fuck Paige.


Part of the reason was that DJ was still on her period during that time. Part of the reason was that she was still recovering from her illness, popping pills and drinking Gatorade to replace her lost electrolytes from all the sweating and puking she'd done. Despite her assurances that she was both ready and willing for sex (orally, anally, or even vaginally should I want it), -I- was more focused on getting her healthy. I apparently liked playing nursemaid to this beautiful young woman I cared about so much, and as much as she insisted that she was "fine", her slow walking pace and the simple fact that getting up the stairs seemed to wind her said otherwise. I knew that even if we DID have sex, she would get too tired to fuck back in less than five minutes, and would probably fall asleep on me in less than ten.


But the biggest reason why we didn't have sex was entirely on me: I had something to prove to myself.


Our "relationship" up to this point had been based entirely on sex. DJ was a wicked hot babe, 5 feet 10 inches of blonde beauty, with a model-esque figure and a 34DD rack of supple firmness that would have put the Playmate of the Year to shame. She'd presented herself to be my fuck toy at my slightest whim, and even though I had chosen NOT to whim such things for the majority of the past three months, she had gone out of her way to whim herself into that position many, many times. We had pleasured each other and then returned to our bedrooms, with very little of consequence ever said. Even before this year, when I was dating Dawn and she was the little sister in the downstairs bedroom who got an itch she wanted me to scratch every so often, our relationship hadn't been anything more than that.


Our sex life would be awesome, of that I had no doubt. But I wanted our relationship to be MORE than that. I wanted the foundation of our love to be built on understanding each other, and on an EMOTIONAL connection that would be difficult – if not impossible – to sever.


We knew a lot about each other already. There was no need to ask about majors or hobbies or family the way a budding young couple might do. Given that those first five days were also school nights meant that we weren't even dating yet. No trips to the movies, no drives into The City, no walks holding hands around the campus.


Instead, we continued along our lives just like normal: I went to class, ate lunch with Bert, Kim, and Sasha, played Xbox, and went to my Project Ben evening classes. DJ went to class, hung out with her clique at Vivian Wang's, and did whatever else she usually did without me. The only times we saw each other were at dinner, for DJ insisted on joining me each and every night, and in the late evenings after we were both ready for bed. I'd come home from ballroom dancing or Krav Maga, shower, and then change. DJ would invite herself into my bedroom while I was still in the shower, meeting me on my bed dressed in her pajamas (or less, on Thursday, when she failed in her attempt to seduce me). We would kiss, we would cuddle, and we would talk about... whatever ... until we both fell asleep. And then we would wake in the morning and do it all over again.


Sure, there were more subtle changes in the way we acted around each other. Both of us wore perpetual smiles that seemed impossible to wipe off if the other was within view. We kept glancing over at each other, even if engaged in conversation with someone else or across the room entirely. And there were the little touches, the way our hands seemed to find each other whenever we were within reach just on instinct, without consciously thinking about it.


One night, I had to eat dinner left-handed because DJ wouldn't let go of my right.


Our blissful honeymoon phase was obvious to anyone who observed us, although nobody saw fit to comment. Bert didn't tease me with jokes about gagging at how syrupy DJ and I acted around each other. Kim and Brooke accepted the changes in stride. Even Sasha just grinned at us and went along being my friend and project teammate, business as usual. It probably helped that for our part, DJ and I weren't doing anything overt to rub our new relationship in everyone's faces. And again, we still weren't having sex.


The closest either of us came to getting jiggy were Paige's Tuesday and that aforementioned Thursday when DJ failed to seduce me. Paige was very understanding when I told her I was saving myself for when my new girlfriend felt healthy enough for sex. It didn't feel right to have anyone OTHER than DJ be the first girl to get my dick wet after asking DJ to be my girlfriend. Paige spent the first hour or so of our time together interrogating me about my new relationship, making sure I knew what I was getting into and had gone into this decision with my eyes open, especially since I'd told her the morning after the Halloween party that I would NOT be dating DJ just yet.


By the end of the hour, Paige was convinced, which made ME feel a lot better about what I was doing. But she was still horny, and despite understanding that -I- couldn't yet have sex with her, she asked if ME going down on HER violated my self-imposed moratorium.


Well, my dick wouldn't get wet, and I figured I couldn't leave her completely hanging. So I did what any good boyfriend would do: I texted my girlfriend, asking her permission to give Paige an oral orgasm. Even though she was in class, DJ sent me back an 'OK' less than thirty seconds later, with the caveat that I owed her an extra-special rug-munching whenever we finally agreed to do it with each other.


At 3:40pm Paige and I walked out the front door of the house together, Paige skipping down the steps feeling much refreshed after two cunnilingus climaxes. I hadn't even been trying to give her the second one. Not MY fault Red was multi-orgasmic.


The second time DJ and I came close to having sex was that Thursday. I came out of the shower wearing just a towel, and DJ was wearing even less. Her black shelf-bra with half cups left her erect nipples exposed. Her pussy lips were freshly shaved and neatly framed by the matching black garter belt and hold-up stockings, although her matching panties were nowhere to be seen. She even wore six-inch black heels with straps that criss-crossed their way up her calves, heels I fondly remembered holding in my hands the last time she wore them, my throbbing cock doing a little burrowing at the time as well. And she'd even put her hair into those fucking braided ponytails again.


Schwing.


But I'd resisted. We kissed and kissed and kissed until she nearly fell asleep from exhaustion, her energy levels still not quite where I wanted them to be. And even though she wasn't wearing a tampon or a menstrual pad, I knew her period wasn't completely over just yet. I still wanted our first time making love to truly be MAKING LOVE, missionary and vaginally while we stared into each other's eyes. And I also wanted our first time to last, not just with me thrusting into her limp body while she weakly panted for oxygen.


Besides, I liked cuddling.


But then Saturday came. And DJ's period was over. And after breakfast, she took me by the hand upstairs and insisted that she wasn't taking 'no' for an answer anymore. She'd finished her 10-day prescription, she was feeling healthy, and as she put it, we'd done "enough mushy-talk-bonding-relationship-foundation-building".


"Imma horny," she insisted. "And Imma gonna get LAID."


We both got what we wanted. I got to make love to my new girlfriend missionary-style, feeling my toes curl as I poured out the liquid essence of my love into her warm, receptive vagina while she moaned in mutual orgasm, her crystal clear blue eyes sparkling. She had enough energy to flip me over, suck me hard again, and then go for a cowgirl ride while I sat up and motorboated myself in those glorious breasts until she pulled off at the last moment and let me explode all over her face. Then she lubed us both up and bent over doggy-style, screaming like a banshee as I sodomized the fuck out of her. And when she passed out from both exhaustion and her seventh orgasm of the morning, I rutted myself in and out of her unconscious body for about a minute until I slammed forward a final time and filled up her colon with all my creamy sperm.


And that was just the start of what would become a WONDERFUL relationship.





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. Moaning in ecstatic pleasure, she dug her heels into my ass and tightened 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.


"Holy shit..." Brooke breathed, her forehead dotted with sweat as she slowly came down from her orgasm.


"Holy shit..." I groaned, feeling my limbs turn to jello and my weight collapse down to crush my sister's body beneath me.


"Works every time," DJ giggled, pulling her finger out of my ass. "I TOLD you we need to hurry up. SOME of us have a class before 11am on Mondays."


My face buried into my pillow, I couldn't respond except to whimper quietly in ultimate exhaustion. I'm talking TOTALLY exhausted. Sexually satisfied, yes, but exhausted nonetheless.


Tapping my shoulder, Brooke wriggled underneath me. "No falling asleep on me, bro. I gotta get a move on."


"Hrm," I mumbled, still face-down in the pillow. But I allowed Brooke to push me, and DJ to help yank me, over onto my back. And my chest heaved up and down after the tremendous exertion of satisfying TWO horny 19-year-olds this morning.


It wasn't that I couldn't handle Brooke and DJ teaming up on me, not normally at least. But this weekend had been anything but normal. After all, DJ and I had spent pretty much every waking hour of both Saturday AND Sunday making up for lost time, having each gone without sex for two weeks straight. We were young, we were in love, and we were really, really horny.


With Kim home with her family, we weren't shy about screwing whenever and wherever the urge struck us. DJ didn't even bother putting on panties the whole weekend, and the only reason she put a skirt on was because I enjoyed the teasing glimpses of her bare beaver from time to time, and because the act of tucking the hem of that skirt into her waistband was like unwrapping a present each and every time I did it.


Brooke, of course, was still home, but DJ had asked to keep me all to herself one-on-one for those first couple of days. On the other hand, we weren't shy about fucking in front of my sister, not even the time DJ got the sudden urge to do it on Brooke's desk, quite specifically because my little sister was in her room sitting at that very desk trying to do her homework.


Having been forced to watch me and DJ fuck on the living room couches, the dining table, the washing machine, and in the girls' shower, Brooke said enough was enough when we commandeered her desk right in front of her on Sunday afternoon. Well, she said enough was enough AFTER she masturbated herself to an orgasm watching us screw on her desk. At that point, my little sister packed up her books and departed, claiming her intent to go over to Vivian Wang's house to study. Instead, she found her boyfriend and dragged him into his bedroom right in front of his apartment-mates, temporarily satisfying her carnal urges. But this morning when Brooke woke us up with her right hand pumping my dick and her tongue snaking a full inch up DJ's twat, she proclaimed that Joel alone hadn't quite done the trick, seeing as all of her wet dreams for the past two nights had involved getting sandwiched between DJ and me.


My new girlfriend and I made my little sister's dreams come true, at least until the girls realized they might be late for class and DJ wormed her finger into my prostate. Fortunately, Kim had heard the ruckus and put two and two together, making breakfast for everyone that included ham and egg sandwiches Brooke and DJ could take with them on the road. And then all three of them left the house, my girlfriend giving me a searing kiss goodbye on the porch, and I tottered back inside to take a shower and attempt something resembling recovery before my own 11am class.


I was ... mostly ... successful.


"Hey there, stranger," Bert greeted me with a fist bump as we met up at our usual intersection, a logical rendezvous point for his path to class from the BART station and my path from the house. "You get hit by a truck or something? You look like shit."


"Really?"


"Black bags under your eyes. Skin's pale. And you're sweating even though it's like ten degrees out. Or did you finally catch DJ's flu?"


I shook my head. "No flu. Just ... it's been a long weekend. My first weekend since DJ and I got together. C'mon, you know how it is."


Bert's grin would have lit up half the campus. "Oh, yeah. The first weekend after Lynne and I got together, we didn't come up for air until Monday."


"So you understand."


"Sure, but ... Well, that was the first time Lynne and I were having sex with each other. We were exploring each other's bodies, you know? Not to put too fine a point on it, but you and DJ were screwing well before you got, quote, 'together'."


"The first weekend isn't just about sex. It's new love. Plus, we were making up for lost time."


"I'll bet."


The two of us got to class, and afterwards we met up with Kim and Sasha as usual for lunch. An hour spent trying to stay awake and pay attention to the lecture did NOT help my sense of restfulness, so when I slumped into the booth at our usual Thai joint and immediately braced an elbow on the table to support my sagging head, Sasha smirked at me and said, "Somehow, I don't think your current state of exhaustion has anything to do with getting exercise the old-fashioned way."


Despite my heavy eyelids, I managed a smirk. "Nope. Why, jealous?"


"Hmm, maybe a little."


"Shoulda nailed me when you had the chance."


"Maybe I should have." Sasha thought about it for a half-second before shoving me in the shoulder, causing my head to fall off my hand as I leaned partway into the aisle before I caught myself and sat up straight again.


"Your loss," I replied with a shrug.


"Of course, then we'd be all awkward and I couldn't get away with doing this." Sasha promptly shoved me even harder, grinning as I fell off the chair and nearly hit the ground, only just managing to catch myself with one hand and one knee on the floor.


"Eww. Some sort of peanut sauce," I grumbled as I got back up, looking at the sticky, brownish substance clinging to the heel of my hand. After a moment's thought, I reached over and smeared it along Sasha's sleeve, causing her to squeal and bat me away with two fluttering hands.


"Stop flirting, children," Bert drawled. He turned to Kim, jerking a thumb at us while muttering, "You'd think they would have stopped after he got together with DJ."


Kim leveled a look at Bert and deadpanned, "Not while they still want to bang each other."


Sasha stopped flailing at me and we both turned to face our friends. "We do NOT want to bang each other. Not anymore," she insisted.


"We're just friends," I added.


Bert and Kim exchanged a look. "Yeah ... riiight..." Bert drawled.





After lunch, Bert had to head across campus and Sasha left to study with some other classmates for her next period. Kim and I had some free time to kill before our 2pm class, so we headed for one of our usual on-campus hangout spots, which turned out to be the very same bench Sasha and I had been sitting on last week when we agreed to be 'just friends'. I was making small talk as we walked, content to figure out if the conversation went anywhere and if it didn't, we'd settle in on the bench to look over some of our school materials. But once we sat down, Kim put herself in a lotus position facing me, all her attention on my face with her backpack an afterthought on the ground behind her.


"We need to talk," she stated without preamble.


I smiled. Whenever Kim's social graces went out the window, I knew she was dead serious about something. For someone who was supposedly a submissive, she could be surprisingly forceful when she had a specific goal in mind. "Okay ... Talk about what?"


Kim leveled a look at me, and for some reason I shrank involuntarily. Something about the way she'd raised her eyebrows reminded me of my mom's expression whenever she was about to scold me, and indeed, Kim's next words came with a disapproving tone. "You seem to be in violation of a very important rule."


"Rule?"


"In fact, by my count you've violated this particular rule for two weeks straight."


"What, the overnight cuddling thing? Um, if you haven't noticed, I'm kind of in a relationship now."


"You weren't supposed to do that, either."


I canted my head to the side, giving Kim a bemused look. "You may like to think you're a grand puppet master pulling my strings and manipulating my life from behind the scenes, but I AM capable of making life-altering decisions on my own."


"Are you?"


"I'm ready. We're ready, DJ and me. This isn't a rebound."


"Tell me more."


I took a deep breath, collecting my thoughts. It wasn't like Kim had any property rights over me; I didn't OWE her an explanation or anything. And yet I still wanted to give her one, not because I had to, but because she deserved to know. I understood instinctively that Kim still cared about me, for reasons that were still a mystery, and that she really was trying to look out for my best interests. And given that she'd waited until DJ and I had been "together" for a full week, not to mention how she hadn't protested when I'd started sleeping overnight with DJ a week prior, I gathered that Kim's current request for an explanation was more about confirming to her own satisfaction that I was indeed "ready" than it was about any sort of disapproval.


"We talked a long time ago about me not knowing how to be alone," I began. "About how I shouldn't cling to the next woman who got close to me. I needed to figure out how to take care of myself, to show that I could be less codependent and be strong enough without using a girlfriend for a crutch."


"That was less than three months ago. Awfully short amount of time to be single and prove that you've changed, don't you think?"


I chuckled. "I forget it's only been that long. Sometimes it feels like it's been forever."


"Lonely?"


"At first, sure. But you girls have kept me busy with Project Ben and I've done a good bit of self-reflection along the way. I'm not with DJ now because I was feeling lonely."


"Sure about that?"


"Positive. I was doing just fine being single. This new relationship with DJ is about more than just not being alone."


"Three weeks ago you told me you weren't ready to be in a relationship with anybody." Kim gave me a skeptical look. "A week later, you're sleeping in DJ's bed, holding her while she's sick. And then all of a sudden, you ask her to be your girlfriend."


"Things change, things I wasn't expecting. I certainly didn't anticipate DJ getting so sick."


"So what? Playing Florence Nightingale stirred your White Knight complex? Ben to the rescue?"


I frowned. "It's not a complex. And Florence Nightingale? Really?"


Kim smiled in bemusement.


I shrugged. "I can't fully explain what happened that week while she was sick. Yeah, seeing her so vulnerable probably opened up a lot of emotions for both of us. But I'm not trying to overanalyze what I felt and why I felt it. I can't go through some mathematical calculation and point to everything that happened between us as if I could define them as rational variables. It just sort of happened. It's not like I started taking care of her with the expectation that we'd fall in love."


"You just did."


"Yeah. We just did."


Kim scrutinized me, her eyes narrowing. "So where is this going then? Marriage? Kids?"


"I don't know. Maybe. We haven't really talked about it."


"Really?"


"Nope. Not at all. We're taking things slow, just letting the relationship develop naturally. There's no end goal in mind."


"So you don't want to eventually marry her and have kids?"


"Didn't say that. It certainly would be nice, and it's the logical conclusion to any relationship. But like I said, we're not in any hurry to get there. We're both only too aware of the pitfalls of rushing the romance, and of course with DJ there are extra-special complications."


"Dawn."


"And the rest of her family as well. We haven't told them yet. For one thing, we know both our parents would take this very seriously, and we want to give ourselves some breathing room before the fit hits the shan, so to speak."


"You're hiding your relationship from your parents? Must not feel all that certain about your love for each other," Kim scoffed.


I frowned. "No, that's not it at all. It's just early in the relationship. Lots of young couples wait until they're more serious before sharing it with family."


"Couples who aren't yet certain they're going to last. Not announcing the relationship is for people who've only started dating and don't want to also announce a break-up two weeks later."


I shook my head. "I know I love her. I'm not worried about a break-up."


"Then why not tell the world?"


"Nothing more complicated than NOT wanting my parents ... or hers ... calling us and giving their opinions on the matter."


"So you're afraid your family members will tell you things that might undermine your relationship?"


"What? No. Jeez, Kim, it's like..." I suddenly sat up straighter. "Wait, you're just playing devil's advocate here, aren't you?"


Kim blushed and stared straight down, a little smile drawing across her face. "Well ... Yes. Yes, I am. SOMEbody needs to do so."


I chuckled and shook my head. "You waited until DJ and I had been together for a full week before grilling me about this, TWO weeks if you consider when we started sharing a bed overnight. YOU think I'm ready for this relationship, don't you?"


"As devil's advocate I will refrain from answering that question."


I smirked. "If you'd had a problem or serious concern about me NOT being ready, you would have said something earlier."


"If you'd started spending overnights because of sex and not because of DJ's illness, I would have said something earlier. And even after you got together, you STILL weren't having sex. So I waited and watched to see what would happen once you two finally DID start fucking. That apparently started this weekend."


I shrugged.


"Back to the question. Are you worried about your family undermining your relationship with DJ?"


"No. Let 'em react however they'll react. I honestly think most everyone will react positively, especially after how bad things have been ever since Dawn and I broke up. Sure, a lot of them had this idea that Dawn and I would be the couple, but in the end, everybody just wants to see us happy."


"What about Dawn? When are you going to tell her?"


That brought me up short. I took a deep breath and looked away, exhaling slowly. "I ... I'm not sure yet."


"Why not?"


I shook my head. "That's complicated."


"You scared?"


"Scared? Yes."


"Why?"


"Because I have NO idea how that conversation is going to play out, for good OR bad."


"You should probably tell her before she finds out from someone else."


"Yes, I probably should. But she's way up there at camp and for now, if not even the rest of our families know about this, there's no way she's going to know either. Unless YOU'RE calling her without my knowledge."


Kim shook her head. "Of course not."


"You say that, and yet I still don't know how the hell you started talking to Lynne and Amber." I sighed and muttered, "You must've raided my cell phone contact list when I wasn't looking."


Kim blushed and looked away again.


"Okay, let me lay this all out for you, Miss Devil."


"Devil's Advocate, not the Devil herself."


"Same evil difference."


"Fine, fine."


I took a deep breath. "I spent a lot of time being single, just letting myself get used to taking care of myself and taking on all your Project Ben activities. I got my motorcycle license. I'm learning Krav Maga. I'm ballroom dancing. I'm playing basketball again, and I've even learned to cook. Not bad for not even three months, right?"


"A good start, yes."


"I'm not dropping all those things just because DJ and I are together now. We talked about that: I'm going to continue living my life, and she's going to continue living hers. She has her friends, and I have mine. Neither of us is going to be dependent on the other for sole companionship."


Kim's eyebrows went up. "You're having an open relationship?"


"I didn't mean it like that. I just meant I'm not counting on her to be stuck like glue to my side 24/7. We're two individuals who will happily come together for mutual benefit."


"Not so different from being fuck-buddies before."


"Perhaps not, but again that's why we feel ready for this. As far as day-to-day itineraries, being together won't change much. I don't want to dominate all her time and make her grades suffer for it. She doesn't want me to get clingy and codependent. We both know what we're getting into."


"And your expectations for the future?"


"The sky's the limit."


"Post-graduation?"


"Assuming we stay together that long, probably BioGen in Palo Alto, and I'll commute back on weekends to see her. Or maybe now I'll even take that MBA program ... DJ is certainly an incentive to stick around Berkeley."


"Breaking the news to your family?"


"We'll cross that road together."


"Breaking the news to Dawn?"


I sighed. "We'll cross that road together."


"Sex with other people?"


I grinned. "For now: Brooke and Paige are on the Green List, although Paige of course still doesn't know about Brooke. You too, actually, are on the list if you ever want. DJ went out of her way to say that."


Kim blushed, turning pinker than ever before in this conversation. "What about her 'Green List'?"


"It's the same list. Any other opportunities for either of us and we have to run it by each other first."


"Brooke, Paige, me? We're all girls. What about other guys?"


"For me? No thank you."


Kim barked a short laugh. "I meant for her."


I shook my head. "Absolutely not. DJ swore up and down she would never touch another cock besides mine while we're together. SHE believes that Dawn's experimentation directly led to our downfall, and she's hell-bent on avoiding that mistake."


Kim frowned sadly, looking at her hands as she interlaced her fingers while keeping the palms facing up. Taking a deep breath, she exhaled slowly and then picked her head up, looking me straight in the eye. "You're really ready? You're certain of it?"


"I am. I'm not doing this because I feel lonely, or because I'm on a rebound. I'm not doing this because I need to have 'a' girlfriend. I'm doing this because I want to be with HER."


Giving me a warm smile, Kim nodded and said, "Okay then. You have my approval."


I chortled, raising both eyebrows. "I needed your approval to have a relationship with DJ?"


"Yes. Yes you did." Kim beamed for a moment before she leveled me with a quietly serious look. "Because believe me, if I didn't approve, you and DJ would NOT be together."


I frowned, furrowing my eyebrows. "Is that a threat?"


Kim grinned. "Not at all. Merely a statement of fact. Take my word for it. Besides, it's a moot point. I DO approve."


I gave her a bemused smile, not completely understanding. But then, there was a lot about Kim I still didn't understand. "Well then thank you for your approval," I replied, checking my watch and realizing that it was getting close to the time we should get to class. I then looked down at the ground, reaching for my messenger bag I'd left propped up against the bench leg.


"You're welcome. And Ben?"


I picked my head up, looking back at Kim before popping my head in surprise. While my attention had been diverted, she'd pivoted forward on her knees and I suddenly found her only inches away. Her hands cinched behind my head, gripping firmly. And then suddenly her tongue was in my mouth, her lips pressed firmly against mine as she moaned in obvious heat and kissed me even harder.


I scarcely had time to get over my shock before Kim pulled away as abruptly as she'd started. And then she was sliding her butt off my lap to stand on the ground beside us while I tried unsuccessfully to remember when she'd climbed INTO my lap.


"Okay, what was that?" I asked in bewilderment, blinking rapidly.


Kim flashed me a mysterious Mona Lisa smile. "It's not going to happen today, or tomorrow, or likely even in the next week. But some day ... someday soon ... I'm going to take that place on DJ's Green List."


While I gawked at her with my jaw on the floor, Kim picked up her backpack and started walking off to class. She got ten feet away, and then still walking, Kim craned her head around back to me and called, "You coming or what?"





After parking the Mustang, I turned the engine off and let my head loll back against the seat's headrest. My right hand fell limply to my thigh after removing the key, and I sighed the sigh of one completely and utterly exhausted. And for once, I didn't feel this way because of sex.


Well, not entirely because of sex. I'm sure my energy levels were at or near record lows because of the marathon fuck sessions DJ and I had been engaging in all weekend, making up for lost time. But the immediate culprit for my current physical state was Krav Maga. Tonight, I'd quite literally gotten the shit kicked out of me.


But that's okay. That's what I signed up for. Besides, I'd dealt out a good amount of butt-kicking myself, and I was gaining confidence in my ability to do so if and when called upon in an emergency. Buoyed by the knowledge that my aches and pains were the result of something useful, I exhaled and opened the door. Two minutes later, I staggered into the upstairs bathroom, shed my sweat-soaked workout clothes on the floor, and stepped into the lukewarm spray of the shower.


I rinsed off completely and realized that not all the moisture on my forehead was from the shower. Bracing a hand against the wall, I reached down and adjusted the temperature downward, sighing contentedly as the cool rain hit me right on top of the noggin and ran in rivulets down my entire body. I stayed like that for a long time, enjoying the refreshing sensations so much that I didn't hear the bathroom door open or the footsteps just outside the tub.


The first time I noticed someone else was in the room was when she pulled back the curtain. I turned my head and peered at her with one eye, closing the other against the still-steady shower spray. DJ smiled warmly at me, still dressed from the gym and with her own sheen of sweat dotting her skin.


I blinked in surprise and asked, "Don't you normally shower at the gym before coming home?"


She shrugged and broadened her smile. "Exercise gives you endorphins. Endorphins make you happy. And in my case, they make me horny." And with a cute giggle, she jumped into the tub with me, clothes and all.


I barely had time to turn and guide her landing, lest she stomp on a foot or knock me over into the wall. I was already smiling and puckering up for a welcome kiss, but as the cold water hit her DJ stiffened immediately and let out an ear-piercing shriek.


"Why the fuck is it COLD?!?" she howled at me as I turned and lifted the temperature-control lever.


"Sorry 'bout that," I apologized, hugging her shivering body against me and rubbing her back vigorously to help her circulation. But her shivering was more out of shock than chills, and moments later she stood upright and finally turned her face to mine for that kiss.


"Bastard," she growled once we broke for air.


"Wasn't expecting you to jump in, especially not with all your clothes on."


"Whatever. I'm done with them and they'll dry out." DJ backed away, glancing down at her wet outfit. Tonight her sunny blonde hair was tied back in a functional ponytail, which showed off the structure of her shoulders and prominent collarbones. Her top was a black and aqua sports bra, heavily-reinforced to keep those 34DD's reined in. Already form-fitting, the wet fabric now clung to her mammary globes like a second skin, and with the cold spray her rock hard nipples poked through even the bra's front padding. Her matching black pants with aqua trim were practically skintight and cropped just below her knees, and showed off the gap where her thighs didn't quite touch in the middle. All in all she was the definition of the type of girl who attracted a dozen pairs of eyeballs every time she walked across the meat market of a college-area gym, and had guys fighting each other to run on the treadmill immediately behind hers.


But she wasn't attracting a dozen pairs of eyeballs right now, just mine. And there weren't any guys on any treadmills behind her, just me. And sore from Krav Maga or not, the mere sight of my new girlfriend wearing that outfit in my shower had my cock filling with blood and my heartbeat speeding up again just after I had gotten it to slow down.


"Well if you're done with the clothes," I murmured, letting my eyes drink in every inch of DJ's fabulousness. I took a step toward her and extended my hands toward her hips. "I should probably help you get them off."


"Mmm, that was the idea..." she murmured back just before our lips met again.


The shower spray continued to surround us as I wrapped her up in my arms. I raised my hands to get a solid grip on the back of her sports bra, and she raised her arms to the ceiling to let me yank it upwards, although not without some difficulty as the material did its best to cling to her body every inch of the way. That cling gave me an idea, an old favorite of mine, and when the soaked spandex sports bra went over her face, I abruptly left it there to trap her shoulders next to her ears with her arms pointed straight up. Then, I seized her body behind her armpits to hold her in place as I ducked my head to ravage her now naked and upthrust breasts with my lips, tongue, and nose.


DJ wriggled instinctively, only causing those fleshy mounds to slap my cheeks while I motorboated myself in her mammaries. But then her wriggles took on more urgency and it occurred to me that she might not be able to breathe through the saturated fabric. So standing upright, I tugged her sports bra a little higher, freeing her nose and mouth so that she could gasp for air, but I left it stuck over her eyes as I held her head and kissed her a moment after that.


She kissed back for all of two seconds before tugging on my lower lip with her teeth, biting hard enough to draw a little blood. I jerked back at the unexpected ferocity, and she growled at me, "Let me fucking go or I'm gonna GET you for this!"


Laughing, I finally pulled her sports bra all the way off, letting her arms drop back down while DJ glared at me with mixed annoyance and amusement. "Your fault for wearing it into the shower," I commented off-hand.


"Hmph. Maybe I should NOT let you take my pants off tonight," she grumped, trying very hard to look upset but unable to wipe the smile off her face or the twinkle from her eyes.


Arching an eyebrow thoughtfully, I mused on her threat for only a moment before springing into action, using a Krav Maga move to rush at her, undercut her knees, and then practically tackle my girlfriend out from the bathtub and onto the floor outside. She shrieked again and tried to tuck herself into a ball as a brace against the expected impact, but cradling her body in my left arm, I broke our fall with my right knee and right hand. Setting her on the floor a moment later, I got to my knees, grabbed the waistband of her workout pants, and pulled, rapidly fighting off the wet clinginess and her kicking legs to remove both pants and thong panties, leaving DJ wet and fully naked on the bathroom floor.


"Got your pants off," I crowed triumphantly. And then for good measure, I leaned forward and stripped off the hair tie holding her ponytail as well.


"Okay. You've got my heart racing again," she conceded, raising herself up on her elbows and smirking at me. "Now stop fucking around and FUCK me. I came straight home for a reason."


"Yes, ma'am." Turning around, I shut off the shower and then yanked my towel off the bar. I gave myself a quick once-over, not getting myself fully dry but making sure I wasn't very wet, either. With a grin and the towel in hand, I then dove atop my girlfriend, giving the majority of her body a quick once-over as well but giving her tits a rather thorough pat-down while she giggled and laughed. One taste test later to ensure her nipples were each fully dry (well, at least they were dry), I then discarded the towel, scooped her up in my arms, and carried her into my bedroom, kicking the door shut with my heel on the way.


Our foreplay was quick and to the point. I mauled her tits with my hands while I mauled her pussy with my tongue, bringing her to a quick starter climax on my bed. I then stood up straight and yanked her knees to either side of me before getting a firm grip on her hips right at the edge of the bed. And after notching my cockhead into her wide-open folds without needing the use of my hands, I thrust forward and sank myself about three-quarters into her wet snatch.


"Ah, fuck," she swore happily, letting her head and arms fall back as I yanked her across the bed to meet my next thrust. "Fuck me, baby. Fucking pound me."


"As you wish," I replied. And then I proceeded to do just that.


I hammered DJ through two orgasms in that position, her jaw flapping and her tits wobbling while I held her hips and pistoned in and out of her at a rapid rate. She let her head flop left or right with the motions, her eyes closed as she enjoyed the simple pleasure of being fucked. And all my exhaustion from a weekend of sex and an evening of Krav Maga melted away in the face of my arousal, as if I had a secondary battery of reserves held for sexual activity alone.


Instead of blowing my nut inside her, when I felt myself about to lose control I pulled out and dropped to my knees. My tongue dove like a sea hawk into her depths, carving out her pleasure before rapidly withdrawing and worrying her clit, only to back off and then do it all again. I bracketed her love button between my lips and vibrated them intently, thrusting two fingers into her gaping slit and fingerbanging her for a minute or two before pulling them out and then shoving both of them through her anus. I clamped down on her clit just then with my lips covering my teeth, and with a squeak her pelvis bucked up against my face and she creamed for a fourth time tonight.


"Holy FUCK," DJ gasped when she came down from that high, my fingers still wriggling around her colon and my tongue gently lavishing her clit with love. But just when she thought she would have a moment's peace, I roughly stood up and flipped her onto her belly, pulling her half-off the bed so that she was forced to set her feet down to keep from falling. And right when she felt like she'd regained her balance, I knocked her forward by slamming my dick into her pussy from behind.


The next two minutes were all about MY pleasure, as I grabbed onto DJ's shoulders and leaned over her wriggling spine power-fucking her, my pelvis making loud slapping noises each time I impacted her tight buttcheeks. And right when I felt my testicles come to a boil, I yanked myself out, placed my cockhead right at her still gaping anus, and squirted her butt hole full of my hot, creamy spunk.


"Unnngh!" I grunted with the force of my ejaculation, gripping my own prick between thumb and forefinger to pump out more and more jizz. And just when I felt my shots begin to wane, I took a deep breath, gripped DJ's hips once more, and shoved forward HARD, successfully burrowing several inches of my cock into her back door.


"Fu-UUUCK!!!" DJ screamed as she first felt me pop through her anal ring and then ram those few inches forward. But though a tear rolled down her cheek at my rough entry, when she turned to look back at me there was no mistaking the silly grin on her face.


"Ride me hard, cowboy," she crooned, pulling her knees up onto the bed and working herself into position on all fours before looking back at me and nodding me on. "Sodomize the shit out of me!"


It took a little while. I felt my cock trying to soften in the aftermath of my most recent eruption, but with slow strokes through her incredibly tight rectum, I managed to maintain hardness and soon enough felt sensation returning to my momentarily deadened dick. I began to speed up, first holding onto her hips as I built up momentum, and then leaning over her spine to kiss the back of her neck as I slid my hands around to cup her swaying tits for handholds.


Her slow, deep breaths sped up along with my thrusts, and as we started to really fuck a crooning moan crept into each exhalation. Hanging her head, she absorbed the sensations I was causing in her, and she probably didn't even notice when slid open my nightstand drawer, pulling out first a bottle of Astroglide and then a small vibrator.


DJ felt me pause with only my cockhead still inside her, and certainly would have felt the improved lubrication when I shoved my dick back up her butt with a fresh coating of Astroglide on it. But even if she'd heard the drawer, she certainly wasn't expecting it when in the middle of our renewed buttfuck I slid the vibrator into her snatch and then thumbed it on.


"Holy SHIT!" DJ squealed as she felt the new invader thrum to life. Her back arched, her head jerked back, and I felt her anal muscles clamp down around my other invader. But I didn't give her a moment to think about it as I rapidly sped up to full force, really pounding my cock in and out of her ass faster and harder than before, now that I had a little extra grease on my pole.


"Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck..." DJ took up the familiar chant, whipping her still-damp hair left and right. I held her hips with my left hand and drove the vibrator in and out of her snatch with the right, until she batted my hand away and took a grip on the buzzing sex toy, bracing her forehead against her left forearm and using her right hand to work the vibrator herself, which freed up both of my hands to grip her hips and really lay down the lumber.


I cornholed the hell out of my girlfriend then, grunting from the exertion while she screamed out first one and then a second cascading orgasm. And right when her second one started to wane, the spasms of her butt muscles around my slip-sliding shaft pulled my climax from me, and for the second time tonight my creamy spunk started filling up her colon.


"UNGH!" I grunted, feeling the blissful relief of complete release.


"NGH!" DJ whimpered beneath me, feeling jets of hot cum geyser up her ass.


I thrust forward with my entire being, right down to my toes as they dug into the floor and my heels came up off the floor. DJ fell forward too, her body collapsing across my bed and the vise-grip of her ass around my fully-imbedded dick taking me with her. And we wound up both face-down on the mattress, pressed together from head to toe as I finished flooding her anal cavity.


DJ's left hand snaked out and captured my own, interlacing our fingers with the back of her hand pressed against my palm. We both looked to that side, my cheek against the back of her head while she felt me crushing her body beneath mine. But she didn't complain about my weight, simply smiling in the aftermath of our orgasms. And as we both came down from our climactic highs, the violent intensity of our fuck gave way to the intimacy of our post-coital cuddle, unorthodox position though it may be.


Leaning over, I kissed her cheek tenderly. She turned her face back toward mine, straining a bit until I could give her another tender kiss, this one on her lips. And as she set her head back down with a sigh, she murmured, "I think we need another shower."


"Yes ... yes, we do."


"Goodie. I haven't gotten your cock in my mouth since this morning and I'm still hungry for a late-night protein snack."





Miracle of miracles, DJ and I did NOT have sex Tuesday morning. That Monday night romp apparently drained even my emergency reserve sex battery, hers too, and we both overslept.


Fortunately for us, Brooke was already up and making waffles. And fortunately for DJ, she didn't have a class until an hour after mine. I scrambled into my clothes and sent DJ down to do the same, and then I went to the dining table to find Kim had already set out a plate and a glass of orange juice for me.


"Thanks," I offered.


"Always," she replied with a shrug.


I scarfed most everything down in record time, even before DJ finished her morning routine and emerged from her bedroom. And right when the clock hit 8:45am, my zero barrier for getting out the door so I would get to class on time, Kim hefted her backpack and nodded to me. "Ready?"


I nodded, swallowing the food still in my mouth and looking regretfully at the last piece I was leaving behind. Hoisting the strap of my messenger bag over my shoulder, I stood up and gestured at the plate to Brooke. "Can you... ?"


My little sister nodded. "Got it."


DJ breezed into the room, just in time to see me off. She went up on her tiptoes to give me a quick kiss, saying, "Bye, lover."


I grinned. "Bye. I love you."


"I love you, too." My girlfriend beamed, her blue eyes sparkling. She then reached down for my plate, not yet taken away, and scooped up the last bit of waffle. With a smirk, she shoved it into my mouth, and then took me by the elbow and shoved me over toward Kim.


I grinned at her with a mouth full. "Shall we?"


It came out, "Shuhwee?"


With a chuckle, Kim 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.


"Yes, it's your week to vacuum again."


I groaned and followed after.





"You alright? You look like you just ran a marathon," Sasha commented as I dropped heavily into the seat beside her much later on Tuesday afternoon. My forehead was covered in a fine sheen of sweat, my skin was pale, and my eyes were a bit sunken. Plus, my hand had picked up some sort of tremor that I couldn't stop.


"Something like that," I wheezed.


Sasha cocked an eyebrow, giving me an appraising look. "Well, at least let me pretend for a moment that you're sick or something. Like you finally caught that flu going around."


From the chair on the other side of me, Bert chuckled and shook his head. "He's not sick."


"I know that," Sasha sighed mournfully, shaking her head. "Just tell me this: Did DJ do this to you alone? Or have you two started, uh... 'opening' things up a bit?"


Rather than answer, I arched an eyebrow at her inquisitively, wondering if she REALLY wanted to know.


She blushed, for a moment looking like she'd rather just drop the question than continue the conversation. She turned to face forward, looking thoughtful, but after hesitating briefly, she turned back to me and said, "It's just that you look so ... so... wiped. I couldn't help but wonder if any one girl could do that to you – in which case you and DJ are a match made in heaven – or if it took more than just her to make you like this."


I glanced back at Bert, who shrugged at me with a look that plainly said, 'You're wondering what -I- think you should tell her?' And then with a sigh toward Sasha, I replied, "No comment."


She pouted, disappointed.


"If I tell you we had an extra girl, you're going to start wondering who."


"Oh, that's easy," Sasha waved me off. "I know Paige visits you on Tuesdays."


I blinked, my expression giving me away. Indeed, DJ had decided the best way to make up for not having sex with me this morning was to join me and Paige for a three-way this afternoon, fully intending to top our previous threesome. I have to admit the girls succeeded, hence my dilapidated state at present.


Sasha then looked down for a moment, working around in her head what she wanted to say. And after shooting a glance over to Bert as well as a quick look around the entire classroom, she leaned in to my ear and whispered very, very softly, "Maybe ... if she's interested ... your new girlfriend might be open to me."


I pulled my head back, plain shock evident on my face. Breathing deeply, Sasha turned to face forward with an inscrutable expression. And then after a moment's thought, she grabbed her backpack and got up, rushing out of the room just as Professor Rutledge was coming in, bumping the man on her way through the door without so much as a backwards glance.


We watched her go, and then Bert jabbed me in the arm. "Hey, what did you say to her?"


I shook my head. "You were right there. -I- didn't say a thing."


"Then what did SHE say to you?"


He got no answer but a shake from my head. Class was starting anyway.





Sasha actually returned ten minutes later, cool and composed and giving Bert the excuse that she'd needed to run to the restroom. For the rest of the class, she acted as if nothing was out of the ordinary, presenting the same studious, driven young woman personality she showed every day on campus.


When class was over, we started packing up our bags and Sasha turned to both of us. "Playing ball tonight?"


I glanced at Bert, knowing he hadn't brought his gear. "Uh, no, actually," I replied. "We kinda got out of the habit these last couple of weeks. The DJ thing and all."


Bert nodded his confirmation. I didn't think he was terribly upset that we hadn't been playing ball. Sure, he'd tag along and get the exercise if I wanted to go, but the game wasn't his thing.


"You making dinner then, Master Chef?" Sasha followed up.


I arched an eyebrow. "Hungry?"


She grinned. "On my budget, I'll take any free meal I can get."


"If that's the case," Bert commented, leaning in and jerking a thumb behind him. "I know for a fact that Rich Ocampo two rows back would love to ask you out on a date."


We all turned and looked over at Rich, who felt our gaze and glanced up to find all three of us gawking at him. Not sure what to make of it, the poor guy turned beet red and quickly stared at anything else before making a hasty exit.


I chuckled and turned back to Sasha. "Yes, I'm making dinner. Lemon chicken on angel hair. Steamed veggies."


"Sounds delish."


"Then let's go."


The three of us got up and bundled up for the walk back to my house. Conversation was light, inane, and about nothing in particular. Two days before Thanksgiving, our teachers weren't assigning us a whole ton of work to do. And once inside the front door, our school bags were quickly tossed aside while we collapsed onto the couches to veg out and deliberately not do anything productive for a little while.


It was a nice break, but twenty minutes later I realized I would have to start my dinner preparations. I'd defrosted the chicken since last night, but there were sauces to prep, veggies to steam, and pasta noodles to boil. The house's heater had brought the room's temperature up to a comfortable level, and I unzipped my hooded sweater as I got up, excusing myself to start the meal.


"Need any help?" Sasha offered. "I may not be much of a cook, but after eating so many dinners here, I think it's past time I started pitching in."


I waved her off. "Nah, I got this. It's a pretty easy recipe, and you can play Xbox with Bert."


Bert's eyes lit up, and an Xbox controller quite magically appeared in each of his hands, one of them proffered toward Sasha.


She gave him a sour look and raised her eyebrows to me. "I think I'd rather cook. Or better yet, maybe you can teach me. My culinary skills have mostly consisted of making cold sandwiches and pouring hot water into a Styrofoam cup o noodle. I think it's about time I really learned to feed myself."


"Perhaps the student HAS become the master," Bert intoned. "You both go ahead. I can play by myself."


I shrugged. "Works for me."


Sasha followed me into the kitchen, but when I turned around to introduce the recipe to her, my eyes bugged out a big to find that she'd shed her bulky sweater and was clad from the waist up in only a pale green tank top, the straps of her nude-colored bra evident. The scoop neck gave me a rather wide view of her expansive cleavage, and when she realized where my gaze was locked, Sasha grinned and crossed her arms beneath her bosom, compressing her tits together and giving me an even more enticing view.


"You've got the heater on full-blast. Even I'm starting to feel warm in here," she explained nonchalantly.


Blinking, I forced my eye level back to her face and shrugged. "I can handle it if you can." And then I launched into my recipe explanation, passing it on to Sasha the same way Brooke had taught me.


For a couple of minutes, I simply outlined the entire process from start to finish. Baking the chicken would take the longest, and everything else would be done while that went on. Mixing the lemon sauce was the priority and would take the most mental effort. Cutting up vegetables would be next, and we would steam them at the same time we'd be boiling the angel hair pasta. Sasha followed along studiously, and I could see her taking mental notes. But when I stopped and told her to recite everything back to me verbatim, she giggled cutely and shook her head in the negative. We went from there.


Cracking jokes and flirting went hand in hand with the dinner prep, not so different from when the girls had been teaching me. I had fond memories of DJ standing behind me, rubbing her tits into my back while holding my hands to show me the proper angle for slicing the vegetables, so when I had Sasha start cutting up veggies, on a whim I simply stepped up behind her and did the same.


She blushed and turned to look at me, her big brown eyes just inches away from mine while her lips ever-so-subtly puckered. But I didn't kiss her, merely smiling and then patting her ass while telling her, "Focus on your knife. Last thing we want is Type AB-negative sauce on the broccoli."


"Eww." Sasha made a face and focused on her food, although I felt a shiver run up and down her arm when I held her hand to show her the proper technique. And I couldn't help but take the opportunity to peek over her shoulder and down at the panorama of her marvelous D-cups just on the other side.


That was the way DJ found us when she and Brooke walked into the kitchen. "My, don't you two look cozy," my little sister cracked with a grin.


Almost hurriedly, Sasha set down the knife and stepped out from between my arms, turning beet red. "Uh, thanks for showing me how to do that," she stammered at some empty spot on the floor to our right that was equidistant from me and my girlfriend. Then picking her head up to look at DJ, she shrugged and added, "I'll leave you two experts to help him finish up."


The two younger girls watched with bemusement as Sasha practically fled from the room, and DJ glanced up at me. "What was that all about?"


I shrugged. "We were making dinner. I was showing her how to cut the broccoli."


My girlfriend gave me a sly grin. "The same way -I- showed you how?"


I smiled back. "The very same."


Rather than look upset, DJ merely appeared intrigued as she stared out the doorway to where Sasha was joining Bert on the couch and picking up the Xbox controller of all things. But the look vanished off DJ's face when she looked back at me, replaced by an expression of warmth and love and ... well, a little naughtiness. Her smile turned into a smirk as she slid herself behind me, pressing those big tits right into my back as she re-oriented us toward the still uncut vegetables. And taking my hand in hers, she proclaimed, "Well, you're still not doing it quite right. Guess it's time for a refresher course."





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. DJ 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 flooded her womb. And together we scaled the heights of absolute physical delight.


"Ohhh, that was a good one," DJ moaned blissfully, her head lolling to the side as she gasped for air. "I'm gonna miss that tomorrow night."


Tomorrow was the final Wednesday before Thanksgiving Break, and rather than stay in the house until Thursday the plan was for Brooke and DJ to head to the Evans house early, have dinner there and stay through the weekend. I would be joining them, but not right away. Across the bay at Stanford, Lynne Arian was hosting a pre-Thanksgiving dinner for her group of friends since some of them were heading home for the short holidays while others were stuck on campus. Rather than have a small get-together for those still around, she was throwing a party on Wednesday night for the collective group. Naturally, Lynne's boyfriend Bert would be in attendance, and Kim, Sasha, and I were invited as well. Sasha really had nowhere else to go, having declined her standing invitation to spend Thanksgiving with her ex-boyfriend's family, and Kim was tagging along just to hang out and also help Sasha from feeling like too much of an outsider.


I didn't respond to DJ's proclamation about missing me right away. I'd already buried my face into the pillow beside her head, momentarily wiped out from the exertion of those final few thrusts. DJ squeezed me tight with all four limbs, hugging our two sweaty bodies close together before relaxing and then gently rolling my dead weight off of her.


Shifting onto my side, I caught my breath and finally said, "I'll still get to your house after the party. If you wait up for me, you won't have to go without."


"I guess."


"Or better yet, come with me," I suggested.


DJ rotated her head to face me. "Come with you?"


"Sure. You're my girlfriend now. Nobody there will blink at me bringing a plus-one."


"I don't know. That's a completely different crowd of people, and I don't know any of them."


"But you'll be with me."


"Yeah, but I feel like I'd just be dragging you down. Those are close friends you made last summer, and two ex-girlfriends if I recall. I don't want you to have to babysit me all evening."


"It won't be babysitting. I want you there."


"But you don't mind going solo for a night, do you?"


I shrugged. "I can handle it."


DJ grinned. "I think I'd be cramping your style if I was there. I'd keep all the cute girls from throwing themselves at you all night. Might even stop you from hooking up with one of them."


I frowned. "Hooking up with one of them?"


"Yeah. What about ... what's her name? Paige's cousin, the lesbian? Maybe she'd want to go for a ride again. It's been a while."


Surprised, I raised myself up on one elbow and frowned as I looked down at DJ. "Wait, you WANT me to hook up with one of them?"


She shrugged. "I'm not saying I want you to, but then I'm not against the idea, either."


"Really?" I quickly raised my hand, forestalling any reply while I quickly added, "I'm not saying I WANT to hook up with anybody else. I'm just surprised you'd say that, that's all. Especially after how this conversation went the LAST time we were together."


"The last time?"


"The Tri-Delt Halloween party. You told me I had permission, straight up; I assured you I didn't need anyone else, that I was going to keep it in the family. And when the opportunity came, -I- thought I had permission and YOU thought I was going to keep it in the family, and that whole fiasco directly led to us breaking up."


"Ah, THAT last time."


I nodded. "Expectations."


DJ looked thoughtful for a moment, and then shrugged. "So we solve the problem of expectations: I still give you permission, and YOU don't lead me into any expectations of fidelity."


I blinked rapidly, not understanding. "Excuse me?"


She grinned. "Fuck whomever you want, whenever you want. You just have to call me first, except for the girls on the Green List; you can fuck them whenever without telling me. I hold no expectations of you limiting yourself to the Family, so I can't get disappointed. Just don't fall in love with anybody else, hear?"


"Excuse me?" I was still baffled.


DJ smirked. "Is this really so hard to understand? I was pretty much like this the LAST time we were together. I know you who are. I LOVE you, and I have no illusions about keeping you 100% monogamous and liking it. What did you say Sasha called you? A man-whore? Well, that's pretty much it. And I love you exactly as you are."


"I'm NOT a man-whore!"


DJ furrowed her eyebrows, but gave me a little smile. "It's okay. I really don't mind. I totally and completely accept you, babe-magnet and all. Isn't it easier this way? If you don't want a girl, then fine, I'm not going to push you at her; that was Dawn's thing: using you as bait to get HER teeth into one hot coed or another. I wouldn't mind a threesome if some girl interested me. And at the same time, I don't want you blowing off time with me so that you can bang some other chick. But if I'm not around, and you're horny, then ... I'm cool with it. Get your rocks off. I'll be happy knowing you've been satisfied when I wasn't around to do it for you."


We were upstairs in my bedroom, but my jaw was downstairs on the ground floor.


DJ giggled. "No expectations. No disappointment. I love you, and I want to be the perfect girlfriend for you. In fact, from the look on your face I'm thinking we're going to have to get you LAID with someone else and soon before you'll believe me."


Still, all I could do was blink twice.


DJ's smile turned feral. "Ooh, I know. Why don't you and Sasha hook up tomorrow night? That girl's been sooo into you since even before you and I hooked up. Go have fun at the party tomorrow, scramble her brains, and then come back to my parents' house and cuddle with me. Sound like a plan?"


DJ's suggestion of Sasha finally jogged my brain (and my tongue), back to life. "Sasha? Are you serious?"


"Don't tell me you haven't noticed how horny that girl is for you."


"We're friends."


"And it looks to me like she wants to be special friends, and has wanted that for some time now."


I frowned. "No way. She's not just some hot coed looking for a Big Ben Experience. It would ruin our friendship. Yes, I've known she was attracted to me since before you and I got together. She and I talked about it."


"Right after you found out she was a stripper."


I frowned. "How do you know about that?"


DJ threw me a 'duh' look. "You told Brooke."


I rolled my eyes. "Anyways, we discussed our attraction to each other and we also determined that it wouldn't be a good idea. We would both want a relationship with each other and neither of us was ready for that."


"Do you love her? Could you fall for her?"


"What? NO! I have you! DJ, I LOVE you!"


"Just checking. Okay, then ... Think she's gonna fall in love with you?"


I furrowed my eyebrows, mentally rewinding the way she'd been around me ever since DJ and I became an item. "No. Maybe in the beginning, but not now, and certainly not now that you and I are together."


"Then what's the problem?"


"She's still my friend. I don't wanna mess with that. And I still can't believe you're suggesting her, because now that I think back over it, you were kinda ... jealous ... of the attention I was giving her over the last couple of months."


"Me? Jealous of her? Don't be ridiculous," she scoffed.


I thought back over the way DJ would go out of her way to be extra frisky with me whenever Sasha was around. I remembered my suspicions that she'd sent Tammy and a drunken froshling to my room to interrupt us during the Halloween party. And then there were those few days before she got sick when DJ seemed to be doing her level best to keep me drained dry if for no other reason than to keep me from fucking Sasha, and she even sort of admitted it at the time.


"Is that what this is about? Proving that you won over her? You got me, Sasha didn't. So now that we're together, you want me to pork her like she's just another notch in my belt and still come back to you as your loving boyfriend?"


The way DJ immediately averted her eyes was telling, as was the silence that followed. I waited her out, pulling the covers over our naked bodies now that we'd started to cool down and the chilly air was getting to us. And I lay my head on the pillow next to hers while she stared at the ceiling and pursed her lips.


But eventually she looked over at me again and answered, "Okay, maybe it is a little about proving things. I've wanted to be with you from the beginning; you know that. But you were in mourning over Dawn and you kept insisting that you weren't ready for a relationship. Then, all of a sudden SHE was around all the time and you were flirting ALL the time and I started to really worry that she'd get you. But -I- got you instead, and you can't understand how happy I am that I get to be with you. So as for her ... okay maybe I want to rub it in a little. But whether it's Sasha or someone else, I need you to understand that I really AM okay with it. Fuck Paige's cousin. Fuck Amber, your ex-girlfriend. Fuck Kim, fuck Brooke, fuck the entire Tri-Delt house or fuck some random chick you just met walking down the road. I don't care. I love you. I want you HAPPY. I want you SATISFIED. I do NOT want you telling yourself that the MORAL thing to do is to be faithfully and lovingly monogamous with me and only me and trying so hard to BE that kind of boyfriend when you're NOT. I don't want your sexual urges eating away at your insides and poisoning our relationship from within. Don't try to pretend to be someone you're not for some holy ideal of sainthood boyfriend-ness. I love YOU. I love THIS MAN. And fuck ... if you end up bringing me some totally hot piece of tail with a pussy that fucking tastes like Willy Wonka chocolate, then so much the better for ME, okay?"


Once again, all I could do was blink.


DJ suddenly rolled herself atop me, her hand reaching down to grab my prick and start rubbing it while she sealed her lips over mine and gave me the hardest, most supervolcanic kiss of her life. She moaned and growled and even nipped at me with her teeth a bit before looking down and grinning to see my cock had started to thicken once again beneath her ministrations.


"I love you, Ben. I love you with every fiber of my being and I want this relationship to last forever. My only expectation is that you love me back. I don't want your monogamy and I don't want your moralistic second-guessing. I want YOU. I accept YOU. I want you sooo freaking happy with me as your girlfriend that you'll want to make ME so freaking happy too. Is that really so much to ask?"


With her nose rubbing against mine and her sky blue eyes an inch away, I shook my head and replied, "No. No it's not too much."


She smiled, jacking my growing shaft a little harder in her hand. And then I pulled her face down to mine for another kiss, one that I knew would lead us into another round of lovemaking.


I'd make it good for her, the best. But I wouldn't give her the best SEX of her life, not this time. This was the second go round for DJ and me, and I'd prove to her I'd learned from my mistakes. This time, we would truly MAKE LOVE.


The world could have "Big Ben". Maybe DJ was right: That sexual creature was still a part of me, and she believed he would come back out eventually. I wanted to think that I'd put that life behind me, but really ... I didn't know. Maybe the Sex God was like the Incredible Hulk. "Big Ben" would come back from time to time, whether I wanted him to or not. But for DJ, for my girlfriend, for the woman I was coming to love once more, she could have... "just Ben".





-- WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 23, 2005, SENIOR YEAR --



I knocked, the door opened, and a beautiful, petite brunette I'd known since I was ten years old smiled up at me. "Hey there, stranger."


I opened my arms as Lynne stepped out and gave me a warm hug, the top of her head coming to the middle of my chest. I cradled that head for a moment while patting her back, and then bent down when she tugged on shoulder so that she could kiss my cheek.


"And of course, you couldn't just come by yourself. No sir, not the Ben -I- know. You simply HAD to arrive with two gorgeous escorts by your side, didn't you?"


I chuckled and stepped back to gesture at my two "escorts". "Lynne, allow me to introduce Kim and Sasha. Ladies, this is my good friend since High School, Lynne."


Sasha stepped forward first and politely shook hands. Lynne smiled and said, "Nice to formally meet you, Emmanuelle."


Sasha blushed and replied, "Same to you."


I'd briefed Sasha on which friends had accompanied me on that trip to Nocturne. Lynne, Kady, and Noelle had assured me over the phone that Sasha's 'evening job' had not been made public knowledge by this crowd. Most of them wouldn't care one way or another, but it was still better that it didn't become an open topic of conversation.


Kim then stepped forward, also offering her hand. But instead of taking her hand, Lynne hugged her and said warmly, "Nice to see you again, Kim."


"Nice to see you, too." Kim smiled and returned the embrace.


Stepping back, Lynne sized up both girls, drinking in Sasha's curvaceous body put on full display for once in a form-fitting blouse and long skirt. Kim was a little more casually dressed in jeans and a light sweater, her motorcycle jacket unzipped and matching helmet tucked under one arm. She'd followed me over here, but would return straight home to Sunnyvale after. Sasha, on the other hand, would need me to drop her off at her apartment in San Bruno since she didn't have a car.


"So just to make sure I've got everything straight, is one of them a girlfriend you haven't told me about?" Lynne asked me with a twinkle in her eyes. "Or maybe both?"


The girls and I all laughed, and I shook my head. "The three of us are just friends. My new girlfriend, actually, is home with her parents for the holidays already."


"I know. Bert already told me about DJ. THAT'S going to be an interesting conversation we need to have, but maybe not right now." Lynne stepped back and gestured us inside. "Come in. Come in. The party's already getting started."


I walked through the doorway to find a beer can flying through the air at my head. Jerking out of reflex, I caught it backhanded right before it brained me and stared in the direction from which it came. Kady Jacobsen, as expected, grinned and threw me two thumbs up.


Noelle came over and wrapped me up in a warm hug and a peck on the cheek, saying, "Hey, you. It's been a while. Good to see you again."


Amber suddenly appeared on my other side, looming over me at her full height plus four-inch heels, with her arms crossed over her prodigious bosom and a decidedly unpleasant expression on her face. "You, Mister, haven't called me in AGES. What's this I hear about a new girlfriend? I can't believe you haven't TOLD me yet! I know we broke up but I thought we were FRIENDS!"


Ivonne Corredero called from the couch. "Ben! Hey! I need a good backrub!"


Sasha turned to me, her eyebrows raised and a slightly nervous/overwhelmed expression on her face. She leaned into me and muttered beneath her breath, "Please tell me you haven't slept with ALL of these girls here."


I scanned around, blushing before replying just as quietly, "Well ... not ALL of them..."


But as I stood there, trying to figure out a way to gracefully ease Sasha into this crowd, a squeal lit off at the far end of the room.


"Sasha???" somebody called immediately after.


All of us turned to look, and Sasha clapped both hands over her mouth as a pretty brunette pushed her way through the crowd. "Emily?" she blurted in surprise.


"It IS you! Ohmigawd! I haven't seen you in AGES!" Emily Walsh, one of Lynne's Stanford friends I'd met over the summer practically launched herself into Sasha's open arms for an enthusiastic hug. "What are you DOING here?"


"Came with friends," Sasha replied, jerking a thumb back at me.


Emily's eyes popped WIDE open. "With him? Really? When did you two get together?"


"Oh, we're not together." Sasha shook her head rapidly. "Just friends."


"Are you still with Rod?"


"No, no. We broke up a couple of months ago."


"Oh, I'm sorry."


"That's okay. We lasted almost four years. Had a good run."


"But you were so tight with his family."


Sasha shrugged. "It happens."


"But it's so good to see you! What a small world, huh?" Emily enthused.


Just then, a butch-looking girl with men's fade haircut and chunky nose ring came alongside Emily, wrapping an arm around her waist. "Hey babe. Old friend?"


Emily smiled at Ricki Carlisle and squeezed her back. "Yeah. Sasha and I went to high school together. Two studious nerds doing our best to avoid the attention of boys. Sasha, this is my girlfriend, Ricki."


"Girlfriend?" Sasha looked surprised anew, but she smiled warmly. "I never knew ... Makes sense though. I always wondered if you were flirting with me when we were younger."


"I WAS flirting with you." Emily smiled. "You just never took a hint. Or I guess you aren't into girls."


"Well..." Sasha blushed, risking a glance over at me before returning back to her high school friend. "I didn't say THAT..."





A part of me had worried I would need to babysit Kim and Sasha at the party, but the complete opposite happened. Turned out, some of Kady's butchier lesbian friends were total gearheads, and Kim geeked out with a couple of them about motorcycle stuff, discussing custom exhausts and twin cams and other things that went over my head. Sasha, as you might expect, latched onto Emily and Ricki and rehashed old times while they updated each other on their lives to date. And that left me plenty of time to reconnect with my own friends.


Surmising that everyone would get turkey overload tomorrow, Lynne had decided for tonight to be a barbecue. When it comes to grilling, she knew she could throw a couple of tongs at me and trust I'd remain in one spot. But after putting me to work, she flitted off to take care of something or another, the party host always in demand somewhere.


Amber followed and kept me company for the next half-hour, not doing a thing to help with the actual barbequing. ("And screw up my nails? Yeah, right," she'd commented.) Instead, we caught up about everything that had been going on in our lives since the last time we talked. Amber's recap amounted to explaining in two minutes that she worked too hard, studied too hard, missed David terribly and still hadn't gotten laid since the last time I porked her. She still had girl toys on the side like Chloe the bartender and Cameron Singleton, but so far she had not deviated from her ultimate goal to win back the love of her life.


I, on the other hand, was firmly committed to moving on. I acknowledged that I still had feelings for my ex, but I was looking to the future and opening myself up to loving and being loved. Amber found it quite ironic that I was doing so with Dawn's little sister, but the heart wants what the heart wants. Having been the one to send us to Nocturne, she now knew about Sasha's alternate identity, and she asked me if there was anything between me and the rather gorgeous brunette I'd brought to the party. But I explained that we were just friends and that Sasha had a rough home life at the moment, and though I couldn't invite her to the Evans' Thanksgiving dinner, I didn't want her to feel completely isolated.


"Well, from the way things are going," Amber commented, looking pointedly back into the apartment. "She may end up being invited to the Walsh house tomorrow."


I chuckled, seeing Sasha looking as bright and happy as ever in a long time as she caught up with Emily, although they were too far away for me to hear anything.


"Maybe..." I agreed. Amber and I continued chatting for a little while longer, feeling intimately comfortable with each other as if we'd never broken up, and thankfully we didn't have any of the awkwardness that marred some of our earliest interactions immediately post-break-up. But then the first rounds of food were ready, and as the guests began cruising over to my grill to load up their plates, Amber made her exit, although not before giving me a very long, very firm kiss on the lips, although she didn't slip me the tongue or anything.


Paige arrived at the party just then, having entrusted the care of little April to her Aunt and Uncle. She told me she needed to talk to me later when we could find some privacy. And when she gave me a very long, very firm kiss on the lips, SHE wasn't shy about cramming her tongue into my mouth.


Kady and Noelle were the next ones to come hang out. Kady talked me into shoving a beer can up the "butt" of one of the chickens and roasting it that way for her. She also talked me into chugging another can just to race me (I won). And right when everybody seemed to have been fed to satisfaction, Ivonne dragged me away from the grill, parked herself in a chair before me, and demanded that back rub I didn't give her when I'd first arrived.


Of course, once the girls realized I was giving backrubs, I soon found myself in great demand. Acquaintances I hadn't really seen since even before Lynne and I started "not-dating" back in June came by and got in line. Girls flirted with me, and I flirted right back. A couple more beers were consumed, a few more snacks were eaten, and the next hour or so flew by in a sea of pleasant conversation and even more pleasant company.


But the night couldn't last forever, and sometime around 9pm the party began to break up. Guests began to leave one or two at a time. As much fun as I'd been having, I started to think about my girlfriend waiting for me at her parents' house, and her comment last night about "missing" the great orgasms I'd given her every single day since last Saturday. So I started glancing around to see where my friends had gotten off to, especially the one I was supposed to drive to her home before being able to make my rendezvous with DJ.


Kim was easy enough to find. She came to find ME while I was chatting with Saffron Moore, a pretty blonde. Kim let me know she was on her way out, and I told her I'd see her on Sunday back at the house.


Paige, too, came over to kiss me goodbye, apologizing for not finding me earlier so we could talk. She said she'd call me tomorrow, and then climbed into my lap for a soul-seeking kiss before departing. And the next thing I knew, a visibly drunk Bert mimed Paige by climbing into my lap and giving me a sloppy kiss, albeit with his hand safely clapped over my mouth.


I literally tossed Bert over the back of the couch and smiled in gratification to hear his body thump noisily onto the floor. Lynne cracked up and then went to pick up her boyfriend. But of Sasha I didn't see anything. She was nowhere in sight, but I wasn't in any rush to leave right away. I kept up my conversation with Saffron until it ran its course, and then she commented about it being time for her to start thinking about heading home as well.


When Saffron departed, I asked Lynne about Amber's whereabouts first. She told me that Amber had gone upstairs an hour ago, and I pouted for a moment that she hadn't bothered to say goodbye to me. But it really wasn't a big deal, and I wasn't about to go upstairs just to whine. So I followed up with Lynne by asking if she'd seen Sasha, to which she replied, "Uh, not in a while, actually."


I scanned the room, Lynne's apartment not being all that big. Sasha wasn't anywhere in the living room, and she wasn't in view outside on the patio. "How about Emily and Ricki? Are they still here?"


Lynne furrowed her eyebrows while scanning with me. "Uh, I think so. They would have come to say goodbye before they left." And after a moment's thought, she headed to the back of the apartment and the two bedrooms there. I followed after.


The second bedroom was open and empty, but the door to the Master was closed. Arching an eyebrow, Lynne cocked her head and leaned in to the door, not reaching for the knob at all. She listened for a moment, and then suddenly stood up straight as her eyes popped open wide.


Curious, I also leaned in and listened, and a moment later I heard the distinctively erotic moans of somebody doing something naughty. The voices were faint, but noticeable. And amidst the heavy breathing and guttural groans came a voice. "Damn, Sasha. You really know how to eat pussy!"


Lynne's eyes jerked to mine. "That was Ricki."


"Ohhh, EAT me..." a second voice sighed rapturously.


"And THAT was Emily," Lynne added.


Gesturing quickly, I urged Lynne to follow me away from the door. "Leave 'em alone," I said once we'd gotten some space. "I don't have to leave anytime soon."


Lynne gave me a bemused smirk, studying my face. "You didn't know, did you?"


"Know what?"


Lynne continued smirking at me for an extra beat. "That Sasha was into girls."


I shook my head firmly. "Nope. But believe me, the last two months I've spent with that girl have been nothing BUT surprises..."





Most of the guests were gone by the time Sasha, Emily, and Ricki emerged from that back bedroom. Her olive skin was flushed with a pink hue, probably from both arousal AND the alcohol she'd consumed tonight. And she managed to turn even rosier when her eyes fell on me.


I'd been puttering around the living room, helping Lynne clean up after the party. Bert, Ivonne, Kady, and Noelle were also doing the same, although Bert and Kady were somewhat less than helpful given that they were both three sheets to the wind and a little unsteady in their movements, causing Lynne and Noelle to spend half their time minding their other halves.


Collecting three beer bottles by the neck in one hand, I dumped them into the recycle bag I was carrying and stood up straight to offer Sasha a friendly smile. She averted her eyes, staring at the floor and rather nervously scooping a lock of hair behind her ear. She turned to Emily and Ricki, hugging both of them and giving Emily a quick peck on the lips before pulling away and blushing deeply once more. Emily and Ricki then wrapped their arms around each other's waist and said their goodbyes as they headed out the door.


Sasha then came directly to me. "I'm sorry I've kept you late. I'm sure you're eager to get going to DJ's house."


"It's fine," I replied with a wave. "There's no particular time that I'm scheduled to arrive. And I already planned on staying here as long as was necessary to clean up, unless you had to get home for something earlier."


"No, no. I have no plans." She glanced around the room. "Guess I can pitch in on cleanup, too."


"Sure. But we're just about done." I turned to Lynne. "Want to vacuum after or anything?"


"No, no. You've done enough tonight. Thanks," Lynne replied before glancing over at her boyfriend, who was slumped on a couch with his noise pointed to the ceiling and his eyes closed. "Actually ... help me get Bert back to my room?"


I grinned. "Sure thing."


At first, Lynne looked like she wanted to take one side while I grabbed the other, but I held a hand palm-out to her and then bent, scooping my buddy with both arms and bodily jerking him up so that one of his armpits was supported by my shoulder.


"K-whaa???" Bert smacked his lips as he stirred awake.


"Wake up, dude. Lynne wants you in her bedroom," I told him, and then spun my friend around and gave him a healthy shove in the back.


Bert stumbled forward, frowning as he turned back to look at me. I stood there with a grin and fluttered my fingertips forward to gesture him on, and he staggered his way down the hall.


I turned to Lynne with a smile. "See? Got him to your room."


Lynne giggled and went after him. After that, Sasha and I said our goodbyes to Ivonne, Kady, and Noelle, all three girls pecking my cheek with their hugs. And then we finally left the apartment and walked over to my car.


"Have a good time?" I asked as I pulled out of the parking lot and onto the road.


Huddled up in her seat, her arms wrapped around herself for warmth while waiting for the car's heater to kick in, Sasha nodded. "Thanks for inviting me."


"Anytime."


I busied myself with navigation then, turning the roads to take me to 280 while avoiding the slow-moving Camry in the left lane and the Benz trying to pass everyone on the right at 65 mph down Sand Hill. I reminded Sasha that she'd need to give me turn-by-turn directions to her apartment after we got to the freeway, and she told me to take 280 North to 380 East before getting off at El Camino, and that she'd direct me from there.


We got onto 280 uneventfully, and I had just merged over to the fast lane when Sasha spoke again. "About tonight. I should probably explain."


I frowned and glanced at her for a moment before returning my eyes to the road. "Explain what?"


"What you saw back there. Me and Emily and Ricki ... coming out of a bedroom."


"Oh, that." I shrugged. "Nothing to explain."


"I just don't want you to get the wrong idea about me."


I glanced over again, this time with a smile. "Did you go in there voluntarily? Did you enjoy yourself?"


When I glanced over, although Sasha's face was hidden in the shadows, I could just make out a silly grin.


"Well ... yes..." she admitted.


"Then what's there to explain?"


"You don't think badly of me for doing that?"


I snorted. "ME? Think badly of you? Last thing I'm ever going to do is judge someone else for their sex life."


"I know. It's just ... I try so hard to project a certain image, you know? I'm the serious one, a dedicated student. The Sasha I want people to see at school doesn't have lesbian threesomes in a bedroom WHILE a party is going on outside. But now everybody knows."


"Well, the Stanford crew knows, but you can already tell they're extremely tolerant when it comes to sexual orientation; I think there were more lesbians at that party than straights. As for the Berkeley crowd, it's only me and Bert. Kim probably knows too, but none of us is going to tell on you, if that's what you're worried about."


"I'm more worried about what you all will think of me. The three of you are my friends, and your opinion of me matters."


"ReLAX. I know for a fact that both Bert and Kim won't think any less of you. And as for me, hell, it's kind of a turn-on."


"What? That I'm into girls?"


"Absolutely. Why do you think there's so much girl-on-girl porn out there?"


"I know guys generally get titillated by the idea, but in practice, Rod HATED it. I tried asking him for a threesome once. He got all upset and said it made him feel like less of a man or something. Like he wasn't good enough to satisfy his girlfriend on his own."


"Just because a girl likes tacos doesn't mean she doesn't appreciate sausage."


Sasha barked a laugh, and she turned to me with a wide grin that I caught from a flash of headlights going in the opposite direction. "I guess you could say that."


I drove on, and she turned thoughtful for a bit. Two seconds later, a sudden thought popped in my head. "Uh, if you don't mind my asking ... Tonight wasn't the first time you've had sex with another girl, was it?"


Staring straight ahead, Sasha replied evenly, "No, it was not."


"Again, don't have to answer ... Did you have sex with any girls while you were still together with Rod?"


She hesitated a second before replying, "Yes..."


"Did Rod know about it?"


Again, she hesitated, this time a little longer. But eventually she admitted, "No ... I thought it better that he didn't know about it. He would have considered it cheating..."


"That why you offered him the threesome?"


"Well, yeah. I was juggling these two different lives, two different relationships ... And I thought my life would be less stressful if I could bring the two together. Not that I've ever had a girlfriend per se. I definitely like guys more, believe me."


I shrugged.


"I wasn't even bisexual until a couple of years ago. I think you were there when Emily commented about flirting with me in high school and me not even realizing it. I mean, I noticed other girls' bodies growing up, and I felt a sort of attraction to them, but nothing serious and I definitely would never have done anything about it. But working at the club, being around all these sexually uninhibited, beautiful beautiful women ... stuff happens. My first time was with this one dancer, Marisa. You'll remember her; she was your waitress that night."


I briefly jerked the wheel, hitting a lane bump before straightening out. With wide eyes, I glanced over at Sasha. "Angelica?"


"Yeah, that's her stage name. She took me in from the beginning. Little bit of a mother hen, even though she's not much older than I am. She was always supportive, always there for me when I questioned whether or not I should be in the business. She never pushed me to stay or to go, just let me make up my own mind while lending an open ear and an understanding heart. She had this way of touching me, at first just affectionate hugs and stuff. But as time went on, it became clear that she was attracted to me ... and I started realizing that I was attracted to her, too."


Sasha smiled enigmatically at nothing in particular. "There's a lot of that going on behind closed doors. Not just with me and Marisa, but other dancers as well. Some of the girls are 100% dyke, and some of them are in committed relationships. But most girls who do this get a certain ... rush ... while dancing. I don't think anyone could do it for very long if they didn't get turned on at least a little bit. And when your set is over and you've had one or more people pawing at you without really being able to get you off because of all sorts of rules and these burly bouncers watching and all that ... Well ... sometimes the best way to deal is to find a friend in the back and get some relief."


I had to drop a hand from the steering wheel to adjust myself. Yes, I'm sure Sasha noticed.


"Hooking up was easy; there are lots of private places in the club, and Rod already expected me to come home late. He knew what I did for a living, but he never knew what I did with the other girls while I was there. I always showered before coming home, and he liked to think that the Sasha people saw in public was the only Sasha that really existed. I was the beautiful but buttoned-up girl-next-door. Very few people knew there was actually a slut hidden beneath the librarian veneer."


"You're not a slut," I replied quickly, the term calling up sour memories.


"Little do you know..." When I glanced over at her again, she gave me a Cheshire smile. "Okay, so I don't go around indiscriminately fucking different guys. But I've probably hooked up with just about every dancer at Nocturne, except for the totally straight ones. Let's call it what it is: I have lots of casual sex without commitments; that makes me a slut, doesn't it?"


I shrugged. "Not when they're other girls."


"If you say so..." Sasha went quiet, and when I peeked over at her, I found her staring out the window. But a few moments later, she continued, "Thing is, most of those hookups have only been since my break-up with Rod. Mostly it was just me and Marisa; she's had steady boyfriends, too. We just had each other to help take the edge off, but ever since ... It's just ... I've been so horny, you know? It's as if breaking up with him was like being a bird released from its cage. I've had all these impulses and desires ... I mean, I had them before, but not like lately. Not this often. I started mowing down the other dancers one-by-one, but after a few weeks even that wasn't enough. What I really craved ... was cock."


I looked over at her again at the word "cock", and I found her staring rather intently at me. I turned to look straight ahead, more from nervousness at the intensity in her eyes than the simple need to watch the road.


"You want to hear something weird?" she asked quietly. And then without waiting for a response, she continued, "I got my first dildo a month ago. Never had one as a teenager; the few times I masturbated were just rubbing my clit on the outside. And then once I was with Rod I never needed one. But I was complaining to Marisa about digital masturbation not cutting it anymore and missing cock, and she took me downtown and helped me picked out a nice little vibrator."


I didn't know what to say to that.


"So Marisa invited me to her apartment after we picked up the vibe and she showed me how to use it. I had the best orgasm in two months with that thing."


My eyes were slightly averted, and my cheeks were reddening now as those images swirled through my brain.


"And the greatest thing was: twenty minutes later she gave me an even BETTER orgasm pumping that vibrator in and out of me while furiously licking my clit, all while sliding a finger up my ass."


My eyes jerked over to Sasha's, finding her staring at me with a mixed expression of arousal and amusement.


"Well, well. I guess even Mr. Legendary Sex God can be made to blush by the thought of two girls getting it on."


"I'm just a man," I whimpered. "And I didn't think I'd ever hear you come out and say THAT quite so explicitly."


"It's funny; I would have thought your vast experience would have jaded you to so simple a sex act. I mean: it's not like we're talking water sports or bestiality here."


My jaw now dropped. "Uh ... have you also--"


Sasha laughed. "Relax, relax. I'm kinky and bisexual – that sort of thing happens quite a bit in the entertainment industry – but I'm not one of the weirdos."


"Sasha, I have to ask..." I gave her a serious look. "Why are you telling me all this?"


"Because I can. Because I have nobody else I can tell this stuff to."


"Not even, uh, Marisa?"


"Well sure, the sex stuff. But not the personal history stuff about my parents and all that. And I could talk to Rod or my old friends about the personal history stuff, but I couldn't talk to him about sex. He would get all weird and uncomfortable. Not like you, or so I thought. Am I making you uncomfortable?"


Frowning, I shook my head. "Uncomfortable? No. But I think I'm getting whiplash from the things that keep coming out of your mouth."


"What, that the first time I let another stripper seduce me was three years ago, and I've been screwing around with them ever since even though Rod and I were still together? Or that just last weekend I had Marisa blindfold me, tie me down to her bed, and shove a vibrating egg up my ass while she fucked me with a strap-on, and the whole time I was fantasizing that she was really you?"


Now my jaw was on the floor.


"I spent the week leading up to the Halloween party with that vibrator in my pussy while dreaming you were thrusting on top of me."


My shorts were feeling tight.


"I haven't had a real man shove himself inside me in wayyy too long, and it's getting harder and harder and harder..."


SOMETHING was getting harder. "Sasha..." I groaned, my tone a warning.


"What's wrong? Are you NOW getting uncomfortable?"


"I thought..." I took a deep breath. "I thought we were past this. 'Just friends', right?"


"Because I was mixing up my horniness for you with romantic ideas. You were fighting your attraction to me, and we were both coming off long-term relationships. But that's not really the case anymore. My romantic infatuation with you has cooled off, and all I've got left is this carnal desire to fucking MOUNT you."


I swerved in my lane again. Good thing there wasn't much traffic this late in the evening.


"Hey, 380 is coming up soon," Sasha suddenly warned.


Gritting my teeth, I forced myself to focus on driving and I started to merge over to the right and the lanes lined up for 380 East/SF Intl Airport.


"So whaddaya say, man whore? I'm tipsy, horny, and soaking wet. My roommate has gone to her parents for the holidays, and I'd really like to have your super-exothermic body help warm my bedsheets." She slid a hand over my crotch, rubbing along the length of the massive erection that had formed in my jeans. I looked over to find Sasha's face just inches away from mine, her eyes on FIRE.


"Jeezus, Sasha..." I breathed while she started stroking me.


"I'll understand if you turn me down. I know you've just started dating DJ, and the last thing I want to do is ruin your relationship with your girlfriend. Honestly, I wouldn't do that to you. But I can't keep it buttoned in any longer. I WANT you. I've WANTED you for a while now. And maybe it's because I'm still a little tipsy, or because that wicked threesome with Emily and her girlfriend has got me wound up, but I'm putting it all out on the line tonight, and I'd really rather not spend the entire Thanksgiving Break freaking out that I've freaked you out. Have I freaked you out, Ben?"


She stopped stroking me, and I was able to take two deep breaths before gathering my wits and shaking my head. "Freaked out? No. A little surprised? Well ... yeah..."


"I'll understand if you say no, but please don't say no. Please? I'm soooo horny, and I've been fantasizing about being pinned to my bed with my legs in the air and your big dick sawing in and out of me. Shit, I NEVER talk like this. But I want it. I want you to bend me over with my ass in the air, spanking my buttcheeks while you fucking POUND me until you pull out and squirt your jizz all over my naked back. I wanna wrap these big titties you keep staring at around your pole and fuck you with them until you hose down my face. I wanna give you a lapdance, the way I should have when you first visited the club. Only this time I want your dick in my cunt while I gyrate around it like I'm climbing a stripper pole. I want to show you those aerials I can do, so you can fuck me while I'm swaying from the suspended rings. Please, Ben? Please. Fuck, that's our exit! El Camino. Right there!"


I had to jerk the steering wheel and merged onto the ramp about ten feet past the solid white lines. After that, I had to make several quick turns, and Sasha focused on directing me where to go for the next minute or so until we arrived at her apartment complex. I pulled into a guest parking spot, put the car in park, and then shut down the engine.


"So ... what's it gonna be?" Sasha asked quietly. Her hand was still on my crotch, idly gliding along the bulge. When I turned to look at her, I found her other hand sliding down her own cleavage, dragging the fabric of her blouse away from a round breast, giving me quite an enticing view since she'd undone an extra button as well.


My heartbeat was pounding in my skull. I was breathing hard, and I felt the Hulk-rage like adrenaline rush screaming inside me. Taking a deep breath, I reached down and popped the release on my seat belt, and then put my left hand on the door handle. "I'll walk you up to your apartment and make sure you're safely inside," I began before taking another deep breath and pulling out my cell phone. "After that, I don't know just yet. I've got to make a call."





Sasha led us up to her apartment, a new development close to the recently reopened Shops at Tanforan. She disappeared into one of the bedrooms while I stood just inside the front door and held down my number 2 speed-dial. The phone rang twice before my girlfriend picked up.


"Hey, you coming home now?"


"Uh ... about that," I began slowly, taking a new deep breath. "You remember that thing we talked about last night? About Sasha?"


"Ohmigawd. Did you fuck her already?"


"What? No! We're not ... I mean we just ... We just got to her apartment. I'm dropping her off after the party, remember?"


"Oh, I know. I know. So what about her?"


"I have to know if you were really serious about what you said this morning."


"About fucking her? Absolutely serious. Why, does she want to?"


"Well ... yeah..."


"Do YOU want to?"


"Is this a trick question?"


DJ laughed. "Relax. You're not gonna get in trouble for saying yes."


"She's ... she's hot," I admitted.


"You've wanted to fuck her for a while now, haven't you?"


I sighed. "She's hot."


"You gonna fall in love with her?"


"What? No!"


DJ giggled. "Then do it. Fuck the living daylights out of her. Take all night if you need to."


"All night? I thought you wanted me to come home and cuddle with you?"


"It's okay if you don't. Brooke is bunking in with me tonight anyway. I actually would rather think about you pounding the shit out of her into the wee hours of the morning and then falling asleep with your deflating prick inside her ass."


Jeezus. If I'd been getting whiplash from the things coming out of Sasha's mouth tonight, I don't know WHAT you'd call what DJ was doing to me.


"Do it, babe. Give her the full Big Ben Experience. I want that girl singing hymns about your prowess in the morning, wishing that she could be your girlfriend. But THEN you come home to me, and if you can honestly tell me you did a good job then you won't BELIEVE the shit Imma gonna do to you tomorrow night as a reward. You got that?"


"Uh, I got that."


"Good." DJ giggled. "Oh, this is awesome. I'm gonna have Brooke bring out the strap-ons and screw me silly while I'm imagining the things you're doing to Sasha. Hey, maybe if it goes well all three of us can hook up at the house. I can find out if that pussy tastes as sweet as I think it does. Wait, is she into girls?"


"Uh ... as a matter of fact, yes."


"Thought so. Caught her checking me out a time or two. How DO you do it? How in the freakin' universe do you find these smoking hot, un-effing-believably gorgeous girls who ALSO happen to be bisexual? Seriously?!?"


"Uh, I don't know..."


"Do it. Do her. Don't worry about me. You have my permission, my approval, my full support, my ... What's another SAT word? My... endorsement ... Go fucking do it. Fuck her brains out already, that unequivocal enough for you?"


"Uh ... yeah..."


"And honey?"


"Yeah?"


"Enjoy yourself, alright? That's what this is really about."


"I'll try to remember that."


"Good. Love you!"


I chuckled, shaking my head in disbelief. "Love you, too."


I hung up the phone, still shaking my head. Moments later, a smoky voice from my left spoke up, drawing my attention over to her. "So... that conversation seemed to go well..."


Sasha had changed while I was on the phone. Her makeup had been freshly applied, and she'd re-done her hair. But more importantly, she'd changed her clothing into that jazz tuxedo costume she'd worn both at Nocturne and at our Halloween party. It was an outfit I mentally associated with the seductive, sexual Sasha diametrically opposite of the frumpy, baggy-clothed Sasha at school. It was an outfit that put all of her best physical assets on display, and though I'd started to lose my chubby while on the phone having that very weird phone call with my girlfriend, I felt blood filling my organ once again at the mere sight of the object of my lust dressed as she was.


"I really do feel bad that I never gave you the lapdance that you paid for that night at the club," Sasha said in a husky voice while taking slow, deliberate steps toward me that sent her hips swaying from side to side. "If there's one thing I pride myself on in my work, it's professionalism. And the last thing I want is a dissatisfied customer."


It had been a while since I felt nervous in front of a girl, what with the self-confidence born from fucking more than seventy different girls in my lifetime. But I was nervous now, and in fact probably epitomized the definition of "deer-in-the-headlights".


My nerves apparently gave Sasha self-assurance. She flashed a predatory grin, moved right up into my personal space, and then reached up to grab hold of my shirt collar. And tilting her face back before rubbing her nose along my jaw line, she practically moaned, "And I sincerely hope that by the time we're done, we're both completely satisfied."





I am ashamed to admit that our first coupling did not go very well, and it was pretty much entirely my fault. Sasha had nothing to do with it, unless you consider being so wickedly HOT and awesomely good at turning a guy on to be blameworthy.


I had gotten lapdances before from various lovers who wanted to turn me on, and very good ones at that. Adrienne especially had a way of teasing and titillating me to the brink of ejaculatory failure, and a few times she didn't even mind making me squirt all over her belly while dry humping herself against me. But even Adrienne's best was the zenith of an amateur, and Sasha was no amateur.


The lapdance was much like any other a person might get in a strip club, or so I assume. I'd never actually gotten an official strip club lapdance, since Sasha and I didn't do anything at Nocturne, and Sydney spent more time talking to me at Daniel's bachelor party trip to Bliss. But there were a couple of key distinctions this night in Sasha's living room:


First, I actually felt a connection with the exotic dancer gyrating in my lap. There was no money being exchanged. This was about pure sex, pure arousal. Sasha wasn't interested in pulling twenties out of my wallet; she wanted me hard and horny for the sake of being hard and horny. And we had no time limit, no known ending point when the fantasy ended and no expectation of a slow trudge back to my chair unsatisfied once a particular song ended. She was turning me on ... and I was gonna get laid.


Second, we were all alone in the privacy of Sasha's home. This wasn't a curtained-off room downtown. There was no burly bouncer watching on a closed-circuit camera ready to bust in and bust me up should I get frisky with the staff. I kept my hands to myself for the first minute, solely from the belief that's what you're supposed to do. But just like with Adrienne and the others, I quickly let my hands, lips, and tongue join in on the fun.


Almost right away, Sasha placed the top hat on my head and pulled the pins to let her hair down. She started off the dance in a way no other lapdance starts off: by wrapping her arms around my head and shoving her tongue down my throat with the same ferocity as Halloween night. She kissed me so hard my nose started to hurt just a bit, but I didn't care as an explosion of pleasure lit off inside my brain while we ravenously devoured each other right from the start.


But after that kiss, Sasha pulled back with a silly grin and went to work on me. She unbuttoned the tuxedo jacket, giving me full view of that abundant cleavage wonderfully supported by her white corset. She raised those breasts up to my chin, bumping me a few times while she grabbed onto the back of my armchair and really rubbed my face in her titflesh.


Her hand dropped down, tracing my bulge in much the same way she'd done in the car. And unlike any club lapdance, she quickly unfastened my jeans and slipped her hand inside to let bare skin caress and stroke bare skin.


That's about when I let my hands join the fray, grabbing onto Sasha's booty and holding on while she leaned forward to dry hump herself on my erection. She worked her body upon me with grace and fluidity, never making an awkward move and gliding around that chair as if it were her most natural habitat.


She didn't kiss me again. She got close a number of times, brushing her lips ever so unexpectedly across my forehead, or my nose, or my cheek. She nuzzled the crook of my neck with her nose and had a way of simply breathing upon my skin that set my nerves on fire and sent tingles down my spine. I started turning my head to try and capture her lips with mine, but she dexterously avoided each attempt until I gave up and decided to let her do what she wanted to me. And that's when she dismounted the chair, shed the tuxedo jacket, and spun around to work me facing the other direction.


Most strippers don't take their panties off during a lapdance. Sasha did, so that when she backed up and started grinding her ass against my naked erection, I REALLY felt what she was doing to me. She wriggled and wobbled and somehow managed to actually STROKE my cock with the cleft of her buttcheeks, all while glancing back at me through her wildly bouncing dark hair, her big brown eyes glittering with sexual heat and teasing excitement.


For something that was supposed to be a "strip" tease, that was actually as far stripped as Sasha got that first time around. She never found time that night to remove her wrist cuffs, or the black bowtie, or the garters, stockings, or heels. I did get the corset off, but that was much later. You see, that's why I have to admit that our first coupling did not go very well. After grinding her naked ass on me, letting me feel the soaking wetness of her damp pussy upon my bare cock and thighs, Sasha turned back around and straddled my lap once more. She pulled my face into her tits and reached down with her own hands to lift both round breasts out of the cups, presenting her nipples for me to suckle on. So suckle I did, all while she resumed gyrating her sodden snatch over my tumescent prick. And as I nursed at those glorious teats and felt my cockhead nudge into her vaginal cleft, my sexual control simply snapped.


I vaulted out of the armchair with a sudden rage that would have made the Hulk proud. I couldn't stand a single second longer of being teased, couldn't WAIT any more to bury myself inside her. I hadn't been with anyone NEW in seemingly forever, my "List" stuck at 71 for the past several months. But more than that, this was SASHA. I'd wanted her FOREVER. And really, I couldn't remember the last time I'd had to wait more than a YEAR to finally nail an object of my lustful greed.


I slammed Sasha onto the couch beside us, notched my cockhead at her entrance, and then LUNGED. She screamed at my sudden entry, throwing her head back and deafening my left ear. But her legs immediately scissored behind my back, holding me inside her soaking wet snatch, and she clutched herself against my chest as I rapidly began hammering her with my big, throbbing dick.


I lasted less than two minutes. I didn't do a damn thing to make it good for her; I couldn't. Even my autopilot wasn't working. I completely ignored Keira's Golden Rule and rabbit-fucked that beautiful busty brunette babe seeking only my own self-gratification. And I pounded her so hard and so fast that I started seeing stars amidst inky blackness from hyperventilation right at the point where I slammed myself forward one last time and ejected blast after blast of gooey sperm into the back of her sucking womb.


When the world came back to me, I was slumped on top of Sasha's much smaller body while she patted my back and giggled. It took me ten seconds to realize what I'd just done, and when I did I immediately picked my head up in alarm. Wide-eyed, I apologized profusely, "Oh, shit. Sasha, I'm so sorry! I just lost it and after all that waiting, for me to bust my nut in fifteen seconds and--"


"Hey, hey..." Sasha soothed me, stroking my skull and grinning widely. "I'm flattered. It's quite the trip to think that MY lapdance got Mr. Sex God to completely lose it."


"You did..." I said sincerely with a smile. And then shaking my head still in disbelief at what I'd done, I leaned back down to her and gave her a sweet kiss.


It was a nice kiss, that one. Full of tenderness and passion. But after thirty seconds or so, Sasha's fingers tightened on my head and she began pushing up at me. And taking the hint, I raised myself up and let her roll me over until I was the one seated on the couch and she was the one leaning over me.


"Still," she began, that fire back in her eyes. "I hope the Sex God reputation was right about your incredible recovery time. Because I'm still horny and after that little stunt, you OWE me, man-whore."


I grinned back at her. "Yes, ma'am."


Chapter 7: November 24


-- THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 24, 2005, THANKSGIVING DAY --



8:13 AM



The early morning air was cold against my right cheek, the pillow reassuringly warm against my left. Instinctively, I turned my face deeper into the pillow and inched my shoulder up to carry the warm blanket higher toward my ear.


Little by little, my body came alive as sensory input crawled along my nerves. The lone exception was my left arm, slightly deadened from being trapped beneath her pillow for some time, the tips of my left fingers somewhat frozen from exposure off the edge of the twin bed we were snuggled upon. But my right hand was nice and warm, layered not only beneath the blanket but also beneath the baggy T-shirt she used for pajamas. As consciousness slowly trickled into my brain, I became more aware of the large breast I currently palmed in that right hand, and of its matching twin squished against the same hand's back side.


I squeezed, reveling in the mammary's pliant firmness, as well as the feeling of a hard nipple circled by the curvature of my thumb. I also became aware of her soft and yet heavy breathing, accompanied by a low erotic tone of pleasure. And as I listened to the sounds of each inhale/exhale pairing, I realized that their cadence matched that of another sensation coming from lower down my body.


A firm yet supple hand grip circled my cock, stroking up and down in time with her breathing. Only now did my brain fully activate and flood my consciousness with a sea of information. I now remembered where I was, who I was with, and how I had come to be here. And I now remembered everything I had done with this young woman, in this apartment, and how many times we had done it.


Having blown my wad less than two minutes after first entering her, I was a man on a mission to redeem myself. Sasha had gotten the full, unabridged Big Ben treatment, screaming more orgasms than could be counted and having all of her fantasies fulfilled. After she sucked me back to hardness, I bent her over the couch and spanked her ass, driving her to three climaxes while I squeezed her swaying tits and diddled her clit until pulling out and squirting my jizz all over her naked back. We took a shower together, kissing while I fingered her to another orgasm before hoisting her into my arms and banging her up against the shower wall until she came again.


We dried off and relocated to Sasha's bedroom, where I pinned her to the mattress with her legs in the air while I sawed my big dick in and out of her. And after she came twice more, I moved up to straddle her chest, laying my cock into the valley of her big titties and fucked those puppies until I hosed down her face.


The only fantasy we couldn't carry out was the one about fucking from suspended rings, since she didn't have them in her apartment. But I got that fourth erection and put together all of the "user manual" knowledge I'd accumulated while using my first three erections. And upon discovering Sasha's box of toys underneath the bed, I tied her to the headboard, shoved her vibrating egg up her ass, and then pounded her without mercy until she passed out drooling and leaking even more sperm from her stretched and abused vagina.


I would have thought she'd be worn out from all that fucking, and yet here we were, spooning on her bed while she actively stroked my morning wood in a way that certainly felt like a prelude to more sex, and not just idle caressing. I could see the time on the clock on the nightstand, but despite everything I'd done to her last night, somebody was up early and horny. And as I came fully awake, I leaned in toward her ear and whispered, "Again?"


She took a deep breath and sighed dreamily, murmuring, "Yeah ... Can you slip into me from behind?"


"As you wish," I replied in the same tone. Without removing my right hand from its highly desirable location, I shifted my hips while Sasha raised her right leg and tugged my cockhead into place. And once she got me properly located, I rolled my pelvis forward and slowly sank myself back inside.


Sasha was copiously wet, both from her own arousal and the load I'd dumped in there before we went to sleep. So I slid in easily and we began a gentle rhythm. I curled my left arm in and across her upper chest while keeping my right forearm across her torso, palm on her breast and elbow on her belly. This clamped her body in place, allowing me to do all the work with my hips. And in the darkness my other senses became more attuned to the sound of her breathy pants and the moist tightness of her vaginal canal surrounding my shaft.


I started off slowly, but as her pleasure built she began to undulate her ass back to meet my thrusts, speeding up the tempo. I drove myself into her harder and harder, until there was really nothing more I could do from my position. Raising her right knee up and out of the way, I twisted so that I was more or less straddling her left leg while I faced downwards, getting the leverage of my knees to really drive myself into her. She whimpered and moaned in the darkness while I rutted, bracing my left hand on the mattress and using my right to stroke her tits before sliding down and manipulating her clit. And after giving her the first orgasm of this Thanksgiving morning, I backed off enough to grab hold of her waist, rotate her body into a doggy position, and then re-enter her from behind so I could fuck her even harder.


Hugging her pillow and apparently biting down on it to stifle her screams, Sasha's entire body jerked with each jarring penetration. With her ass in the air, her baggy T-shirt slid down to expose her naked back, the bumps of her spine inviting my hands to run up and down it while I continued drilling in and out of her. Re-energized by the hours of sleep, I hammered her over and over again until even biting the pillow couldn't stop her orgasmic cry from erupting loud enough to wake the neighbors. And then it was my turn, as I pulled out of her, flipped Sasha onto her back, and then slammed myself into her once more, ending this morning much the way it had begun last night: rabbit-fucking the beautiful, busty babe for my own self-gratification until I ejected blast after blast of gooey sperm into the back of her sucking womb.


Seemingly five minutes later, I found myself slumped on top of her while she slowly rubbed my back and tried to catch her breath. At least this time I'd made sure she got her cookies before getting my own. I picked my head up to look at her, smiling to see her smiling at me. And then I bent down to seal my lips over hers in a kiss that once again took our breaths away.


The lack of oxygen made us pull apart moments later, and I rolled off her while Sasha rolled partway with me to cuddle herself against my side and use my shoulder for a pillow. I held her against me, feeling the early hour and weariness of exercise dragging down on my eyelids, along with the inevitable crash after the adrenaline rush of our morning fuck. But before I could fall back asleep, Sasha leaned over and tenderly pecked my cheek.


"In case you were wondering, you sooo lived up to even my loftiest expectations," she told me with a pat on my bare chest.


Sleepy-eyed, I still grinned quite wide.


But the uncertain tone in her voice for what came next wiped that grin off my face. "Hey Ben... ?"


"Yeah?" I asked, opening my eyelids and glancing down to find her big brown eyes staring up at me.


"Was this a one-time thing?"


Her words were asking if we could fuck again, but I sensed an undercurrent of feelings beneath it. Sasha had put up a good show last night, convincing me that all she wanted was a casual hook-up while telling me about how she was really a slut beneath her librarian veneer. It had all made a certain kind of logical sense; she WAS a stripper by profession, after all. And her admissions had made me more agreeable to the idea of actually fucking her, which I supposed was her goal all along.


But when she looked at me right now, I didn't see the stripper, the self-proclaimed slut who had hooked up with just about every dancer at Nocturne. I saw the Sasha I was used to spending time with on the project team, the studious, driven young woman who had cried on my shoulder about the rough break-up with her boyfriend and in turn let me cry on hers. To be honest, I had a hard time reconciling that the two women were indeed the same person, and I felt like I'd gone to bed with one last night only to wake up with the other. And while it had been easy to pound the former with every ounce of power I had in my hips, my heart ached to see the latter's heartfelt pain and longing etched in her eyes.


Which one was the real Sasha? Was she a studious librarian with a hidden naughty side? Or was she a sexual demonness who had done a really, really convincing acting job on me and everyone else around her? I didn't know for sure.


But whoever she really was, she had definite feelings for me. Those eyes couldn't lie, and in fact, they seemed to directly contradict what she'd told me before about being totally okay as 'just friends'.


My heart palpitated, my own uncertainty over my feelings for this beautiful young woman causing me to hesitate in my response. But then I thought of DJ, and I pushed that uncertainty away. I loved HER. I'd committed to HER. And so I replied softly, "That's really up to my girlfriend now."


"Right ... DJ..." Sasha breathed, nodding twice before putting her cheek back down on my chest.


She thought about that for a while, long enough for me to lay my head down on the pillow and close my eyes again. But eventually she picked her head back up, and I opened my eyes to look down at her once more.


"When you see her today, tell her... 'thanks', okay? I really needed this."


Nodding slowly, I replied, "I will."


And with a last, almost regretful and yet accepting smile, Sasha put her cheek back down.





9:24 AM



"And that's it?"


I shrugged, even though there was no way DJ could see me since she was at home and I was rolling down 101 in the Mustang. Knowing my Bluetooth headset would pick up my voice, I replied, "We got up, ate breakfast, talked a bit, and then I drove off."


DJ's voice sounded in my ear. "Was she glowing from the aftermath of the incredible orgasms you gave her?"


I smirked, thinking about the self-satisfied grin Sasha couldn't seem to control all throughout breakfast. It was the shit-eating grin of someone who'd nicely gotten laid, and I nodded. "Yes, she was."


I could almost picture DJ sitting cross-legged on her bed with her elbows on her knees and her chin in her hands, giving me a sly grin. "Was she dreaming wishfully that she could be your girlfriend?"


I thought back to Sasha's last question about whether or not it had been a one-time thing, and the undercurrent of emotion in her voice. And with a sigh, I replied, "I think so, yes."


"Good."


I arched an eyebrow. "You sound quite proud of that little tidbit."


"Of course. She wanted you, but -I- got you. I win!" DJ's voice was that of victory.


I rolled my eyes. "It's not a competition."


"We're girls. Everything's a competition." DJ giggled over the phone line. "Think of it this way: Whenever you and I go somewhere together, do you ever notice the envious looks guys give you when they see me on your arm? Those looks that say, 'Dayyyum! She's smokin' HOT! What did that lucky sonovabitch do to deserve that?!?'"


I chuckled and nodded. "Yes, I notice them."


"Make you proud? A little cocky even?"


I blushed but nodded. "Yeah..."


"Well, same for me. Only I don't see girls staring at you like that just walking down the street. You're cute, but not THAT cute. I get those stares from girls who've either BEEN with you or WANT to be with you because of the reputation. And I get a little power rush inside when I notice them."


I chuckled, "Glad to see you're proud of me."


"I am. And I'm horny; I did miss you last night."


"I'm hurrying home."


"Don't worry about it. Later, much later. I promised you a special reward you wouldn't believe, and I need you rested and recovered for tonight."


Both my eyebrows went up at that.


DJ giggled at the mystery she was planting in my brain, but then sighed and moaned, "I DID miss you last night, though. It will be great to have you back."


"You know, I don't ever have to spend a night away from you again. I could have come home last night. I'm sorry about that."


"No, don't be. I told you to stay overnight and I'm happier knowing you did your job right."


I shook my head in disbelief. "You're a strange girlfriend."


"Ain't I the best?"


I smiled. "Yes, you are."


Just then, I heard the telltale beep of an incoming call. "Hang on. Someone else is calling." DJ waited patiently while I fished my phone out of my pocket and glanced at the screen. And then I told her, "It's Paige."


"Go ahead and pick up. I'll see you when you get home."


"Okay."


"And hey, you should be around Atherton right about now, shouldn't you?"


On cue, a highway sign showing the next three exits approached, showing that the usual exit to Uncle Frank and Aunt Polly's house, Marsh Road, was 2 1/4 miles away. Even if I missed that, Willow was 4 miles from here. "Uh, yeah. Just about."


"Maybe you should stop by and pork her. Kind of a drive-by fucking, you know?"


"Seriously? I'm almost to your house." The incoming call beep continued.


DJ laughed. "Just pick up the phone. I'll see you when you get here, honey. Bye. Love you." She hung up before I could.


My phone gave me one last chance to answer the call, and I tapped my earpiece to pick it up. "Hey, Red. What's up?"


"Hey, I had meant to talk to you last night at the party, but I got a bit caught up."


"No problem."


"Um, I was wondering. I know DJ's house isn't too far away from here. Do you think there's some time when we could meet up in person in the next couple of days? I really do need to talk to you, and this isn't something that should be done over the phone."


I chuckled to myself, seeing the Marsh exit approach. With DJ's words ringing in my head, I started merging to the right. I wasn't actually going to do a drive-by fucking, but it seemed too much coincidence that I happened to be here.


"You'll never believe this," I told Paige. "But I'm about three minutes from your house. See you soon."





9:31 AM



I pulled the Mustang into the long Atherton driveway and parked alone just in front of the house. By the time I got out of the car, I saw that Paige was waiting for me by the open door, still dressed in her PJs and a belted bathrobe. I walked across the flagstone pavers, scuffed my shoes on the welcome mat, and then stepped inside to pick up the petite young woman in my arms for a big hug.


"Hiya, Red," I greeted warmly.


"Hiya, yourself," she greeted, buzzing my nose with an Eskimo kiss and then pecking my lips. I set her down, and with a sly grin, she asked, "Should I be wondering why you were cruising down the freeway this morning instead of holed up in DJ's bedroom?"


"Just passing by," I replied with a wave. "Pure coincidence that I was close when you called."


Paige eyed me carefully, a smirk tugging at the corners of her lips. "This wouldn't have anything to do with one Sasha Serafian living up in San Bruno, would it?"


Rather than answer, I mimed zipping my lips and stepped further into the house, closing the door behind me. Turning back to her, I asked, "So what's up? What was so important that (A) it couldn't be said over the phone and (B) it couldn't wait until we met up at school again?"


Paige sighed, gesturing me toward the hallway. Just then, Aunt Polly came out, holding little April by one hand as the toddler, well ... toddled ... toward us.


"Hiya, cutie!" I exclaimed in an overly sweet (and somewhat high-pitched) voice. Moving toward her, I bent my knees and opened my arms invitingly, and April let go of her grand-aunt's hand and wobbled toward me, diving the last foot or so and forcing me to catch her, lest she face-plant on the hardwood floor.


I picked up the little redhead, giving her the same buzzed Eskimo kiss her mother had given me, and April giggled cutely in response.


"You're a natural, Ben," Aunt Polly praised while I scooped my forearm beneath April's butt and perched her on my hip. The 1-year-old promptly began grabbing at my ear. Aunt Polly continued, "I know you'll make a great father some day."


"Someday, maybe," I agreed. "But not just yet, huh?"


Aunt Polly shrugged, and then opened her arms to take April back. "I know you two have things to... talk ... about." There was a waggle in her eyebrows. "I'll leave you two to it."


"Aunt Polly," Paige groaned at the innuendo.


I just chuckled, knowing full-well that Paige's aunt and uncle were aware of our friends with benefits relationship, though I didn't bother to tell her that this wasn't a booty call.


I handed April off to her grand-aunt, Paige cruised by to give her daughter a kiss, and then we headed down the hallway for Paige's bedroom. As I expected, Red didn't attack me the moment we got inside her room, unlike some of my prior visits. So I glanced around for a moment before deciding to sit on the desk chair while Paige closed the door behind us and then came to perch on the edge of the bed right in front of me.


"So what's up?" I repeated my prior inquiry.


Paige took a deep breath, folding her arms over her chest before picking her eyes up to mine and giving me a wary look. "There's no easy way of saying this, so I'm just gonna say it: I've met someone."


I blinked in surprise, memory flooding me with images of the last time Paige and I had fucked, less than 48 hours ago in a wild and crazy threesome with DJ. Then, yesterday evening was mostly occupied by Lynne Arian's pre-Thanksgiving party, and Paige had already informed me at the beginning of the night that she needed to talk to me. Had she "met" this someone in the short period between Tuesday's "visit" and Wednesday night's party?


"We've actually known each other for a while," she continued, unknowingly answering that particular question. "His name is Everett, and I would see him at the playground just down the road sometimes when I would take April over to get some exercise. He's got a daughter, Gabrielle, who's just a little older than April, and the two girls have been playing with each other for months."


"Oh ... okay..." I said, not sure what else to really say.


Paige continued. "Aunt Polly and Uncle Frank have both met him, since they would take April to the park as well. He's a nice guy, and sort of in the same situation as me."


I arched an eyebrow at that, inviting her to elaborate.


"He's only a couple of years older than me. Everett and his girlfriend got pregnant during their senior year at UC Davis, but Gabrielle didn't arrive until they'd graduated. After she was born, her mom just couldn't handle it and walked away from them. He got custody, but he moved back here to live with his parents, and they're helping him take care of her. He's got a decent job in Mountain View, so the commute's not too bad. And we sort of bonded over the last couple of months over that: being single parents living with family and trying to juggle the work/kid balance."


I nodded. "And you two hooked up?"


"What? No. Not yet. But..." Paige sighed, hugging herself. "But ... Well, Wednesdays I don't have classes, and his company shut down early for the Thanksgiving Break. He called me and suggested we bring the girls together at the playground, and while they were futzing around in the sandbox, he asked me out on a date. Tomorrow night, Friday."


"That's cool."


"Really?" Paige looked relieved. "You don't mind?"


"Me? Mind? Haven't I been telling you from the beginning that you need to get yourself a boyfriend?"


"I know ... And I like Everett ... But I just don't know if I can handle this. Life is complicated enough without having to worry about a relationship on top of everything."


"I'm sure you'll do fine."


"But how? I don't have time for a boyfriend!"


"From what you're telling me, he's the kind of guy who already understands. He's got his own daughter and work to deal with, which means he's not gonna give you crap about prioritizing April or your schoolwork."


"Maybe. But what about us? You and me?"


"What about us? We're friends, Red. You know it's not going to become anything more than that, don't you?"


"I do, I do. But ... are you going to cut me off if Everett and I get serious?"


I popped my eyebrows. "Uh, I rather think that sort of thing is your call. I'll be honest: I don't particularly like the idea of being 'the other man', and I've gotten burned a couple of times because of it."


"That's what I mean. I don't think I could ever tell Everett what I've been doing with you."


I shrugged. "Well, maybe you don't ever have to. I mean, if we're not having booty calls anymore, then there's nothing to tell."


"So you ARE cutting me off," she pouted.


"I didn't say that," I replied, holding my hand up. "I just meant that it's your call. If you want to continue our friendship the way it's been until you develop that kind of intimacy with Everett, IF you ever develop that kind of intimacy with Everett, then I'm not going to stop you. I've already talked it over with DJ, and you're firmly on her 'Green List' for as long as you want to be. But I do honestly believe you'll need to consider the situation again if and when you and Everett ... or any potential boyfriend ... get to that point."


Paige thought about that for a while, biting her lip and staring off at the wall. She nodded a couple of times, thought a bit more, and then finally returned her attention to me. "So you're really okay if I start a relationship with Everett?"


"Of course. Why wouldn't I be?"


"I dunno. I just ... I still remember those days when you would growl at any boy who would so much as leer at me."


I chuckled and shook my head. "That was a long time ago, and you were a very different person then."


"But I was still 'yours'..."


I furrowed my eyebrows, my mind recalling that first Valentine's Day dinner when she explained to me about being 'mine', that I 'possessed' her. But that was a long time ago. "Then, you were 'mine'. Now? Not anymore."


"Aren't I?"


"Paige ... Is that what this is about? I thought you said you weren't in love with me anymore."


"I'm not, I'm not. It's just..." she sighed. "I dunno ... I rather liked the idea that I was still 'yours', even after all these years. That you'd be jealous if I ever wanted to be with somebody else. It would mean you still cared."


"Of course I still care. I care enough to let you go."


"You mean that?"


"Of course I do. I want to see you happy; I always have. I've also always known that I'm not the right guy to do that for you. So nothing would make me happier than knowing you'd found your Mr. Right. Maybe that's Everett. Maybe not. Either way, I'd be thrilled to know you're going out there and trying."


Without a word, Paige slipped off the bed and walked into me for a hug. Still seated, I wrapped my arms around her as she turned and sat in my lap, still short enough to be able to pillow her head on my shoulder. I held her for a long time, neither of us speaking. And though I hadn't intended it, I did feel a little like she and I were "breaking up".


Eventually, Paige pulled back with tears in her eyes. Sniffling, she gripped the back of my head and tilted my face down to hers for a sweet kiss, one that slowly built as her tongue parted my lips and darted inside to begin the familiar sparring motions we'd practiced over and over and over again. But she stopped well short of starting something serious and pulled away to close her eyes and then slip off my lap.


"Thanks," she told me before turning around and wiping her eyes with both hands. "I do think I needed this ... this closure ... before I saw Everett again. I don't think I would have been capable of giving him a fair chance if I hadn't talked to you first."


"Then I'm glad I was driving by."


"You WERE at Sasha's place all night, weren't you?"


My blush, and the way I averted my gaze gave me away.


Paige giggled and shook her head. "You'll have to tell me the story of how THAT happened someday."


I shrugged.


Paige looked at the door, and then back at me. There was a subtle change in her posture, in the way she angled her neck, shifted her hips, and profiled her milk-laden bosom. I saw a smolder in her dark blue eyes as she gazed back at me. And her voice had gotten raspier as she stated coolly, "Now I'm not saying that Everett and I are ever going to sleep together. Certainly not on the first date. But if I'm reading him right - and I certainly hope I am - then it's quite possible that he and I may end up fucking. And once we do ... well ... you said you wouldn't cut me off, but you're right: still sleeping with you would technically be cheating, and I just don't think I'd be able to do that to him."


I nodded. "I understand."


"But I'm not with him YET. Today, I'm a single woman." Paige unfastened the belt to her bathrobe, letting the dark pink terrycloth puddle at her ankles, and then she began to work at her pajama top buttons. "Today there are no relationships stopping you and me from doing whatever the fuck we want to do to each other. Today..."


I sucked in my breath as Paige's dusky nipples came into view, her unfettered, still-nursing breasts swollen and bigger than ever. Her pajama pants and panties soon joined the bathrobe on the floor, and she stepped out of them to once again move to me, although this time she sank to her knees in front of the chair and reached for my jeans.


"Today ... I still need you," she finished, fishing out my cock and then swallowing it to the root, sucking experimentally and then popping off to give me a little grin. "I can still taste Sasha's pussy on your cock, by the way."


I shrugged. Guilty as charged. But as Paige lowered her head and took me into her mouth once again, I patted her on the head and explained, "Seriously though, we can only do this once today. I really SHOULD get back to my girlfriend, and since this is DJ we're talking about, I need to save a few bullets if you know what I mean."


Paige grinned around a mouthful of meat, her eyes twinkling as she nodded. She kept her word, only drawing a single ejaculation out of me. But she made it count, bringing me to the edge twice while getting herself off at least a half-dozen times.


In the end, Paige bucked and thrashed atop me cowgirl-style on her bed, her movements limited only by arms trying to hold her in place so I could suckle more milk out of her teats. The internal clenching of her latest climax milked fluids out of ME as well, as I geysered gout after gout of scalding spunk up and into her little body. And when we both were done, we stayed like that for a long time, holding each other, neither of us willing to let go.


Maybe this wasn't our last time together. Maybe it would take weeks or months for Paige and Everett to get to the point of physical intimacy, or maybe they wouldn't at all. Heck, Paige was dead set against putting out on the first date with him, and we still had next Tuesday to blow off some steam. And yet, this certainly felt like a goodbye of sorts, and both of us knew that once Paige crossed this line to start dating again, the relationship between us would never be the same.


Perhaps our new relationship would be even better. Perhaps not. Neither of us knew, so for now, neither of us let go. We held each other like that for a loooong time, until my deflating cock slipped out of her saturated pussy on its own. And even then, despite my words about caring enough to do so, I found it hard to let her go.


But I did. Scooping her light body up in my arms, I picked Paige up and then lay her on the bed beside me, leaning over her to give her one more kiss. She moaned into my mouth, and I heard her sniffle to try in vain to stop the flow of tears that were starting to leak from the corners of her eyes. But then I moved a little higher, kissing her forehead the same way I did to my little sisters so often, and the waterworks started to flow.


I held her for a few minutes while she regained her composure and then finally kissed me again. And then I rolled off the bed in search of my clothes.


When Paige walked me to the door, she shrugged and said pragmatically, "This isn't goodbye. I've still got to finish my degree, and no matter what, I'll still visit you between classes." But we both knew that the nature of her visits would likely start to change.


I nodded my agreement, and then pecked her forehead once again. "See ya later, Red."


"Goodbye, Ben."





10:52 AM



Having parallel parked on the curb, I took a deep breath as I turned the engine off. Staring out the windshield at the familiar house, I felt a wave of emotions rolling over me.


It was hard to believe after everything that had happened so far this semester, but this was my first time returning to this house since that fateful day when I threw caution to the wind, ignored Dawn's standing order to keep away from her, and marched myself up to the house to demand SOME kind of resolution with her. Then, Jack Evans sat me down and told me something that I believed I would remember for all my life: That no matter what else was going on between us, Dawn and I had twenty-one years of foundation, and that had to count for something.


Now that wasn't the last time I saw her; she'd come to the Berkeley house to tell me she was taking her sabbatical and becoming a ranch hand at Morris Camp, but the mere sight of her house still brought back a ton of memories. I remembered screeching to a halt in this very parking space on the curb after driving all night that fateful Halloween when she was drugged and raped while we were still in high school. Despite the horrific beginning, my last day in the house that trip had been quite pleasant: it was the one and only time I'd ever banged all three of the Evans girls at the same time.


I remembered taking her parents outside into their backyard during my last birthday party and formally asking their permission to marry their daughter. Jack had joked, "Which daughter?"


Shaking my head ruefully, I braced my forearms on the steering wheel and set my forehead down.


Speaking of the steering wheel, I remembered being in just about the exact same position, at Paige's house no less. I had been an emotional mess, found myself in Lynne Arian's arms, and wound up kissing her before freaking out and locking myself in the Mustang to cry. Then, I'd come to this very house, walked in, and found Dawn's 'Ben Forever' bracelet on the foyer table.


So many memories, some of them good, some of them ... not so good.


But enough of that. I popped open the door and went up the sidewalk. I'd called DJ to let her know I was leaving Paige's place, and that yes, I'd committed the drive-by fucking. She'd noticed the Mustang pull up outside and now waited for me in the doorway, looking achingly gorgeous in a sky blue tank top and teeny-tiny shorts that barely extended past her crotch.


I smiled to see my girlfriend's radiant beauty, only enhanced by the deliriously happy smile dominating her entire face. Showing off sparkling teeth, she opened her arms and literally jumped into my arms as I crossed the threshold, burying her tongue in my mouth and cinching her arms around my head like she would never, ever let me go. I grinned and gave myself over to that kiss.


Time to make some new memories.





10:56 AM



I saw that Deanna Evans had come out from the kitchen when DJ opened the door for me, and she saw the way her youngest daughter had jumped into my arms for a welcoming kiss. But she apparently thought nothing of it and had already returned to the kitchen by the time I set DJ back down on her feet.


By choice, DJ and I still hadn't announced the change in our relationship status, but I suppose even our OLD relationship status had room for those kinds of greetings. Well, it was time to make it official.


Taking me by the hand, DJ led me down the short hallway and to the side of the kitchen where it opened up into the family room. At our approach, Jack Evans turned without getting up from the couch and called, "Hey Ben, you've already missed half the game. Total snoozefest. Falcons are already up 17-zip and the Lions benched Harrington."


I chuckled and shrugged helplessly. Jack offered up his hand, so I went over to shake it before returning to DJ and slipping my fingers through hers a little nervously.


"Dad?" DJ said, drawing his attention before she turned into the kitchen and called, "Mom? We need to tell you something."


Deanna wiped her hands on a towel and looked at us, scrutinizing the way I was blushing and the particular way DJ was holding onto me. She intuitively figured it out before DJ could say anything further. "Really?" Deanna asked with raised eyebrows and a delighted grin.


DJ smiled at her mother and nodded, holding up our interlaced hands. "We're together now."


DJ's mom squealed gleefully and rushed out to us with her arms outstretched. She bear-hugged me first, finally causing me to drop DJ's hand and pat her on the back while she tried to pick me up off the floor and shake me like a rag doll. By the time she put me down, Jack Evans had gotten off the couch and come around to shake my hand once more.


"Do I need to give you the new boyfriend interrogation?" he asked with a smirk.


"I'll answer anything you put to me," I replied with a smile.


DJ's parents clucked over the two of us for a minute, but just for a minute. What else could really be said? They already knew me quite well, and were probably already aware of DJ's feelings for me. Jack gave me a stern warning to take care of his daughter, and Deanna expressed her happiness for the pair of us. And then both of them hugged me one more time before returning to where they were.


Nobody mentioned Dawn.


Deanna then asked DJ to help her out in the kitchen, and Jack gestured for me to join him on the couch. Brooke had watched the whole thing and now squeezed me tight with one arm and then patted my ass before bringing out a tray of snack food. Having burned quite a few calories porking first Sasha and then Paige this morning, my stomach was grumbling despite having breakfast with Sasha two hours ago. So I happily accepted the tray while sitting down on the couch. DJ returned shortly after with a couple of cold beers, one for me and one for her dad, before going back to the kitchen.


Halftime came soon, and Deanna took the opportunity to pry me away from the TV. She asked after my family, although she probably knew more than I did since she talked to my mom every day. Now, she finally asked me if I'd heard from their prodigal daughter. When I told her that Dawn and I had talked on the phone a couple of times, she simply nodded and shrugged, saying that was all they'd gotten either.


But rather than dwell upon Dawn, Deanna moved on to Adrienne. Apparently the busy-busy life of a jet-setting supermodel prevented Adrienne from talking to my parents very often, which meant that my mom didn't have much to share with Deanna. I explained that Adrienne was doing well, was still with her Vogue editor girlfriend, and wouldn't be back home for Thanksgiving because she was she was stuck in the Bahamas on a Sports Illustrated shoot.


Jack told his wife to lay off the interrogation when the second half began, but it was as bad as he'd told me when I'd arrived. The Lions couldn't do a damn thing, and I wound up walking away from the game to spend time with DJ and Brooke rather than get bored to death in front of the TV.


The girls pulled me into DJ's bedroom, but not to do what you'd think. Brooke hadn't heard the story about the things I'd done to Sasha, and neither of them had been told the 'details' about my encounter with Paige. That's not to say that I told them everything though. For one thing, even though DJ was my girlfriend and Brooke was my sister, I still had that reticence to ever blab about the things I'd done with another girl. True, as my girlfriend, DJ was owed some explanation lest I violate her trust. But that didn't mean I had to give her the nitty-gritty salacious particulars she was after.


Sasha and I boinked a bunch of times last night. We boinked again this morning, had breakfast, and then I left. No we didn't do anal. Yes, I fucked her titties. And yes, she has a couple of toys. That was enough detail to mollify the girls, if not completely satisfy them. And I certainly didn't talk about the undercurrent of affectionate emotion between the two of us.


Regarding Paige, neither girl was very interested in the sex details; Paige was old news by now. What was more interesting, and what got Brooke and DJ to stop grilling me about Sasha, was the story of Paige's single-dad potential boyfriend, Everett. On that subject, I was more freely willing to share what I knew. But even then, a man's recollection of a story told is never verbatim, and yet women always want the recollection to be verbatim. Oh, well.


"Hey, is that your mom calling us for lunch?"





1:28 PM



"Think this one'll be any less boring than the last one?" Jack drawled, gesturing to the big plasma TV.


I sighed, patting a full belly and reclining deeper into the sofa cushions. It was the second year in a row watching the Lions get demolished. But that's why they're the Lions. "Well Dallas and Denver are both good teams. And really, the game can't be any worse."


Jack nodded his agreement, and as Billy Cundiff kicked off, we returned our attention to the screen.


For the next couple of hours, I lost myself in the rhythms and flows of the game, getting excited when something happened and letting my attention waver toward food or something else in between. Already this game was much better than the previous one. DJ cruised by every now and again, pulling my head backward over the edge of the couch and kissing me upside-down with plenty of tongue before walking away with nary a word spoken. I don't really know what she or Brooke was doing with this time, except when one or the other of them swung by to drop off a platter of munchies, or maybe fetch me or Jack a beer. Once, I asked my girlfriend if she wanted me to do anything with her, but she patted my shoulder and told me to rest and save up my energy, whispering in my ear that I'd need it for later on.


In the second quarter, Denver was up 14-7 and Dallas was driving. We watched Drew Bledsoe sneak in a 1-yard touchdown to tie the game after a Broncos offside penalty on 4th and Goal. And conveniently right AFTER the TD, my phone rang and I smiled to see Adrienne's name on the display. Although she hadn't had much of an impact on my life in the last few months, she still liked to call me every few weeks so that we could fill each other in about our lives, which was how I'd known what to tell Deanna Evans when she'd asked me.


The last time we'd talked had been right before DJ got the flu, so I had a surprising amount of information to share with Adrienne, and she got into an excited tizzy when I told her that DJ and I were now a couple.


"I KNEW it! Congratulations!"


"Congratulations?" I queried with a smile. "The last time we talked, you were telling me to stay single and let my heart heal after everything that went on with Dawn."


"What did you expect? For me to encourage you to jump into another relationship before you were ready? Yeah, right. I always knew you'd eventually get another girlfriend, and I was equally sure it would end up being DJ. But it had to happen only when YOU finally overcame all your hang-ups and YOU decided you were ready, despite me and Kim and everyone else telling you to stay single for a while. So if you're together now, despite me telling you a few weeks ago to stay single, then it means you decided for yourself. And that's the congratulations. You've grown up, young man."


"Uh, thanks?" I chuckled while shaking my head. "So you really thought I'd end up with DJ?"


"No brainer, that one. She's been in love with you forever. It was never a question of 'if', only 'when'."


"But was it so obvious that I'd pick her?"


"Blonde, busty, a penchant for taking it up the ass ... desperately in love with YOU and quite obviously willing to show you how much she loves you? She's a Mini-Me! But she's there with you, and for bonus points, she's an Evans. Umm, correct me if I'm wrong, but she's exactly your type."


"So was Dawn. Look how that worked out."


"Dawn is ... Dawn. She's got her own issues to work out. All I'm saying is that from the moment you told me Dawn would be out at camp, leaving you in the house with Brooke and DJ ... Well, it was obvious who your next girlfriend would eventually be."


I made a sour face, even though Adrienne couldn't see. "You make it sound like I just picked her up because she was around."


"No, no. Please don't misunderstand. I'm not trying to say that your relationship with her isn't real. We've spent a lot of time talking over the last couple of months about you rebounding and about all these things you've been doing to improve yourself. I KNOW you're not getting together with DJ out of ... settling ... or just because she's convenient. I just mean that for you and her, a lot of things have been coming together at just the right time. Sometimes a relationship doesn't come out of left field on a bolt of lightning. Sometimes a relationship forms because two people are in the right place at the right time and in the right frame of mind for each other. That's you and her."


"So you think DJ and I are meant to be? Like forever?"


"I didn't say that." Adrienne took a deep breath, collecting herself while I waited patiently at my end. I'd excused myself into Jack's office for privacy, and I got up from the couch in there to pace around the room a bit.


Eventually, Adrienne's voice came back over the line. "I can't say for sure what the future holds for you and DJ. I like to claim that I know everything, but I haven't been there, been around you two for the last few months. All I've got to go on is the sound of your voice when you talk about her, and the conversations we've had every so often on the phone. I know part of you is still thinking about Dawn, and about what's going to happen whenever she eventually returns from camp. I know part of you has been lonely, despite your insistence that being single hasn't bothered you at all, and that for all your self-improvement and dedication to not being codependent, well ... you ARE happier when you're in a relationship. I do wish the best for you and DJ. I hope for your sake that she can be the LAST relationship you ever need to have. But will she? I can't answer that. Only you and she can."


I took a deep breath myself and processed that while letting out a sigh. "Fair enough."


"So does this mean Sasha's out of the picture?"


"Sasha?"


"I know from our last couple of conversations that you were wrestling a bit with your feelings for her. At one point, you actually thought about starting a relationship with her, even though you and I both agreed that it wouldn't be a good idea."


"Funny you should mention her. We actually hooked up for the first time last night."


"Really?!?" Adrienne let out a whistle. "I'm presuming you had DJ's permission."


"Of course. DJ sensed the sexual tension between me and Sasha, and for me to rock Sasha's world and then come home to her today is like some kind of victory for her."


"HA!" Adrienne laughed. "That's hilarious. But that's it. You rocked her world and came home? Nothing more than that between you two?"


I took a deep breath and thought about the undercurrent of emotions I'd felt waking up in Sasha's bed this morning. "Well, like always, sex changes people. I think we're certainly closer than we were two days ago, for example. DJ's 'victory' or not, Sasha and I have been intimate and nothing's ever going to change that. But I do think that now that we've crossed that line, we've also taken the curiosity away. I lusted for her, she lusted for me, and a lot of our tension was because we both wanted what was still unknown. Now it's known, and we can move on from there. I think that we'll be able to move on as friends, but never be anything more than that."


"Makes sense," Adrienne agreed.


"Oh, and another thing. I visited Paige this morning."


"Damn, boy. You certainly aren't wasting any time this holiday."


"No, no. I don't mean ... okay well yes I boinked her today ... But that's not the point. Paige actually met this guy..."


Adrienne whistled. "Do tell..."





3:35 PM



Having told the story once before to DJ and Brooke, I now had the explanation about single-dad Everett down pat. But like DJ and Brooke, Adrienne wanted details, and she kept me on the phone overall for more than an hour. The conversation bounced around for a bit, coming back to Sasha, getting more information about my interactions with DJ while she was sick, and even Kim's little interrogation after DJ and I got together.


It was only at the end when I finally asked about HER life for the last couple of weeks since we last spoke, and she told me about two production assistants on her shoot who were both going after her, one male and one female. Naturally, Adrienne had no interest in the dude, but she and the female PA had been flirting non-stop and after calling Caroline, her girlfriend in New York, for permission, Adrienne and the girl PA had hooked up last night.


"Speaking of which, I gotta go," Adrienne finally said, well before -I- could get any additional details out of HER. "It's after 6:30 here and we're meeting up for dinner. Catch you later, Tiger. Love you."


"Love you too. And hey. Come visit Berkeley when you can, alright?"


"I promise. It's been too long already."


"Yes it has."


"Okay then. Love you, Tiger. I mean it."


"I know you do. Have fun for the rest of your trip."


And then Adrienne hung up.


I returned to the family room to find the game starting the fourth quarter and Denver up 21-14. I was just in time to see Mike Anderson fumble the ball and have Dallas recover it on the Denver 10. Three plays later, Jason Witten caught a 4-yard touchdown pass and the game was all knotted up at 21. And that's when our older sisters arrived.


Jack and I both got up to greet Dayna and Brandi with big hugs, and then Deanna, DJ, and Brooke came out of the kitchen as well. DJ and I told our big sisters that we were now a couple, and both of them squealed gleefully almost the same way Deanna had done hours earlier, hugging us both and grinning ear-to-ear at the news. But toward the end, the last time Brandi hugged me she leaned into my ear and asked me to go chat with her when I could.


"After the game ends, okay?" I replied with one eye still on the screen. "They're in the fourth quarter now."


"Who's playing?" she asked.


"Broncos and Cowboys. Tie game."


"Broncos'll win."


"You don't even WATCH football."


"It's horses versus cowboys. Seriously, if a horse ever decided to pick a fight with a man, horse wins." Brandi mimed trampling me with her hands shaped like pretend hooves.


I chuckled. "If you say so."


Forty-five minutes later it was over. Ron Dayne reeled off a 55-yard run in overtime, and Jason Elam hit the chip-shot field goal.


Horses won.





5:17 PM



"Hey, we'll be right back," Brandi announced, grabbing my shoulder as she got up from the couch and gestured with her head toward the stairs. The entire family had been seated together, carrying on a big seven-way conversation as Dayna and Brandi filled the rest of us in on their recent activities. My poor older sister had the worst luck when it came to boyfriends, having broken up with hers just two days ago. Meanwhile, Dayna and Kevin were still going strong, something nobody would have predicted back in their early days of college.


Deanna raised her eyebrows at us as we left, reminding, "Dinner's at six. Don't dilly-dally too long..."


Deanna's words said 'dilly-dally' but the sharpness of her eyebrows suggested something else. Brandi rolled her eyes and shook her head, saying without words, 'NO, we're not going upstairs to have sex.'


Deanna shrugged and waved us off. I caught up to Brandi and murmured, "Can't blame her for thinking it. With all the sibling nookie going on in these two families, she has no way of knowing you and I aren't like that anymore."


Brandi sighed, giving me a mournful look. "Anymore..." She took me by the hand, led me into Dayna's bedroom, and then closed the door.


"So what's up?" I asked, settling onto the desk chair while Brandi hopped onto the bed, feeling a slight sense of déjà vu.


"One relationship ends ... another begins," Brandi recited to the wall before flicking her eyes to mine. "So tell me about DJ."


My eyebrows went up. "What's there to tell? We're together now, and quite happy about it."


"I can tell. This isn't your first rodeo ride together, but you still have that 'new love' air about you. Everybody noticed the way she practically sat in your lap downstairs just now."


I grinned. "Yeah, Deej can be affectionate like that sometimes."


"I know. And I really am happy for you."


"But..."


Brandi sighed. "It's just ... I want to make sure you've thought this all the way through."


"I have."


"Have you? Because believe me, I know firsthand about how relationships can implode right in your face."


"Is this because you just broke up with your boyfriend?"


"No, of course not."


I eyed her. "You sure?"


Brandi made a face and looked away from me. "Okay ... maybe a little. So I'm not in the most lovey-dovey mood with the highest opinion of romance at the moment."


"Do you want to talk about it? I'd love to know what happened and see if there's anything I can do to help you feel better."


"No ... no ... There was no spectacular failure this time. Nobody cheated." Brandi's eyes flicked to me again. "Nobody got caught with her brother's dick up her ass."


I blushed and looked down, though I was unable to keep from smiling.


Brandi noticed and reached out to punch my arm. Then she sighed and explained, "It just wasn't working out. We weren't clicking anymore and both of us wanted something better. That's that."


"I'm sorry."


"Not your fault. But back to you and DJ."


"We're fine. We've got a lot in common. We enjoy each other's company. And we're both insatiable nymphomaniacs. We're unbelievably sexually-compatible. We're open and honest with each other about everything. And we enjoy spending time together. She teaches me how to cook and shop and sneaks under the dining table to give me spontaneous blowjobs. I help her with her homework and carry heavy things for her and scratch that itch she's got almost eight inches inside her body whenever she wants. We're HAPPY. There, satisfied?"


My sister held up her hands, "Sorry. I don't mean to make you get defensive about this."


I shrugged. "Nothing to be defensive about. I love her. She loves me. So now we're together. End of story."


Somebody knocked at the door. We both looked at it, and Brandi called, "Come in."


DJ burst through first, quite literally tackling me off the desk chair and inadvertently sending us onto the floor in a heap. My shoulder banged on the floor and I grunted, "Oww!" And DJ was immediately on her knees looking apologetic and saying, "Oh, sorry! Sorry!" while trying to pick me up.


Dayna and Brooke more sedately came through the door, with Brooke closing it behind her.


DJ finally pulled me up, putting me back in the desk chair and then sitting sideways across my lap with one arm around my shoulders. "You forgot the cuddling. How we fit together so perfectly like spoons and how deliriously happy I am to wake up in your arms."


I chuckled and said, "You heard all that?"


She jerked a thumb at the door and said, "You were saying it kinda loud; probably why Brandi thought you were getting defensive."


"Ah."


The pair of us then looked over to the bed, where Brandi and Dayna were perched on the edge closest to us with Brooke reclining against the headboard behind them, almost looking disinterested.


Brandi glanced over at her sister. "This was supposed to be a private conversation."


"Hey, -I- just found out my baby sister picked herself up a new boyfriend more than a week ago and didn't even tell me." Dayna glared at DJ at the end of that, although the smile on her face belied any heat in her voice.


"So go interrogate HER somewhere else," Brandi quipped.


"This is MY bedroom," Dayna retorted. "Besides, we both want to ask the same question."


Something exchanged between Brandi's and Dayna's eyes, and Brandi sighed before nodding. "Okay, fine."


Without even looking at us, Brooke announced to the far wall, "And the million dollar question IS... !"


Brandi and Dayna both glanced back at her, smirked, and then returned to us. Brandi did the honors, saying one word and one word only: "Dawn."


I shrugged. "What about her?"


"What are you two gonna do when she comes back?"


I shrugged again. "We'll work that out when she does."


"Does she know yet?" Dayna asked.


DJ shook her head before looking at me. I answered, "No. We didn't tell anyone, not even your parents. And I haven't talked to Dawn in a while now."


"She still calls every now and again?"


"She did. But the last time was ... early October or something. How about you?"


Dayna and Brandi looked at each other glumly. "She doesn't call us. At all, really," Dayna explained. "Only info I've gotten has been from Mom. She at least calls her to tell her she's alright."


"Dawn is dealing with her own issues right now. That's her thing, and she's way up there doing it. But that really doesn't have anything to do with what DJ and I are building now."


"Doesn't it?" Brandi asked, before glancing over at DJ. "I'm sorry, Deej. I'm not trying to undermine your new relationship or anything. But the reality is that just a few months ago, we ALL thought Dawn was Ben's soulmate. For his 21st birthday party, in this very house, he asked your parents for permission to marry her. She's your big sister, and whether or not she's in a hundred-mile radius, she's still the one ex-girlfriend you need to be hyper-aware of."


"Duh. It's not like I've forgotten or anything," DJ replied hotly.


"I'm not saying you did," Brandi replied wearily. "But have you two talked about what's going to happen when she comes back?"


DJ and I looked at each other. The reality was, no, we hadn't. But DJ turned back to my sister and said, "We didn't discuss how we'd act around Josh, who's my ex-boyfriend. And we didn't talk about any of Ben's exes, either."


"None of them are your sister," Dayna replied with a sigh. "Brandi's right. You guys have to factor Dawn into your equations."


"DJ's my girlfriend. I've moved on," I stated evenly.


Brandi eyed me. "Have you?"


I stared her down. "Yes, I have."


"So what if she comes back here, swearing up and down that she's healed and she's got her head on straight and she loves you more than anything in the world and she wants you back?"


"Dawn had her chance," DJ interjected. "She blew it."


"DJ," Dayna warned. "This is serious. You can't just brush this off. What she and Ben had was ... was special."


"And what I can have with him isn't?"


"I'm not saying that." Dayna pursed her lips together and then continued, "I want to see you happy, and I'm glad you're finding that with Ben. But you can't ignore the past. You can't pretend like Dawn wasn't this big, huge influence on who Ben has become, or that she might continue to have that kind of influence over him in the future. What if Brooke decided to somehow impact your romantic relationships? Could you brush her off so easily?"


Brooke sat up straighter at the mention of her name, giving us a strange look. DJ looked right back at her, and then sighed. "Well ... maybe not."


Brandi leveled me with a hard gaze and said, "Ben, please tell me you've considered the possibilities. Because from my perspective, there are really only a couple of ways this can play out. One, maybe everything goes perfectly and Dawn happily accepts you as DJ's boyfriend, wishing you nothing but the best as she moves on with her own life as well. Two, she decides she wants you back and actually chooses to fight DJ for you, possibly creating a rift in their family that might never, ever heal."


"Or three," Brooke muttered from behind them. "Dawn decides she hates both of you and leaves for good."


"Dawn will do what Dawn needs to do. And I'm going to do what -I- need to do. I'm not sitting around anymore waiting for her to come back. I'm moving on with my life, and I'm recognizing the special people in my life who've decided to actually STAY in my life." I hugged DJ closer to me. "Dawn made her choice. She's up there. DJ made hers. She's right here. And I'm making my choice. I choose HER." And for emphasis, I kissed DJ's cheek while trapping her head against my own.


"But what happens when she comes back?" Brandi insisted.


"We'll cross that bridge when we get to it. I've thought about a million different possible scenarios over the last few months, not just two or three," I answered. "I've nearly driven myself crazy thinking about it and overthinking about it and analyzing all the various permutations and consequences and ... It's impossible to know. I used to think I knew her. I used to think I understood her. But the Dawn that took off for Morris Camp isn't the Dawn I used to know. I can't predict her any more than I can predict the weather. So I've got a choice. I can either hamstring myself and sit around twiddling my thumbs, waiting for her to come back so I can then know what she's going to do and base MY life around HER. OR ... I take charge of my life again, I move on. And I give love ... with a very, very special woman ... a chance."


DJ beamed at me, and then took my cheeks in her hands before bending and giving me a sweet kiss.


"Do you love her anymore?" Brandi asked quietly while my lips were still on DJ's. "Is there some part of you that still loves her, still misses her ... still waits for her to come home to you?"


DJ pulled away and glared at my sister. "Give it UP already. He's chosen ME."


Brandi ignored her, staring straight at me, her eyes dark and stormy. You could feel the tension in the room, and even Brooke was sitting up straight and staring over at me. I felt Dayna's eyes on us, and DJ's as well. But for a long while, all I saw was Brandi, and the intensity of her gaze.


I took a deep breath, readying my response. But before I could do so, my big sister held a hand up and shook her head. "Don't answer that. Not in front of us. You said that you two haven't really discussed Dawn, but you need to. So you're going to, right here, right now. But not with us around. This is between you and your girlfriend. Maybe you can tell us how it goes when you're done. C'mon girls."


"But ... I wanna KNOW," Dayna whined.


Brandi leveled her with a look, and sulking, Dayna got off the bed as well. Brooke shrugged at us like it didn't matter to her, and she followed Brandi and Dayna out into the hall.


Brandi was the one holding the door itself, and she gave us a serious look. "Dinner's at six, but if you need more time then take it. The parentals will understand."


And then she closed the door.





DJ slipped off my lap and turned to sit on the bed. I leaned forward, rubbing the tops of my thighs to get circulation back into them after so long with my girlfriend in my lap.


It was a minute or so before either of us spoke. We both had Brandi's final question still on our minds, and eventually DJ asked the question she'd never asked me out loud since we got together, although I'm sure it was something she'd wondered about. "So what's the answer? Do you still love her?"


"Of course I do," I replied immediately. But as the shock spread across my girlfriend's face, I added hastily, "But not like that. Not romantically. Not anymore."


That seemed to mollify DJ, but only a little. "Explain," she said tersely.


"We were best friends for twenty-one years. My family has been a part of yours since the beginning of time. I'll always love her, always care about her, always want what's best for her. But I'm not 'in love' with her. Not anymore."


DJ eyed me carefully. "You really mean that?"


"Of course I do. She hurt me ... hurt me bad. You know that."


DJ sighed, looking out the window. "Do you miss her?"


"Of course. Even if you and Brooke had the worst fight in the world, and she moved away to do something else for a year, you'd miss her. You'd miss the friendship you used to have."


"But are you waiting for her to come home?"


"No. I was, at first. I distinctly remember wishing her well while she's up there at camp. I remember thinking, 'Fix yourself, and come back to me.' But that was in the beginning. That was when I TOLD you I wasn't ready for a relationship, that I wasn't over Dawn. That was then ... this is now. I wouldn't have put all those roses in your bedroom if I wasn't ready for this. I wouldn't have asked you to be my girlfriend if I was still hung up on her."


"You really mean that?"


"I do."


DJ gave me a little smile then, and exhaled loudly while letting her shoulders and neck relax from a tension I don't think she realized she had. I'd said everything right. I'd told her all the things she needed to hear. I'd reassured her that I was her devoted boyfriend, no longer in love with her sister, and ready to truly be hers.


She got off the bed and reached her hands out to me, and I prepared to take her back into my lap. But instead, DJ pulled me up and fell backward across Dayna's bed, yanking me down with her. We kissed ferociously, a happy, celebratory kiss that eased the worry in both our hearts. And when we'd gotten our fill, I rolled off her and propped myself up on one elbow while she did the same so that we could lie side-by-side and smile at each other.


"We still need to plan for her return, though," DJ said with a resigned sigh. "One day, she WILL come back."


"I know. And we'll cross that bridge when we come to it."


"You said that before."


"And I meant it."


"You said you'd thought of a million different scenarios for her return."


"I did."


"Tell me about some of them."


I furrowed my eyebrows. "Huh?"


"What are your thoughts? What are some of the ways you'd react to her? I wanna know."


"I can't ever know for sure how I'll react when she comes back."


"Why not? I know how I will."


"Which is?"


"She's my sister. I'll always love her. And I'll even be a little glad she went off the deep end, because it means that I got to have you. I'll wish the best for her, and I'll even help her find the right guy for her ... as long as it's not you."


I chuckled at that.


"Anyway, we both know Dawn's type. She's always gone for those really big, really muscular beefcakes. Light hair. Light eyes. You know, nothing like you."


"Hey!"


"Oh, you're not scrawny or anything, especially where it counts." DJ patted my crotch. "But we both know that of all the guys who've ever caught Dawn's interest, they've always looked more like that than like you."


"Fine. Whatever."


"It just goes to show that you and her weren't meant to be forever. Best friends growing up, and maybe even very good friends when she comes back, but not together. You're mine."


I grinned and pecked her nose. "And happily yours."


DJ smiled, but then looked thoughtful. She scrutinized my face, and then stared right into my eyes as if she could peer into the back of my soul. And then almost offhand, she said, "You know, since we have this private time and we're supposed to be talking, there IS one thing I've been wondering about a bit."


"What?"


"Why ARE you happy to be with me?"


"Huh?"


DJ suddenly sat up, leaning to one side with a hand planted on the mattress and her legs folded together in the other direction. She screwed her mouth up and looked at me without really looking at me for a moment, but then the light came back on in her eyes as she focused on my face and said, "The last time we were together, things didn't really work out so well. I realized that neither of us really loved each other: I crushed on 'perfect fantasy Ben', and you rebounded after Adrienne."


I shrugged. "That was before. This is different."


"Is it?"


"Seriously? After spending the entire year reassuring me that you're NOT in love with 'perfect fantasy Ben', you're going to tell me that you really are?"


"No, of course not. I've been around you for more than a year now and I know I'm in love with the real you."


"Then what? You're not so sure I'm not rebounding?"


"Are you?"


I rolled my eyes. "For the last time, NO. I made sure of that. I made sure to get Dawn wholly and completely out of my system before I decided to be with you. It hasn't been easy. There have been a lot of starts and stops, reminders to myself to move forward, that our past relationship is a sunk cost, and second-guessing myself that I was doing the right thing. I told you in the beginning that I wasn't ready. I'm telling you NOW that I am. I'm giving us a chance. I'm giving love a new chance. I'm choosing to be with you."


"Why?"


"What?"


"Seriously, why? Tell me why you love me."


"Because I do."


"Why?"


"Because I can feel it. It's in my gut. It's hard to put into words."


"Try." DJ folded her arms over her chest.


I rolled my eyes, now picking myself up and shifting back so that I was propped up by pillows and Dayna's headboard. I paused to slide the long sleeves of my shirt up to my elbows. And I took a deep breath.


DJ arched an eyebrow impatiently. "I'm waiting..."


"This isn't easy. Can you put into words why you love me?"


She frowned, working it around in her head, unable to give me an immediate answer.


"You didn't question whether or not I loved you BEFORE we got together. You KNEW I did. You felt it."


"I also felt you holding back."


"Because of Dawn. You feel me holding back anymore?"


She screwed up her mouth again, looking away and clearly trying to come up with an affirmative answer but unable to. "Well ... no."


"Then stop trying to poke holes in a good relationship. I DO love you. I miss you when you're not around. I adore being able to cuddle you in my bed every night. And I LOVE the fact that I can always count on you to be there for me."


"You always could, even before we were together."


"There were a LOT of things I could count on from you before we were together. You brought up the getting milk for free without buying the cow analogy. Well it's true. I got all the good stuff of a relationship from you without needing to commit to you. You flirted with me in the living room. You sucked my dick at a moment's notice. And you let me bend your fantastically-awesomely-fuckably-perfect body over and shove my cock up your ass whenever I wanted. You helped teach me how to cook and showed me how to pick fruit. You were ready and willing to talk to me whenever I wanted. And though I haven't had a whole lot of bad moments this year, I still knew I could count on you for comfort if I needed it. All of that without a commitment. Without jealousy when I fucked Paige or Brooke. You were the perfect girlfriend, even when you weren't my girlfriend. And I loved you for it. And I wanted you to know that I loved you for it. And that's why I'm yours now."


DJ sighed, not looking too happy despite my proclamations. "So it IS just like last time? You love me because I love YOU?"


I groaned and banged the back of my skull against the headboard. "No ... I love you because I LOVE you. I love you because I can't bear to think of my life without you. I love you because the thought of you being with someone else ... even Josh ... turns my stomach. I want you to be mine, and I want to be yours."


"I AM yours. I've always been yours, even before you asked me to be your girlfriend. You know that, right? That I was devoted to you? That I've been so utterly and completely in love with you? You didn't have to ask me to be your girlfriend to get that from me."


"But you deserve it. I want you to KNOW how much I love you. I owe you nothing less. I could have maybe decided to build a relationship with someone else. I could have maybe tried to start something with Sasha, but I didn't."


"So you DO have feelings for her!"


I groaned again and rubbed my forehead. "I was attracted to her, yes. She was vulnerable coming off her own breakup and we spent a lot of time together and shared a lot of personal history. She confided in me and trusted me. But we're friends. Nothing more than that."


"Well, until you fucked her brains out last night."


"With your express permission. And then I came straight home to YOU."


"Well ... not straight home. You did stop by Paige's."


I rolled my eyes and banged my skull against the headboard again. "Jeez, if you wanted me to just come straight home last night after the party, I would totally--"


"Relax, relax," DJ interrupted me, grinning. "I'm just messing with you. I really AM okay with you boinking both of them. Quite pleased, actually."


"Pleased?"


She took a deep breath. "Don't take this the wrong way, but I think I might always worry a little bit about whether or not you really want to be with me. Whether or not you really love me, or if you're just ... accepting me ... because I want so badly to be with you. I think I'm always going to believe that I love you and desperately need you more than you need me. I HAVE to be with you, don't you see? Yeah, I do my very best to screw you better than anyone else you've ever been with, Dawn and Adrienne included. But the reality is that with you being you, you could get great sex from almost anyone. Kim is devoted to you, and she's perfectly willing to take care of your other needs almost more than I am. Brooke's a better listener, and smarter when it comes to advice. Bert entertains you more. And as for Sasha ... well, I was never sure what was going on with you and Sasha. Yes, I saw her as a threat. And ... ugh ... don't hate me, but I DID send Tammy up to your bedroom during that Halloween party to interrupt you. I'm sorry. I was being a jealous bitch. But now that you've fucked her, and then still came back to me today and can tell me you love me when I'm being such a needy, stubborn paranoid ... well ... it's a relief."


I leaned forward, grabbed onto DJ's shoulders, and then yanked her across the bed and into my arms. I planted her head on my shoulder and hugged her tight against me. And I kissed her forehead before stating slowly, clearly, and evenly, "I'm with you. I'm not with anybody else. I could lose everybody else in my life, except for Brooke, because she's my sister, and still be happy. As long as I have you. You got that? I love you. I love being with you. I love YOU being with ME. I don't know how I can make this any more equivocal. We're TOGETHER. I've chosen YOU to be my girlfriend. Nobody else. YOU."


DJ waited a moment when I stopped, perhaps waiting to see if I would add anything else. And when I didn't, she snuggled her face against my chest and said quietly, "Me. You're with me."


"Damn straight."


"Not Dawn."


I sighed. "No. Not Dawn."


"We still need to talk about what's gonna happen when she comes back."


I groaned. More talking. "Somebody shoot me now."





6:05 PM



I looked at the wall clock above Dayna's window and sighed. Brandi had told us that dinner would be at six, and despite snacking throughout the football games, my stomach had started to growl. Deanna Evans really knew how to roast a turkey.


But my girlfriend wanted to talk, and after everything I'd done to assure her I was committed to being in this relationship with her, I couldn't walk away from this one. Even IF she seemed to be doing her level best to convince me I was better off NOT being her boyfriend and instead remaining single while continuing to get the milk for free.


We talked about how we would present our relationship to Dawn when she returned. We talked about whether or not we should go out of our way to tell her, now that we'd revealed it to her parents and Dayna. And I wondered if we should call MY parents to give them the news.


DJ told me I didn't have to worry about telling my family, since her mom had called MY mom ten minutes after we'd told her while I was watching the Lions game. As for Dawn, DJ ultimately decided that the news should wait until Dawn called ME again. "She's off in the middle of the woods, meditating or finding herself or going on a walkabout or whatever. Dawn went up there to avoid distractions, to focus on her own shit. I don't think we should interrupt that and give her one more thing to think about. When SHE calls you, she's stepping outside of the bubble. She's mentally prepared herself for outside news. I'm not saying we should NEVER tell her, like wait for her to come home and then it's all 'surprise!' But let's wait for her to be ready to hear this, and when she calls you next, you can go ahead and tell her then."


It seemed as reasonable a plan as any. And then we returned to the discussion about what we'd do when Dawn came back.


It seemed like a topic we both wanted to avoid. Several times it had come up, including when Brandi, Dayna, and Brooke were with us. Each time we'd changed the subject to something else, but now there was nothing left to talk about but that.


"I love you. I choose you. No matter what," I reassured DJ.


"I want to believe you. But those comparisons to me and Brooke have me worried."


"Why?"


"Because when push came to shove, I chose HER."


"Over who? Me?"


"What? No. You're a guy. That's different. Between Brooke and Faye."


I blinked. "Is that why Faye hasn't been around much lately?"


DJ glanced down and nodded. "Faye was my best friend all throughout high school. We did everything together, and yes, I even mean that. It hurt Brooke a little when we all got to Berkeley. In a way, it wasn't a situation so different from what you guys told me about Dawn being with Ryan instead of you. And things kind of worked out the same way. In the end, I chose Brooke. And it really hurt Faye. Kinda painful for me, too."


"I'm sorry."


"Not your fault. I just mean that it goes to show how tight these bonds really are between our families. And I can't help but worry about how tight you are with Dawn."


"I love her, but I'm not 'in love' with her anymore. We covered this."


"But how do I know?"


"Because I'm telling you."


"But how do YOU know? Yeah, maybe she comes back a new woman, ready to move on with her life and never look back. She's happy for you and me being together, wishes us the best of luck, and goes on her merry way. But maybe she comes back having found the OLD Dawn, the Dawn who pretend-married you when you were little kids and has been your wife-in-waiting since forever. Maybe she wants you back, wants NOTHING in this world more than having you back, and she's even willing to fight me for you. What then?"


"I chose you."


"You choose me now, because she's not even here to be competed with. What happens when she IS here?"


I rolled my eyes. "Then I still choose you."


"How do I know that?"


"What do you want from me? All I can do is tell you. I can't show you, I can't prove it."


"Can't you?"


"How?"


"I don't know! I just ... I wish you could." DJ got off the bed and started pacing around the room, her hands on her hips before she nervously crossed them over her chest and practically hugged herself. "I'm scared. I'm scared of the connection you had, and maybe still have. I don't have that connection with you. Not yet, maybe not ever. The one where you could sense her moods, read her thoughts, and know when she was in trouble even if you weren't even in the same room. I've got that with Brooke, see. But I don't have it with you. I can believe Brooke when she tells me things, because I can feel it too. You say you love me, and I want to believe you, but I DON'T feel it. I mean ... I feel it, but I don't feel it. Do you know what I mean?"


I sighed, nodding my head. I remembered a lot about that special connection with Dawn. There had been times in the last few months alone when I would start thinking about her, start wondering what she was doing up at camp, and I could almost smell the forest air. I could be convinced that she was happy for a moment, or more often, know that she was confused or scared or wracked with guilt. I didn't know how I knew these things. And they may very well have entirely been constructs of my imagination. But ... I felt.


And I felt her now. I felt Dawn now. It was Thanksgiving Day, and I figured Morris Camp would celebrate this holiday the same as everywhere else. She'd probably be in the dining room, hanging out with the other ranch hands. Norma, one of the camp owners, would give some speech and say a prayer of thanks. And maybe they'd even have a dance on the parquet floor.


I sensed the turmoil in her mind. There was something ... bothering ... her. Whatever progress she'd made, Dawn was still trying to find her way.


For some reason, I thought back to that first time she'd called me from camp, and the way I'd thought of her back then. I had a plan, then. I'd believed in that plan. She would fix herself and then come back to me. And I would wait for her. Wait for US.


But that was then. I'd moved on.


Brandi had asked me if there was some part of me that still loved her, still missed her, and still waited for her to come home. I'd answered those questions to DJ, all in the affirmative. I still loved her for the special person she'd been in my life. I missed the friend who had been my companion for twenty-one years. And I waited for that friend to come back and be a part of my life.


But now I realized that Brandi hadn't meant her question in such broad terms. The question Brandi had really asked was simple: Did some part of me still LOVE Dawn. Not 'love' like familial love. Not 'love' like friendly love. But truly LOVE. Did some part of me still believe that Dawn was my soulmate? Did some part of me still believe in destiny, and that SHE was my destiny. Did some part of me hold back from DJ, hold back from anyone else and everyone else and stay purely reserved for Dawn? Was I still waiting for my one, single, unmatchable SOULMATE to return to me?


And the answer, unfortunately ... was 'yes'.


But not anymore. I'd spent more than an hour assuring DJ that I was moving on. I'd spent all this time reassuring my girlfriend that I was choosing her, and choose her I had to truly do. Some part of me WAS holding back. Why? I couldn't totally explain. I'd wanted to believe that I'd gotten Dawn completely out of my system, but I'd missed a spot. Not by choice, at least, I didn't think so. Not consciously. I hadn't been deliberately trying to sabotage my relationship with DJ or anything. It was just that ... letting go is hard. But now I had to fully let go.


I had to give up on the dream.


I had to give up on Dawn.


So I closed my eyes. I pictured her ... my Dawn ... my old True Love ... I saw her in our clearing, unmoving, a still frame from memory of her sitting beside me on our picnic blanket and smiling that perfect smile.


Gawd fucking damn she's beautiful...



And then taking a deep breath, I let her go.


I let the vision of her melt away. The static picture in my mind went translucent, like a ghost vanishing into thin air while the background remained. I could see the trees behind her, and then through her, until even her fuzzy outline disappeared.


I let her go...


I let her go...


I let her go.


Inky blackness suddenly filled my vision, my head started swimming, and I nearly toppled over.


"Whoa ... BEN!"


DJ caught me as I sagged forward right into her. The room spun, and I suddenly felt very light-headed, as if the massive section of my brain that had always been devoted to Dawn quite literally evaporated, taking with it a couple of pounds of cranium weight. I inhaled sharply, as if I'd been underwater for a very, very long time, filling my lungs with precious oxygen. And with wild eyes I stared my girlfriend in the face, trying to wrap my head around what had just happened.


"Hey ... you okay?" DJ asked me, worry evident in her eyes.


"I gave up on Dawn," I told her, my voice raspy. "I choose you. Can you feel it?"


DJ blinked at me in surprise, staring right into my eyes as a sense of ... wonder ... spread across her face. A smile tugged at the corners of her mouth, lifting them at the same time that I felt little tendrils of ... something ... crawling across my brain. And in an ethereal voice of pure delight, she gleefully replied, "Yes!"





6:24 PM



If DJ'd had her way, we probably would have made love right then and there on Dayna's bed, but I knew our families were waiting downstairs for dinner, and I pried her off my lips. Plus, I was tired. I couldn't explain why, but every bone in my body ached, as if I'd just run not just a marathon, but a freakin' Ironman Triathlon.


Thankfully, DJ didn't press the issue, and she allowed me to pull her off the bed and lead her by the hand downstairs. Nobody questioned why we were late, although once we were all seated around the table, Dayna elbowed me in the ribs and whispered, "What did you say to her? I've never seen DJ that happy without having sex!"


I shrugged and whispered back, "I convinced her that I really love her."


Dayna glanced past me, and noticed DJ trying very hard to keep from smiling TOO big while staring down at her plate and absentmindedly shoving her food around. And then Dayna looked back at me with a smirk and a nod. "Yep. That'll do it."


I returned to my meal, and so did Dayna. But a moment later, she elbowed me in the ribs again.


"Hey, if you and Deej ever break up, and if I'm broken up with Kevin, think maybe you can make me as happy as you've made both of my little sisters?"


I rolled my eyes and went back to my peas.





8:19 PM



Getting some meat and potatoes (well, technically turkey is a poultry) did wonders for my energy level, as did the time spent sitting around the dining table in the company of family. With each passing minute, I felt that unexplainable exhaustion fade away a little more. And by the end of the meal, I felt as hale and hearty as ever in my life.


We'd all stayed around the table for a long while, even after the food was gone, engaged in multiple conversations that ebbed and flowed and morphed amongst the seven of us. One minute I was cracking jokes with Brooke and Dayna. Five minutes later I was exchanging stolen kisses and whispered affections with DJ. Two minutes after that, I was debating politics with Jack and Brandi. There was an open wine bottle, from which Dayna and Deanna were quite obviously partaking. The rest of us stuck to coffee and Martinelli's.


But now the party began to break up, and I pitched in to collect plates and bus them to the kitchen. I actually parked myself at the sink and started rinsing as well to begin loading the dishwasher, but Deanna flicked my shoulder and shooed me off, telling me to go back and take care of my new girlfriend. I argued with her for a little bit, but respect for my elders prevailed over my insistence that I could help out, and I sheepishly turned away, washed my hands, and went back into the living room.


Expecting to see four girls lounging on the couches, I was surprised to see that DJ was the only one in the room. Darting a glance in the other direction toward the family room, thinking that perhaps the others had relocated in front of the big TV, I saw that no one was there, either.


"Where'd everybody go?" I asked.


Getting up off the couch, DJ slid her hands up my shoulders before crossing her arms behind my neck and slowly moving into me for a kiss. I smiled at her approach, tilting my head opposite hers and puckering up for a very pleasant smooch. We made out for a few seconds, feeling the pleasure and excitement build. And when she finally dropped back on her heels and smiled up at me, I could definitely tell that my mood had come to the place where it hadn't been just before we came down to dinner.


"The girls all headed outside already."


"Outside?" I asked with a frown, not understanding. This late in November, evening temperatures dropped into the mid-40s, or even colder when the wind blew in from the bay.


DJ grinned. "You never went out into the backyard the last time you came here, did you?"


"Uh ... no..."


Taking me by the hand, my girlfriend led me back into the family room. "You remember how I promised you a special reward, one that you'd need to save up your energy for?"


"Uh ... yeah..."


DJ paused at the sliding door, turning back to me with an even bigger smile. "Mom and Dad had it installed over the summer," she informed me. And then she pulled the door open.


The last time I'd been out here, the backyard was a wide lawn with a neatly tiled patio big enough for a couple of tables and a nice barbecue island. There was some additional landscaping, but nothing that would require a lot of maintenance. Neither of DJ's parents was a green thumb. All of that was still out there, but now that I had an unobstructed view, no longer inside the family room with a curtain in the way, it was impossible to miss the new addition.


Built into the corner of the patio, where the house made an L-turn, was a large, square wooden gazebo, complete with gabled roof. Constructed from some kind of maple, the side walls were horizontal slats and appeared to be fully enclosed, although I would later learn that some of the panels were removable for better ventilation during warm summer months.


This, however, was not a warm summer month. The enclosed walls sealed in heat, although their tops ended just short of the sloping roofline. And they also offered quite the level of privacy, as all I could see in the darkness was that the gazebo was lit from the inside while musical giggles emanated from within.


At first, I wondered why the Evanses would stick a gazebo in the corner. Most people who built one in their backyard would set it further away and in the open. Plus, the only entrance inside appeared to be right up against the side of the house, another nod toward privacy but also a strike against landscaping beauty. But then my ears caught up to my eyes, hearing the sounds of bubbling water along with the sounds of bubbly girls. And then my eyes realized that the reason the air above the side walls and below the gazebo roof was fuzzy was because of the steam rising and filling in pyramid from below.


"They put in a hot tub?" I remarked in amazement.


DJ giggled and tugged me out through the sliding door and down the tiled patio toward the gazebo's entrance.


"But I didn't bring a swimsuit."


My girlfriend laughed and glanced back at me. "Who the hell said anything about suits?"





8:41 PM



"Nngh!" Dayna grunted, the reflexive contraction of her throat around my cockhead squeezing me to create a totally unique sensation that can't be replicated any other way. Her lips were pressed up to the base of my cock as she deep-throated me, and then she pulled her head back until she came off my prick as she gasped for air and moaned, "I need this dick in me."


"Go right ahead and enjoy," Brooke giggled, kissing Dayna's shoulder while continuing to pump two fingers in and out of the more curvaceous girl's pussy. "DJ spiked Ben's drink, so we've got lots of time."


Sitting up on the edge of the hot tub and leaning back on my hands, I'd been lost to the incredible sensations of the eldest Evans daughter's expert blowjob as she knelt on the seat a couple of feet below the water's surface while my little sister fingerbanged her from behind. But at my little sister's words, I snapped my head forward and barked, "She did what now?"


Brooke laughed. "DJ crushed up a Viagra pill in your last cup of coffee."


I rolled my eyes and sighed regretfully.


"What? Adrienne said she did it to you a bunch of times with no bad side effects, unless you consider getting six ejaculations to be a bad thing."


"Cumming six times? No, not bad. The kicked-in-the-balls-by-a-Pamplona-bull feeling I have for hours afterward? Yeah, bad side effect."


Brooke smiled, and after removing her fingers from Dayna's cunt, she slid over and pecked my lips. "Okay, but we're worth it, right?"


I kissed her back and sighed again. "The things I do for family."


"Damn straight. Now come back down here," Dayna chirped happily while grabbing my hips, yanking me off the edge of the tub, and guiding me down onto the seat where she'd been kneeling only moments before.


I was glad the Evanses had spent the money they did on this hot tub; it really was a first-class setup. Besides the exterior gazebo structure containing heat and providing privacy, they'd spared no expense on the tub itself. It was almost as big as a hotel-grade Jacuzzi. The seats were made from some kind of rubbery material that gave a bit, providing unexpected but welcome cushioning. And of course, there were jets simply everywhere, something the skinny-dipping girls started playing around with immediately, hence the bubbly giggling when DJ and I finally arrived.


Twenty minutes ago, the five of us simply lounged, chatted, and drank. The rest of the wine bottle from dinner was quickly consumed, followed by another. And soon all four girls were blushing from more than just the water's heat.


For those first twenty minutes, I had ogled away to my heart's content, watching Dayna's massive 36DD cans float on the surface like balloons on the gentle waves. DJ's slightly smaller 34DDs didn't move as much, a little firmer with their upturned pink nipples just barely exposed to the cooler air. And despite the size differences, I certainly didn't mind checking out Brooke's C-cups or Brandi's perky 34Bs capped with duskier colored teats.


But then Brooke re-discovered the jets, and she stopped mid-sentence to close her eyes and shudder as one started hitting her in just the right spot. That sort of killed the conversation as DJ sought out a similar position, and then Brandi as well.


Dayna, on the other hand, had taken the opportunity to go straight for me. Crawling into my lap, she bent my head backward over the tub's edge until my skull bumped into the wood platform surrounding the tub itself. Even with such a large tub, there was still a good three feet of space before encountering the walls. It wasn't a long enough stretch to fully lie down on, unless one did it lengthwise, but there was plenty of room for Dayna to park me on my butt out in the air, which also placed my upright cock right in front of her face, where it seemed to waver a bit like a flower seeking the sun.


This was one flower that didn't have to wait long. The busty, bodacious blonde had immediately slurped me into her mouth, rapidly bouncing her head up and down while sealing her lips around me for incredible suction. She rotated her head to the side so that my mushroom tip dented out her cheek, and then she came off with an audible pop before shooting out her tongue and taking a long lick up the side before swirling the appendage around my crown and jacking the shaft in her right hand. I groaned while watching her give me sloppy, enthusiastic fellatio, apparently more for her own amusement than mine. It was as if she was most happy using my dick for her plaything, and I wasn't about to dissuade her of that notion.


But then Brooke had showed up behind her, rather sneakily putting herself into position standing in the middle of the tub and then holding up two extended fingers for me to see. And when Dayna least expected it, my little sister shoved those fingers into the older girl's snatch from behind, all while grinning her evil grin.


At first, Dayna had squealed and pulled off my cock to see who had just penetrated her. But she laughed to find my little sister at that end and then returned to my dick while shaking her ass to invite more attention. She got it, as my sister continued fingerbanging her before squatting down, prying apart Dayna's buttcheek with her left hand, and then leaning in and swiping a tongue across the blonde's rosebud anus.


Dayna had closed her eyes and deep-throated me in response to that, moaning ecstatically. Brooke's actions seemed to push her over from playing with my dick for the sake of playing with it to really sucking me in preparation for sex. She attacked my prick with gusto, really amping up the foreplay. And all I could do was let my head fall back and absorb the incredible sensations this woman could produce with her hands and mouth.


But then Dayna had squeaked out an orgasm from Brooke's ministrations, her throat contracting around my cockhead imbedded inside, and she pulled off to demand she get my dick in her. Brooke told her about spiking my coffee, and moments later I was seated comfortably in the hot tub once again while Dayna smothered my face in her tig ole bitties, spread her own pussy lips, and sank her wet pussy down around my upright cock.


And we were just getting started.


Holding my head and searing my lips with her own, Dayna humped up and down my shaft, fucking me with enough gusto to cause the hot tub water to slosh over the sides and onto the deck. She then threw her head back and moaned, trapping my face in her melons again while I did my best to just hold on for the ride. This filly was dead set on getting hers, and I was really just a lump of flesh attached to the big dick she really needed. But I didn't exactly mind not having to do any work to get her off, unless you consider sucking fat nipples attached to 36DD tits to be a chore.


"Yes! Yes! Almost there!" Dayna squealed before suddenly going still. Her breasts were in my face again, blocking my view of everything else, so I didn't know what was going on. But moments later, she screamed loud enough to alert the neighbors, "FUUUUUUUUUUCK!"


Good thing we had those walls.


Dayna thrashed and moaned on top of me as her climax rose and then fell. And as it waned, so did she, until she finally went limp in my arms and slumped over my shoulder, gasping for air.


When she did, I was finally able to see beyond her body and saw that Brooke was still behind her, only this time Brooke wasn't holding up two fingers. Instead, she held up a slender, neon purple dildo. And now that I thought about it, I recalled feeling Dayna's pussy get really tight right before she climaxed, not from inner clenching but in the way that only happens when something is shoved into her nether cavity from the other side.


Having pulled the dildo from Dayna's ass, Brooke wiggled it in her hands and looked around as if searching for another target, still with her trademark evil grin. I looked past her and found that DJ and Brandi were huddled close together, just ... talking ... although their hands were gently stroking each other's arms. They were entirely oblivious to the rest of us, despite the noise we were making, and for a moment Brooke looked like she wanted to pounce on them in surprise and shove the dildo somewhere one of the girls wouldn't be expecting it.


But before she could do so, I slipped Dayna off my body and stood up quickly, causing a splash of water that made Brooke look back to me. Her eyes popped open wide in surprise as she abruptly found me seizing her body and spinning her around so that she knelt on a seat facing away from me. And then SHE was squealing in a noise not unlike Dayna's as I fisted my erection and shoved it into her from behind.


"Ohhh ... Ohhh ... Ohhh..." my little sister moaned as I took up the rhythm while holding onto her hips. Her forearms supported her on the deck while her ass was just barely above the surface, at just the right height for me to lay down the lumber. I couldn't fuck her very fast, the viscosity of the water slowing me down. But I made sure to fuck her deep, getting every last quarter-inch into her toned body before slowly retracting and starting over again.


In the meantime, Dayna reclined next to us, her head now propped up on a pillow she'd gotten from somewhere and set on the deck at the edge of the tub. Although her hand was beneath the water and out of sight, her upper arm was visibly moving, indicating that she was idly rubbing herself while watching me drill my sister.


While Dayna watched us, I turned my head and watched Brandi and DJ. The two of them had progressed from talk to kissing gently, their hands still stroking each other's arms while their lips tenderly came together, parted, and then came together again. Every so often, I saw a tongue flicker out. And every so often, they would separate to exchange a few whispered words and giggles before kissing once again.


They were sweet, and for a while, I was content to slow-dick Brooke while watching my older sister and my girlfriend make out, especially when they turned it up a notch. Brandi began kissing her way down DJ's neck, planting little butterfly pecks that caused my girlfriend to shiver and smile cutely. My sister worked her way further down until she reached my girlfriend's bosom, apparently just as mesmerized by DJ's tits as I was. And then I groaned to see Brandi open her mouth and take in a turgid pink nipple.


DJ groaned, too, and not just from the suckling. From the way Brandi's arm was moving, I could tell she'd also slipped a couple of fingers into DJ's snatch. But then Brooke's voice drew my attention back to her.


"Fuck me, big brother..." my sister crooned. "Fuck me ... fuck me..."


Turning my head, I got a fresh grip on Brooke's hips and did as she demanded. Water or no water, I put a little more energy into my legs and began thrusting harder. I then leaned forward over her naked back and reached my hands down to cup her nice round tits. And with the improved leverage, I dug my toes into the rubbery floor and really started to pump her.


In the end, it wasn't me that got Brooke off. See, Dayna had retrieved the neon purple dildo, and while Brooke was otherwise distracted, she came alongside me with an evil grin of her own. I noticed a fresh coat of lube on the business end, and for a moment jerked my head around wondering just where the hell the girls were getting the equipment from before I finally spotted a box over by the corner. My attention was then back in front of me as Dayna leaned down to mutter into Brooke's ear, "Payback's a bitch." And then she shoved the purple dildo into Brooke's ass.


"UNGH-AUUUGH!" Brooke jerked and came, her inner muscles clamping down around my prick. I fucked her as hard as I could through her orgasm, still not very fast because of the water. But I suppose it was enough to maximize her pleasure as she shook and shuddered in obvious delight.


But once her orgasm was complete, Brooke's forearms collapsed and she stopped moving. Her pussy also went slack, a relaxation of her inner muscles that signified her satisfaction and yet, wasn't quite as pleasant for me anymore. I still hadn't cum yet, and if what the girls had said about the Viagra pill was true, I should have quite a few bullets in this gun.


And dammit, I wanted to shoot.


Fortunately, Dayna was still right beside me. Pulling out of Brooke, I grabbed the eldest Evans daughter around her waist and lifted her out of the water, shrieking. She started laughing as well, and went along with my manipulations as I parked her on all fours on the deck, her feet hanging over the edge back into the tub. Standing myself on a seat, I found that I only had to squat a little bit to get my dick lined up with her pussy. And since I was mostly out of the water, I finally could really build up some speed as I slotted my cock, shoved it into her, and happily went to town seeking my own relief.


"Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!" Dayna grunted with my rapid-fire impacts. Her wet, naked body jiggled nicely each time I thumped into her. But she did have to turn her head toward the corner, lest she smack her noggin against the side wall of the gazebo.


Brooke came alongside me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders and turning my face to hers for a kiss with plenty of tongue. And after nipping my lip with her teeth, she leaned her forehead down to my chin and said softly, "I love you, big brother. No matter what, okay?"


This close to orgasm, I didn't really read much into her words. So smiling happily, I replied, "I love you, too."


Brooke smiled back at me, and then got up on her tiptoes to kiss me once again. And we held that liplock for another minute or so until I felt my balls contracting and I tore myself away to pound Dayna's cunt at double-speed until I slammed myself all the way in and held myself there, spewing what felt like a gallon of sperm into her waiting body while groaning, "Fuuuuuuuuuck!"


Even before I was done spunking her sister, DJ announced from behind us, "I get the creampie!"


And that was just my first cum of the night.





Needing a minute to catch my breath, I turned and slid down into the water, backing up to a comfortable seat with a nice view of DJ sucking my jizz out of her big sister's box where the older blonde had flopped onto her back with her legs dangling into the water.


Meanwhile, Brooke and Brandi were seated side-by-side and not moving much. But they wore identical sheepish grins that seemed to indicate that they were enjoying themselves on the Jacuzzi jets. But when DJ pulled back from Dayna's crotch, both of my sisters got up from their spots, Brandi heading for her best friend and Brooke doing the same, wrapping up DJ's head in her arms and giving the blonde a deep searching kiss, no doubt tasting all of the brother-spunk she could from DJ's mouth.


Dayna was still lying on the deck, and Brandi was kneeling over her, whispering something. I saw Dayna's head nod in agreement, and then my older sister was gliding back across the tub toward me.


"You stay put for a bit, okay? Tonight's actually my first time with DJ, and it's Dayna's first time with Brooke."


"Seriously?" I frowned in disbelief. After everything our two families had done together, the eldest sisters had never had sex with the younger ones?


It had to be true; Brandi had no reason to lie to me. But I wracked my brain nonetheless to try and identify an occasion and found that I couldn't. Sure, Brandi and Brooke had hooked up a bunch of times, as had Dayna and DJ. But when I stopped to think about it, the elder girls just weren't around that much when the younger ones were.


Separated by four years, the two pairs were never at Berkeley together. And separated by four years, the two pairs hadn't even been at Morris Camp together since the younger ones became sexually-active. Even when Brandi and Dayna visited camp this past summer with me and Amber, Brooke and DJ had remained in Orange County on their internship.


But things were different now. A four-year age gap was pretty big when the little sisters were only 15. But now they were 19, fully grown and legal adults. They were ready, and for perhaps the first time, they also had the opportunity.


It was an opportunity all parties were making the most of. I suddenly saw everything the girls had been doing in the hot tub in a different light. The evil gleam in Brooke's eyes when she started fingerbanging Dayna wasn't just the delight of surprising the older girl; it was the delight of touching the older girl sexually for the very first time. I always knew my little sister had a naughty streak, and it must have really titillated her to not only surprise Dayna with fingers in the cunt, but also that neon purple dildo up the butt.


On the flip side, I now realized that Brandi and DJ had been so tender with each other because it was their first time together. Dayna probably hadn't thought about it, which is why she'd gone straight to me. Brooke may have realized it, which is why she had gone and pulled her sneak-attack. But Brandi and DJ had certainly known, warming up to each other with their quiet talking, gentle caresses, and finally tender kissing. In the entire span while I was fucking Dayna, then Brooke, and then Dayna again, the most Brandi and DJ did with each other was a little fingering. They probably hadn't even gotten each other off.


But they were getting each other off now. Although the deck space was limited, my big sister and my girlfriend had found enough room as DJ was flat on her back lengthwise alongside the rim of the tub and Brandi was on top of her in a sixty-nine. The blonde was exploring my sister's neatly-trimmed snatch, kissing and licking and extending her tongue into the pink folds above her face. Meanwhile, Brandi was already throwing herself into young pussy, eating my girlfriend out with comparatively more enthusiasm.


On the other side of the tub, Dayna was getting a little payback on my little sister. Brooke was bent over in the same position Dayna had just been, flopped onto the deck but with her butt almost hanging off the edge. Dayna stood in the water, having thrown my sister's legs over her shoulders while she furiously munched on Brooke's twat. And when I dropped my gaze a little lower, although my view was blocked for the most part by Dayna's body, I saw the flash of neon purple that told me the elder girl was using the dildo on Brooke much in the same way it had been used on her.


I was rock hard, my prick in no danger of going down even IF DJ hadn't spiked my coffee. But that was okay. I was in no hurry to get off just yet. I was the one dick in a hot tub with four naked chicks, and I knew I'd be found useful soon enough.





9:08 PM



"Hey there, big boy. Still awake?"


I smiled as my girlfriend glided across the tub to me, her damp hair having dried out somewhat after playing with Brandi on the deck for so long. But on the way, she ducked her head for a moment, emerging right in front of me with rivers rolling down her face and slicked-back blonde locks. She wiped her face with both hands, smiled beautifully at me, and then slid into my lap, taking my dick in hand and stroking it a couple of times before centering me without preamble and slowly lowering herself down.


Water, believe it or not, is NOT a very good sexual lubricant. Pussy lips get tacky and clingy underwater, and entry can be difficult if the girl doesn't have a lot of her own lubricant inside or doesn't open up her own lips. Thankfully, just like Dayna before her, DJ had recently climaxed which had her plenty wet inside and her nether lips in full bloom.


Once fully seated, my girlfriend stayed put on my lap, keeping me firmly imbedded while she wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me one of those supervolcanic kisses that would have knocked my socks off, were I wearing any.


Eventually, we separated long enough to breathe, and sliding her hands down to my shoulders DJ settled her knees onto the seat to either side of me and began to slowly undulate her body on my shaft. "Miss me?" she asked.


"Always," I replied with a grin, savoring the feel of her buttery channel wrapped around my meat. I'd fucked Dayna, and I'd fucked Brooke, but I hadn't so much as kissed DJ up until just now. True, I hadn't done anything with Brandi either, but that wasn't our relationship anymore. "Can I keep you for a little bit?"


"Sure thing. I hope you don't feel neglected or anything."


"Nah. It's just that we haven't been together since Tuesday."


"You've gotten laid with others since then."


"It's not about others. I poured my heart out to you just before dinner, and as nice as it is to be in this tub with our sisters, I want to celebrate our love together."


"I know. Well tell you what, why don't we—AUUGH!!!"


DJ jerked in my arms, twisting around and revealing that Brooke was right behind her with that evil, evil grin. Moments later, Brooke yanked back with her arm and then held up that neon purple dildo. "Dammit, Brooke! You little shit!" DJ barked. "We were having a moment!"


"Moment, schmoment. I'm horny!"


DJ suddenly reached out, snatching the dildo from Brooke's hand and then tossing it out of the gazebo through the entryway where it slapped against the wall of the house and down onto the patio tiles.


Brooke rolled her eyes and muttered, "Like you've never done that to ME before."


DJ dismounted me, flying off the seat and literally tackling my little sister into the water. They both went under for a moment, the wave they caused splashing into Brandi's and Dayna's faces. And in the end, all four of them wound up wiping water from their eyes.


At least for a few seconds. Brooke and DJ took one look at each other once they got their eyes cleared, and then DJ was on top of Brooke again, starting a tickle fight that got both girls giggling and squirming, their flailing limbs splashing everything around them. And to the other side of the tub, Dayna and Brandi shielded themselves with their arms while Dayna leaned in and said something into Brandi's ear.


Young, naked coeds having a tickle fight is more entertaining than older sisters having a conversation, so my attention was on Brooke and DJ. But all of a sudden, I felt a hand turning my cheek, and I had only a moment to blink in surprise to see the heat in Brandi's eyes before she tilted her head and pressed her lips against mine.


Our kiss was tender and sweet, and I didn't press things any harder because I was still in shock at what was happening. Brandi was kissing me? Brandi? Seriously?


And this wasn't any ordinary kiss. There was passion behind her lips, and desire. She was gentle, and exploratory, but still passionate. This wasn't a "Hi, brother" kind of kiss. This wasn't an "I haven't seen you around for a while and I missed you" kind of kiss. This was an "I want you" kind of kiss. This was an "I'm going to fuck you" kind of kiss.


At least, it was by the time she got done with me. Somewhere along the way I started kissing back. Her pressure increased, mine matched. Her tongue came out to play; mine pushed it back into her mouth and had some fun. Her leg slid over my lap, and she elevated up to kiss down at me with some serious aggressiveness. And I let my hands roam her fantastically toned naked body, stroking her spine before grabbing onto that perfect ass with both hands and wriggling her buttcheeks to my heart's content.


Brandi kissed me so hard that she forgot to breathe, and finally she had to break away and suck down some air. While she panted and moaned with her forehead against mine, I held her in my arms and asked quietly. "Brandi ... why?"


"Don't ask questions right now, please?" she gasped. "Dayna's right. I need this. I'm hurt, and I'm lonely, and I'm feeling unwanted a bit. I'm wondering why I can't find a good guy and keep him. I need to feel loved, just for a little bit, and you can give that to me. I'm craving cock, and I don't want to stoop to a one-night stand right now. I need you. Okay? Let's just leave it at that."


For someone who told me not to ask any questions, she sure gave me all the answers I needed. Putting aside any overanalysis, I simply nodded and then kissed her again. And the next thing I knew, Brandi was yanking upward under my armpits and saying, "Up, up. I need to taste you!"


I did as she asked, sliding up and out of the tub to sit on the edge. Once again, I found myself leaning back on my hands while my upright dick went in search of sunlight. And then I was inside my big sister's mouth.


She tasted me, and then tasted me some more. And then she pushed my cockhead well past her taste buds as she notched me partway into her throat. Brandi moaned while she blew me, savoring the sensation of having a mouthful of meat. And she rubbed her own clit, concentrating on the two stimulations while slowly bobbing her head back and forth on my shaft.


We didn't have to worry about Brooke making a surprise appearance this time. I could see her quite clearly being double-teamed by Dayna and DJ on the other side of the tub. Nobody was going to bother brother and sister, and since everyone knew this was our first time together in a long while, I knew we had all the time we would need.


Rather than pull me back into the tub, when she was ready Brandi climbed out of the water to join me on the deck. I stayed right where I was, butt on the edge and my feet dangling into the water. Brandi straddle me and then lowered herself, hissing as she felt her brother's dick spearing upward into her vaginal canal. Slowly ... ever so slowly ... she descended, her eyes closed as she focused within.


And then she fucked me.


With her legs crossed behind my back, Brandi hugged me to her chest and bounced herself up and down with vigor. I added to the movements by thrusting my hips as well, using my abs to pivot my cock forward and back to carve out the inside of my sister's cunt. Clutching my head to the crook of her neck, she whimpered, "Fuck me, Ben. Fuck me. Fuck your sister. Fuck your horny, incestuous sister!"


I tried to fuck her, I really did. But I didn't have much leverage to really do the thrusting, so I had to settle for grabbing onto Brandi's ass and using my arms to hump her up and down my pole. Even that wasn't enough for Brandi as she crested over into one quick orgasm and the hungrily went after another. And finally releasing her grip around my body, she pushed me back until I was flat on the deck. And she drew her feet under her so that she could squat and then REALLY go to down on top of me.


"Fuck me, Ben. Fuck me!" Brandi chanted. She grabbed my hands and put them on her breasts, holding them there until I started squeezing the perky globes with my fingers. And then with a firm grip on my forearms, she hammered her body down onto my dick over and over, driving its full length into her with every stroke.


I watched the pleasure coursing across my sister's face as she ramped up to her next orgasm. Her face tightened, and her jaw clenched. She was close ... really, really close. And whimpering, she opened her eyes to look down at me. "Fuck me, Ben. Fuck me, little brother. I wanna feel it. It's been so long. I wanna feel you squirting me. I wanna feel your incestuous brother-cum shooting into my womb. It's so naughty, don't you see? It's so wrong ... totally wrong. But you have to do it. Can you do that for me? Can you cum with me? Fuck me, Ben. Fuck me and sperm me. Do it. Do it! DO IT!"


I was doing it. Her words were an aural aphrodisiac, and as she urged me on to 'do it', I felt my balls coiling beneath me. My jaw dropped as I grunted from the abdominal exertion. My muscles knotted, preparing themselves for the explosion. And my hands left Brandi's tits, latching onto her hips and bang, bang, bang ... I rapid-fire jerked her body down against my pelvis three times.


And then I blew.


My load exploded out of me, bursting forth like a fire hose deep within the recesses of my sister's body. Shot after shot of creamy jism splattered against her insides, and as she felt it, Brandi threw her head back and howled to the moon.


"FUUUUUUCK!" she screamed in ultimate ecstasy. "FUUUUUCK!" she screamed again. And all the while her pussy muscles spasmed like crazy, drawing more and more live sperm out of me to swim around and up her fallopian tubes.


I grunted with each spurt coming out of me, my arms burning and my abs clenched. But eventually the ejaculation waned, and my body relaxed. And the next thing I knew, my big sister was slumped down on top of me, our loins still joined together and swimming with mingled cum. And I held her tenderly in my arms, savoring every moment we had.


This might have been a one-time thing, an exception that "didn't count". It might only be the start of a renewed sexual relationship between us, one that might continue whether or not she started dating again, or one that only existed in the downtime between Brandi's relationships. Either way, I enjoyed it for what it was: a chance to give my big sister some happiness, a little pleasure after recent heartbreak. If all I did was give her five seconds when she could forget about her romantic troubles and simply be at peace, that would be enough.


Fortunately for me, five seconds wasn't enough for HER. This holiday weekend would be the last time we had sex for a long while to come, but this weekend wasn't over yet.


Especially tonight ... Because after all, DJ spiked my drink.





9:32 PM



Nobody came after a creampie. Dayna, DJ, and Brooke were otherwise occupied. Brandi savored the sensation of my cum swimming around her pussy, eventually rolling off me and then reclining for a while to stir it around her insides with a finger before scooping some out and licking it off the tip.


"So wrong, and yet so right."


We all took a break then, resting and recovering, although I didn't really need it. My dick wouldn't go down, testament that Brooke had been telling the truth about the Viagra pill. Everyone was pretty pruned by that point, so we gathered up our clothes and wrapped ourselves in towels to brave the evening cold for the short trip back into the house.


Inside, we found that the parentals had retired to their bedroom, and if I had to guess, I would surmise that they were doing the same thing we'd been doing. That left only the one upstairs bathroom available, and the elder girls called dibs.


That left me in the family room with two horny 19-year-olds wearing nothing but towels. The towels came off pretty fast, used only to help ensure the couch didn't get wet as I soon found myself seated comfortably while my girlfriend reverse-straddled me with her best friend's tongue licking at our joining. DJ squeaked her way to one orgasm and then dismounted to let Brooke take her place. Only Brooke decided she'd already gotten pussy-fucked by me once tonight, and having brought the toy box from the hot tub gazebo, she lubed me up, sat down with my dick up her ass, and then had DJ buckle on a strap-on and shove that up her cunt.


My girlfriend and I double-teamed my sister for a while until I nutted my third load of the night up Brooke's ass. And then Dayna and Brandi returned, sending the three of us upstairs to cram into the one shower and get cleaned up. Well, you already know how horny the shower makes DJ, so I wound up pinning my girlfriend to the wall with my never-ending erection, driving her to one more orgasm before we got out and dried off.


Brooke had left the bathroom while I was shower-fucking DJ, and we returned to the family room to find her in a sixty-nine with my sister while Dayna shoved her tongue into my sister's butt, apparently trying to see if there was any of my cum still inside.


Deciding to get it straight from the source, Dayna rushed to us and sucked her sister's pussy juice off my prick, the one part of my body DJ had insisted I NOT towel off. And then she parked her baby sister on the couch, knelt on the floor on all fours to lick DJ's pussy, and wriggled her ass back at me until I knelt behind her and slammed my cock home.


I brought her off once before turning to find my sisters beckoning to me. Brooke was on the bottom now, and Brandi had spun around so that they were face-to-face. My sisters had me rut into Brandi's cunt doggy-style until I got her off, then switched down to Brooke's pussy and then back and forth between them every dozen strokes or so until I pulled out, pushed Brandi onto her back beside Brooke, and then jacked my dick until my fourth load of the night splattered all over both of my sisters' tits.


That brought Dayna over to hungrily slurp up cum from both of their naked bodies, and DJ pulled me over to the couch so she could suck my dick, which was actually showing signs of deflating.


But between the drugs and, of course, DJ's expert fellatio, I stayed rock hard and ready for more. And that's when the girls got creative.


The kitchen was right next to us, and I'm actually not going to go into much detail on this one, since I kind of lost track of what was going on. That's not my fault, really, because I couldn't see anything, which makes it hard to keep track. The girls blindfolded me, really blindfolded me, and I couldn't see a damn thing.


I know that olive oil was involved, from the unique smell and slippery texture. There was also peanut butter, and Nutella, both of which ended up on a few breasts; I know, because they made me lick them off. Something cold and hard and shaped in such a way that I'm pretty sure it was a cucumber was also used, and it ended up in someone's pussy because they made me lick the juices off it, too.


I also know that all four of the girls mounted my dick at some point, and also someone's ass. I'm mostly sure that it was Brandi's ass, because it was fucking tight. I'd been in Brooke's ass recently, so she wouldn't have been loosened up already. And after more than a week being DJ's boyfriend, I would have recognized her anal chute.


Thing is, it could have been Dayna's, but the butt slamming against my pelvis didn't jiggle as much as I would have thought it would. That's not 100%, which is why I'm only 'mostly' sure it was Brandi. But again, I had the blindfold. And what's more, they tied my hands back as well, so my only sensations came from my cock and my aforementioned pelvis.


I lost my fifth load of the night into that asshole, and thought I was finally wiped out for the evening. But after cleaning me up and then removing the blindfold, I found that Brooke was serious about requiring six orgasms out of me.


Well, not Brooke. DJ wanted the sixth. All of the other girls were done, having played with themselves and with me for hours already. It was after eleven, and they were tired. Happy, but tired. But DJ had realized that despite me shooting off five times tonight, not one had been into her, and this two hours after I'd complained about pouring my heart out to her and not being able to celebrate together.


So DJ shooed off Dayna and Brandi to sleep together in Dayna's room. Then, despite my sister's whining, she dismissed Brooke to go sleep in Dawn's room tonight. And taking me by the hand, my girlfriend led me upstairs and into her bedroom.


Naked, we crawled beneath the sheets. After kissing for a while, my cockhead seemed to accidentally notch itself at DJ's entrance, and then with my tongue sliding into her mouth, my dick slid into her.


We made love quietly, tenderly, without any distractions or evil little sisters wielding neon purple dildoes. Our hearts and minds bonded together, uniting in our love. Eventually, sometime close to midnight, I spent myself deep within her loins. And finally, my prick went down.


It had been a good Thanksgiving.


Chapter 8: Unexpected


-- NOVEMBER 2005, THANKSGIVING 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.


Now as you know, this sort of thing has happened to me a time or two. So I wasn't particularly shocked, even if I wasn't expecting to wake up at this time in quite this manner. Perhaps I should have expected it though. After all, there were four different women under this roof who could all accomplish the same feat.


Well, five, if you count Deanna.



My dick lurched, but I squeezed my eyelids shut and tried not to think too hard about that one.


I was still quite tired. Being the one real cock for Dayna, Brandi, DJ, and Brooke had been quite the workout, and while getting dosed with Viagra may have assisted my erectile function last night, it wasn't helping me now. I hadn't been kidding about that Pamplona bull thing, and my balls were still sore from such extreme use. Despite the pleasure coming from the warm, wet mouth surrounding my shaft, I really wouldn't mind drifting off back to sleep.


I knew that wasn't actually going to happen, but I was content to remain motionless for now and let my mystery fellatrix do her thing. Sighing dreamily, I extended my arms above my head, until my hands were resting against the headboard. And I let my idle mind wonder about the identity of this morning's alarm clock.


It really didn't take long to figure out. I could immediately cross Brooke and DJ off the list, since their blowjobs were as familiar to me as the back of my hand. Not that I've actually memorized the back of my hand, but if put into a photographic lineup with other hands from other people, I'm pretty sure I'd be able to figure out which was mine rather easily. So it was with my blowjob artiste. There wasn't anything specific about her technique that informed her identity, but by process of elimination I was able to deduce that my older sister had come to pick up where she'd left off last night.


"Ohhh, Brandi..." I moaned as she hit a particularly nice spot. My hips rolled forward to cram an extra half-inch into her throat and my arm dropped so I could hold the back of her head and keep her down on me for just a second longer. But then I let her head go and slowly picked my head up, finally cracking open my crusted eyelids and verifying visually that indeed, it was my older sister looking back at me with a smile around nearly eight inches of cock imbedded in her esophagus.


Her nostrils flared as she struggled to breathe, and then she pulled back and popped off with a wide grin. I glanced to my left to find DJ still asleep, and we tried not to bother her as Brandi kissed her way up my still-naked body, straddled my hips, and then guided my prick into her buttery box.


I was still tired and sore, and my prick was a little sensitive. But this was Brandi, and I didn't know when I'd be able to do this again. So despite the aches I went along with it. I raised my hands once again, working on autopilot to caress and tweak and stimulate my sister for her maximum pleasure while she rocked and undulated atop me. And I was rewarded by her moans of contentment and cute little whimpers, obviously enjoying herself and just as obviously not caring one whit that we're siblings and not supposed to be doing this, at least for now.


Although we were making some effort not to wake DJ, the gentle rolling of the bed eventually roused my girlfriend, who cracked open her eyes, smiled sleepily at us, and reached a hand out to caress Brandi's well-toned thigh.


"What time is it?" DJ asked softly, her eyes closing once more.


Brandi whipped her baggy T-shirt over her head, non-verbally inviting me to play with her breasts, and replied, "It's almost 10am. We've slept in."


DJ nodded sleepily before suddenly jerking upright, her eyes open wide. "Almost 10? Weren't we supposed to go Black Friday shopping this morning?!?"


Still fucking me, Brandi panted and gave her a nod. "Your parents are already gone. But it's not the end of the world. Tell the truth, I'd rather be Right. Here." She humped herself down rather deliberately and rather hard with those last two words, almost knocking the wind out of me but getting my cock particularly deep as well.


"Yeah, but I wanted to get some shopping in!" DJ complained, rolling out of bed and scampering naked over to her dresser to climb into some underwear. "Doorbusters will all be gone and a lot of the other deals end at noon!"


"We. Still. Got. Time," Brandi chanted while rising and falling on me with increased force. "Fuck. Me. Big. Brother. Fuck. Me!"


I was fucking her now, awake enough to grasp her hips and yank her down to meet my upward thrusts. I didn't care a lick about Black Friday, but I certainly cared about Brandi's and my next orgasms. Overcome with the pleasure, my sister dropped her chest down onto mine, burying her face in the pillow and moaning while I began jackhammering myself into her from below. My hands glided down her perfect buttcheeks, gripping them for leverage. And very quickly, I brought my big sister off to a noisy climax.


Brandi went limp after that, which wasn't really helpful for my own impending eruption. Trapping her legs with my own, I rolled us over to the side of the bed DJ had just vacated, and without dislodging my prick I flung my sister's legs over my shoulders and started piledriving her into the mattress. Brandi's head tossed left and right while I fucked the shit out of her, concentrating on getting my own. But despite my lack of focus on her, she was getting into it just fine, screaming out, "Fuck me! Fuck me! Sperm me, little brother! Fucking CUM inside me!"


Three strokes later, I did just that, and the internal sensation of my hot jizz splattering against her insides set Brandi off to another orgasm. We thrashed and bucked on the bed, our bodies quaking out our climaxes, until finally I collapsed into a lump of dead weight on top of her, mingled jism oozing out from around the not-quite-watertight seal of my dick in my sister's cunt.


Last night, nobody came after the creampie. But this morning, the instant I rolled off my sister, DJ pulled Brandi's hips around and spread her legs so she could kneel and slurp out her boyfriend's spending. She was fully-dressed, in spray-painted jeans with a tight polo and Argyle vest that showed off her assets, so it was an interesting contrast to see clothed blonde DJ climb up naked brunette Brandi's body and extend a tongue downward to feed her brother's sperm to the hungry older girl.


The sight was pleasant enough that I almost dragged DJ's jeans off and porked her from behind.


Almost.


But I didn't. I needed the rest, and my girlfriend wanted to shop. I lay back and recovered while DJ finished up and then skipped off to the bathroom to fix her hair and makeup. And after scooping up brother-cum that had leaked onto her cheeks during the snowball with DJ, Brandi popped her fingers into her mouth while grinning at me, stood up, and then sashayed out the door back to Dayna's room.


Girlish giggles and erotic moans returned back through the open doors, and curious, I got up and padded down the hallway after her. Peeking inside Dayna's bedroom, I found the eldest Evans girl wearing a strap-on and pounding Brooke doggy-style while buzzing a thin vibrator in and out of my little sister's ass.


Just another day in my life, right?





Wanting to show off my new Project Ben culinary skills for Brandi and Dayna, I jumped into my pajama pants and then hustled downstairs to start breakfast. It was a good thing too, since the girls really DID want to get to those Black Friday deals before noon. Unfortunately, they were in too much of a hurry to really savor the flavors I'd worked hard to put into the french toast, but I did get a peck on the cheek from each of them before they all piled into Dayna's car and drove off to the mall without me.


This was the plan, of course. The LAST place I wanted to be was a busy mall on Black Friday. I was under strict orders to rest and recuperate, because the girls weren't done fucking me yet. And the way the next three days were looking, I would need all the rest I could get.


The holiday weekend was a wild one, filled with sex in all kinds of permutations and combinations. There were threesomes, foursomes, and even a fivesome (which is a lot more logistically-complicated than erotic, really). Dayna and DJ replicated the four-boobs-around-one-dick titfuck that Dayna and Amber had introduced to me, although there apparently IS such thing as too much boobage to quite fit into a confined area. And I spent the better part of the holiday weekend tired, exhausted, and dehydrated, except for whenever the fucking got underway. Then, my sexual reserves activated or something and I was magically transformed into Big Ben, Sex God.


This is not a bad thing. The logistical complications of four women trying to fuck you at the same time and suffering from Too Much Boobage™ are problems other men would kill for. And as it was all happening to me, I decided that they were problems I could live with.


Brandi continued her weekend that 'didn't count', fucking or sucking me every chance we got. I learned that it was indeed her ass I'd pounded while blindfolded last night, and she wanted me to do it again. I obliged, moaning about how perfect my sister's ass was while she reminded me that I was still the only man she'd ever let up her backdoor.


I also got up Dayna's tailpipe immediately after. I still hadn't forgotten my very first assfuck, at camp so many years ago. And even though I'd attributed to that memory such perfection as to be impossible to live up to, well, doing it again pretty much lived up to the memory.


The elder sisters also continued their explorations with the opposite little sisters. I lost count of the number of times Dayna fucked Brooke with a strap-on and vice versa. And whenever my girlfriend was out of my sight, she was invariably in a room with Brandi, munching rug and making out. Both pairings spent more time with each other than DJ spent with me, but I didn't mind. DJ and I would have plenty of time together once we returned to school. Being in this house with Dayna and Brandi was a special occasion, and we all wanted to make the most of it.


Although I did leave the house on Friday afternoon to do a little shopping of my own, just a run to Target to stock up on cheap DVDs, we collectively stayed holed up and having sex for most of the weekend. I had carte blanche to seize any girl and stick it into any hole any time I had an erection, and I pretty much did just that. Sometimes that meant grabbing a girl, bending her over, and dragging her into a bedroom. Sometimes that meant a girl grabbing ME and dragging me into a bedroom (Brandi, most often). But as Friday turned into Saturday and Saturday turned into Sunday, we started to get lazy about keeping things private, and I started just porking the girls wherever I happened to come across them, whether it be the hallway, the stairway, or even the kitchen.


Those out of doors activities were at least restricted to periods when the parentals were out of the house or in their bedroom late at night. But even when Jack and Deanna WERE around, the girls were getting careless about keeping our activities concealed.


There was the time DJ started jacking my cock under the table during Saturday's lunch, which Deanna eventually figured out and had to shoot DJ a glance to knock it off.


And there was the time I was fucking Brandi on the couch while DJ and Brooke sixty-nined on the floor beside us and the front door opened. We all scrambled to get covered up by the time Jack and Deanna walked in, but probably weren't 100% successful. Both parents got an eyeful, I'm sure, before they turned back the way they came and gave us a couple of minutes to fix our clothing. It wasn't that they didn't know what was going on, but we were pretty sure they didn't want it thrown in their faces.


At least, I was pretty sure, and so was DJ. Brooke was a little more blasé about it. "What? I don't mind if your Dad catches me naked. He's kinda hot for an old guy."


"What? Ew!" DJ spat.


"'Ew', really?" Dayna. "You mean you've never thought about it? Boinking Dad?"


"What? No!" DJ was scandalized. "Why, have you?"


Dayna shrugged. "Sometimes. And don't tell me you haven't checked out my mom's rack from time to time, Ben."


I blushed. Deanna Evans was just as well-endowed as her daughters, and when puppies that big and firm are put on display, it sort of doesn't matter whose body they're attached to. I agreed, but only to a point. "Fine, but there's a difference between checking out a pair of boobs and thinking about banging your Mom. There's something about it that just isn't ... right."


"THANK you!" DJ exclaimed before staring down her sister. "They're our parents!"


"And we're your sisters," Dayna argued. "Lines have already been crossed."


"No, thank you." DJ immediately replied with her hands making short, horizontal chopping motions apart, and Brandi nodded her agreement after a moment's thought.


But that night, while the entire family gathered to watch a movie together, Dayna came downstairs after her shower wearing nothing but a bathrobe and wasn't too careful about closing the front all the way. I knew my eyes kept drifting over to her as she curled in an armchair and watched the movie, idly running her fingers along the bathrobe's trim just over her breasts, as if she would pull it open at any moment. And if my eyes kept drifting over, well ... I studied Jack Evans for a little bit, and yep, sure enough HIS eyes kept drifting over. But that was as far as it got before Deanna told her daughter to either put on some real pajamas or put on some underwear beneath the bathrobe.


She came back braless and wearing a cropped PJ top that may have fit her when she was fourteen. Now, it was about two sizes too small, molding rather skintight around the shape of her 36DDs, and the matching boyshorts weren't any looser. Deanna sighed, waited for the movie to end, and then dragged her husband upstairs. Loud grunting and rhythmic headboard-banging soon emanated from behind the closed door, and Dayna asked us to take bets on whether or not her dad was fantasizing about fucking HER.


Nobody took the bet.


But all good things must come to an end. Sunday arrived, and it would soon be time for all us kids to go home. But we didn't leave without a bang (literally). And when Deanna sensed what was about to happen, she took her husband out of the house lest the young women of the house completely lose their inhibitions in front of him.


We said our goodbyes, since the Evanses were going off to visit friends and wouldn't return until after we'd left for our homes in San Francisco and Berkeley. Brandi, Brooke, and I thanked them for their hospitality, and then we all waved from the front door as they turned and drove up the street.


The girls closed the front door. They turned to me.


And then they pounced.





-- NOVEMBER 2005, SENIOR YEAR --



"Hey there, stranger," Bert greeted me with a fist bump as we met up at our usual intersection, and then fell into step alongside me as we trudged up the hill. "How was your weekend?"


I groaned and shook my head. "You don't wanna know."


Bert nodded and then glanced back, finding that his usual walking pace had already put him several feet in front of me. "You okay? You're movin' kinda slow."


"Feel like my balls got kicked by a bull."


"Not that you actually got kicked by a bull or anything."


"No."


"More like: your testicles were severely overworked through extreme sexual demand the likes of which would explode my puny little mind."


"Yes."


"Fair enough. I won't ask, except for one question Lynne and I have been wondering about ever since you left after the Pre-Thanksgiving party."


"What's that?"


"Did you or did you not hook up with Sasha?"


I stopped in my tracks, my grimacing face giving the answer away already.


"Thought so," Bert commented before clarifying, "Well, Lynne thought so. Honestly, I was so blitzed I don't remember the circumstances of your departure. But she said Sasha walked out that door with you looking like she wasn't going to take 'no' for an answer."


"Huh..." I stewed on that, wondering for the umpteenth time how it was so easy for girls to pick up on those vibes and meaningful looks while I was still just a dense, blockhead guy. At least Bert hadn't noticed without Lynne telling him so.


"So what now? Everything goes back to the way it was between you two? Or do I need to find myself a new Xbox partner because you're gonna be spending all your breaks between classes boinking Miss Brunette Bigtits?"


"I'm not gonna..." I began before pausing to think about it. Sasha and I hadn't actually discussed what would happen when we returned to school, and even though our encounter had been more than four days ago, I'd been so occupied since then that I hadn't really had a chance to think about it.


I told Bert that I hadn't figured that out yet, and he gave me a shrug.


"Well, figure it out fast," he warned. "She's gonna meet us for lunch after class, which means you've got about ... an hour."





Unfortunately, the intervening hour before our rendezvous for lunch was occupied by class, and a class I actually needed to pay attention to. So I didn't have much time to dwell on the Sasha issue, which was probably for the best, lest I analyze and overanalyze things for the entire time.


When class ended, I hoisted my bag over a shoulder and got up, ready to leave. But Bert was texting or something on his phone, and I had to whistle to get his attention. "Hey, we eating or what?"


"Uh. You know. Something's come up. I gotta meet up with ... uh ... somebody..." Bert stammered, looking sheepish. "So ... I'll see you later, alright?"


I arched an eyebrow. "Lynne come to campus and text you for a quickie?"


A girl behind me gasped and looked at us, wide-eyed, for a moment before hustling out the door. Bert rolled his eyes as she left before deadpanning, "Yes. That's exactly it."


I looked at him curiously as he finally got up and led the way outside. I followed after, still wondering what he was hiding from me, but I suddenly had no more time to wonder as a vision of beauty stepped around the corner and sashayed in our direction.


You could hear conversations stop all around us as people, both guys and girls, paused to gawk at the gorgeous young woman strutting confidently down the hall. She wore spray-painted jeans tucked into stylishly short black boots with three-inch heels. A brown belt more decorative than functional hung at a slant across her waist and shapely hips. And clinging to her torso was an emerald green blouse made of a satiny fabric that shimmered in the fluorescent overhead lights.


While perhaps baggy jeans and Cal Berkeley hoodies were a little more commonplace, the outfit wasn't so different from what many other girls wore around the campus. Also, she wore a nice knee-length dark brown peacoat over the top as well, so it wasn't like the young lady in question was dressed in a way that was particularly revealing. What was more surprising was WHO was dressed in such a manner, not to mention that several buttons of the green blouse were undone, exposing quite the expanse of milky white cleavage formed by breasts I knew intimately to be very full and firm D-cups.


Sasha Serafian NEVER dressed like this on-campus, and most everybody in Cheit Hall knew it. We'd also never seen her hair pinned in a stylish up-do, showing off the gracefulness of her neck and highlighting her dangly earrings. Expertly-applied makeup accentuated her beauty, not minimized it. And so for the very first time for many of our classmates, one could really see just how beautiful a woman she could be.


The hallway went silent in my immediate vicinity as my project teammate came to a stop right in front of me, smiling to watch my eyes do that yo-yo thing I couldn't help. Ten feet behind her, whispered comments started up as people didn't make much effort to be inconspicuous.


"Hey Ben. What's for lunch today?" she asked sweetly, as if we didn't have a couple dozen people staring right at us.


"Uh, we hadn't decided just yet," I managed to reply after false-starting just once. "Bert?"


Blushing, he waved his phone at me and then jerked a thumb down the hall. "Uh, I'm not coming today. That ... thing ... with ... that person? Remember?"


I sighed and shot him a look. "Bert, spit it out."


Bert turned a little pinker before taking a deep breath. Showing me the phone again, he explained, "It's from Kim. She saw how Sasha was dressed this morning and she told me to get the hell out of the way. You two clearly need to talk. So ... bye!" He shot me a goofy grin, spun on his heel, and practically ran away.


I watched him go, and then with another resigned sigh I swiveled my gaze back to Sasha, waiting patiently and smirking as she noticed just how many people were still gawking at us. "Find someplace a little more private?" I offered. A couple of girls to my left tittered at that.


Sasha grinned and took my arm with both of her hands. "Let's go."





Although I was pretty hungry, this wasn't a conversation I wanted to have anywhere near other people. So instead of taking Sasha to a restaurant or anything, we swung by the deli and picked up food to go before strolling back to my house. We chatted along the way about nothing consequential, mostly me asking how her holidays went and her explaining about staying in on Thanksgiving Day to clean house and organize mail and then going Black Friday shopping before catching a movie with Marisa and some other stripper friends. As usual, she worked all of the weekend evenings, and then it was back to school.


When she asked me about my weekend, I told her I'd spent the entire time at my girlfriend's house, and she didn't ask me anything more about that.


Eventually, we made it to my house and had lunch at the dining table. Still, the conversation topics remained casual, at least until the tail end of the meal when I finally asked, "So what's up with the designer threads? Showing off your Black Friday deals?"


By now the heater had kicked in and Sasha had removed her peacoat. It was hanging on the chair beside her, and she reached over to tap it. "This one was 70% off," she explained. "The rest is stuff I already had in my closet."


"In your closet? I've known you for a while now, and I've never seen you wear those clothes."


She shrugged. "Weekend wear, as opposed to my standard issue Cal hoodie and baggy pants student kit."


"Today's not a weekend."


"Today is my first day seeing you again since you completely rocked my world and lived up to everything I fantasized about for my Big Ben Experience." As she said this, Sasha sat up straight, leaned forward slightly, and stared so intensely right into my eyes that I could have sworn her dark brown eyes were literally smoldering.


I paused mid-chew, feeling that deer-in-the-headlights sensation again. But after a moment, I let myself remember all the things we'd done in her apartment that night, and smiling at the memory, I shrugged and replied, "I had a good time, too."


I was seated at the head of the table, with Sasha in the chair immediately to my right. She reached her hand out and covered mine, rubbing the back of it for a moment before flicking her eyes back up to me. "Did you get a chance to talk to DJ about us?"


"I didn't hide anything from her, if that's what you mean."


She shook her head in the negative. "I meant ... in the morning, I asked you if we were just a one-time thing. You said that was up to your girlfriend."


I pursed my lips and thought about it. All of the discussion about Sasha had taken place Thanksgiving Day, when Brooke and DJ had pulled me into DJ's bedroom to get their "details". I'd given them the cliff notes of our sexual encounter, but we hadn't talked about the future. As far as I understood it, the "Green List" still only included Brooke, Paige, and Kim. And while I'd gotten the distinct impression from DJ that she wouldn't mind me hooking up with Sasha again in the future, I knew that communication would be essential to the survival of our relationship, and the last thing I wanted to do was make an assumption that might turn out to be wrong.


Of course, I could solve that little problem with a phone call. It was DJ's lunch hour too, and although she'd be hanging out with her friends at this time, she would be able to pick up her phone and give me a "go/no go" easily enough.


But although I'd said so on Thursday, it wasn't just up to my girlfriend. There were two other people involved in any decision for me and Sasha to continue a more-than-friends relationship, and those two people were me and her.


Sasha was making her decision clear. I could sometimes be as dense as a rock when it came to female signals, but that wasn't an issue right now. Sasha had dressed to impress, and was holding my hand, breathing heavily, and giving me quite serious bedroom eyes. We were alone in my house, with all the opportunity in the world, and she was quite ready to take advantage of it.


But there was still MY decision to make. And though one might think any guy would readily accept the proposition of great sex with a beautiful, busty brunette, my decision-making process had moved beyond what the penis wants. Getting laid wasn't my problem. Getting laid without dealing with all the headaches of interpersonal relationships? THAT was my goal.


"Sasha..." I began with a sigh. "I don't know if this is such a good idea."


She pouted. "Why not?"


"You ... me ... we're friends, right?"


"But we could be more, couldn't we?"


"More? We've talked before about a relationship between you and me, and that was even before I had a girlfriend."


"I know. And we agreed that it wouldn't be a good idea for you and me to get together. But I don't want a relationship, and as for your girlfriend, I'm not going to try and steal you away from her."


"I'm not worth it?"


"You trying to flatter yourself?" She gave me a crooked grin, to which I shrugged. Shaking her head, she explained, "Honestly, I think you're more trouble than you're worth as boyfriend material."


"Gee, thanks."


"I like you; you know that. I know I could even develop feelings for you. But you've got gorgeous women simply throwing themselves at you all the time, and I'm not going to try and compete with that. I think you're a great, great guy. You're an attentive listener, and I feel deep down in my gut that I can really trust you. That's unique. That's special. But I would never try and tie you down into a relationship; I just don't think it'd be possible. And besides, I can tell how much you care about DJ. I really don't want to mess with that; there's just no WAY I could ever be the 'other woman' that makes a man cheat on his girlfriend. So if she's not okay with you and me doing stuff, then it's not going to happen. But I think she IS okay, and well, that's kind of my point. If -I- were your girlfriend I don't think I could be so free with your sexual activities. For her to allow you that freedom is pretty special, but it's also something I wouldn't be able to give you as easily. So I don't want to make an emotional investment and develop the kind of possessive expectation of fidelity from you that I know would only result in me getting my heart broken."


I shrugged. "That's just it: I don't want to break your heart."


"It won't get broken, because I'm not your girl. And I'm not going to try to be."


"But you still want to have sex with me."


"Are you kidding? Wednesday night was the best experience of my LIFE! Yes! YES I want more!" She hopped up and down in her chair, giggling with a wide grin.


But instead of smiling with her, I took a deep breath.


Sasha immediately stopped bouncing and screwed up her face. "Oh, so that's it? You got to add me as a notch on your bed post and you're done with me?"


"What? No!" I protested, but felt my defensiveness fade at the knowing smirk on Sasha's face.


"I'm just messing with you," she cracked with a grin. "That's the reputation you have: just racking up kills. But I know you, and I don't believe you're that kind of guy ... Or are you? Are you really just gonna fuck me the one time and then never let me have an encore?"


"Sasha..."


"Please, Mr. Big Ben? I'm begging you. You're only the second guy I've ever had. I'm practically a virgin. I spent my whole life not really understanding why people were sooo obsessed with sex. The tease? The seduction? I understood that thrill; it's why I can actually enjoy being a dancer. But physical sex? Well, Rod gave me an orgasm here and there, and I really did enjoy playing around with some of the other dancers from the club, but I'd never felt ANYTHING like what you did to me, and I HAVE to feel like that at least once more in my life! If your girlfriend will let you, can you please rock my world again? And again? And again-again-again?" She leaned forward while sliding both hands along the open vee of her blouse, bringing her fingers together to open up just one more button and reveal an extra couple of inches of mouth-watering cleavage, along with the black lace of her bra.


"Sasha..."


"You know, I remember quite vividly what Chevelle told me about that time you met her outside her house a couple of months ago, just before school started. She told me about how she didn't mind taking it up the ass, knowing how much her boyfriends might enjoy it, but that it really wasn't a pleasure thing for her. It was more of a mental high, but she'd never orgasmed from anal sex, not until YOU did it to her. Now -I-, on the other hand, get such a delicious thrill from anal play; it's why I love that little vibrating egg. But Rod never did it. Thought it might mean he was gay the one time I brought it up. Marisa's played around with it, and she's even had her fingers in me. But you see, I've never had a dick up my ass, and I thought you might enjoy being the first."


My jaw was on the table, and come to think of it, so was my cock. No, my penis hadn't magically appeared atop the dining table, but the erection that had formed in my pants was big enough and trapped at just the right angle to actually bump the table from below.


Sasha squeezed my hand encouragingly and flashed me a perfect smile. "Call DJ. Tell her I want you to be my first. And then ... let's see what happens, okay?"


I got my phone out.





"Holy SHIT!"


Sasha's exclamation was apropos, given what I'd just done to her. Not that she'd been expecting it or anything. Well, she sorta HAD to have been expecting it, given that it was the very thing she'd asked for. But she certainly wasn't expecting it at that very moment, at least it didn't seem like it from the way she'd thrown her head back and screamed her exclamation.


I'm not making total sense. Let me try again: THAT was the moment when I shoved my dick through Sasha's winking anus. She had to have been expecting it, since she'd initiated this particular sexual encounter with the express purpose of losing her anal virginity. But she hadn't been expecting the penetration at that exact moment because she was still busy screaming her orgasm into DJ's pussy.


Oh, I didn't explain about DJ, did I?


See, I'd made the phone call as Sasha requested, right there at the dining table after we'd finished our lunch. As expected, DJ was having lunch with her friends on campus, in-between classes, so she was more or less free to take my call. I explained the situation, including Sasha's request for me to be the first man to invade her asshole, and to both my and Sasha's surprise, my girlfriend gave me an emphatic 'no'.


But it wasn't a 'no', no. It was more of a 'not yet' kind of no. And it was even sort of a conditional 'yes'. See, my girlfriend reacted in a way that I probably should have expected, given my past history with girlfriends and the way they reacted to such offers from other beautiful young women. But I hadn't expected it, and so I was rather surprised when DJ's answer was more of a 'Yes, you can, but only if I can come and join you.'


Knowing that DJ had a 1pm class, and that Sasha and I had classes later in the afternoon, I'd asked my girlfriend if she wanted to arrange things for tonight or some other time. Monday nights were Krav Maga nights, and after getting beaten to a pulp I wasn't usually the best participant for a threesome, at least not for a first time encounter like this. But I told DJ I'd skip tonight's class if she wanted.


DJ told me not to bother, and that she was already on her way home. I'd reminded her about her 1pm class, but she was only too happy to blow it off for something like this. And she told me, unequivocally, to go ahead and get started before she arrived.


My surprise evident on my face, Sasha had asked what DJ had said. Without thinking about it, I repeated my girlfriend's orders to "go ahead". And Sasha took my words literally, yanking my chair back from the table, dropping to her knees, and swiftly unzipping my cargo pants.


At my sharp inhalation, DJ had asked what was going on, and I admitted that Sasha was on her knees giving me a blowjob. My girlfriend laughed, told me she'd be home soon, and then kissed her phone wetly before saying "I love you" and hanging up.


A few minutes later, I'd managed to NOT bust a nut into Sasha's mouth, saving it for later as I got us both upstairs. I rather enjoyed peeling my project teammate out of that elegantly beautiful outfit she'd worn just for me. Figuring I didn't need to be in any rush while my girlfriend made her way home, I explored every nook and cranny of Sasha's body, committing her trigger spots to memory and taking the time I'd been too anxious to take the last time I was able to strip this gorgeous girl naked. I savored the taste of her nipples. I delighted to hear her giggles and moans as I manipulated her senses rather playfully. And only when she had a fine sheen of aroused sweat covering the entirety of her milky white skin did I finally settle between her thighs and extend my tongue deep inside her honeypot.


I'd just given Sasha her first climax of the afternoon when DJ arrived, entering so silently that neither I nor the naked girl on my bed noticed. I only found out when my girlfriend tapped my shoulder and gestured for me to back out of the way. I continued fingering the brunette while DJ, fully-clothed, took my place between Sasha's wide-spread legs. And only after DJ began to find out whether or not Sasha's pussy tasted as sweet as she believed it would did I pull my fingers out and walk them up the brunette's body before gliding my honey-coated lips over Sasha's and then giving her a deep, passion-filled kiss.


I'd never told Sasha that DJ was coming home. All she heard was the "go ahead" instruction. So you can understand how violently she jerked in surprise when I kissed her while she still felt someone's tongue sliding up her snatch.


Sasha's surprised shriek had turned to amused laughter when DJ picked her head up and grinned. Amused laughter turned to erotic moans as she laid her head back and closed her eyes to focus on the younger girl's expert cunnilingus. And erotic moans turned to urgent pleas for me straddle her chest, fuck her tits, and shove my dick into her mouth while my girlfriend continued to eat her.


How could I pass up a request like that?


Long story short: Sasha came and squirted out a bit of honey onto DJ's face. She then licked it off while engaging in a torrid makeout session with my girlfriend, all while simultaneously stripping my blonde girlfriend of her school clothes. And then the two girls rolled naked around my bed, kissing and groping and fingerbanging with wild abandon.


Sasha insisted on returning the favor, and DJ wasn't exactly difficult to convince. Sasha dropped flat on her back with DJ kneeling over her face. At first, DJ bent over to complete the sixty-nine, but Sasha insisted that this was just for her, so DJ sat up and then beckoned for me to approach them.


I spent a long time standing atop the mattress, thrusting gently while my girlfriend fucked me with her Double-Ds. There's something so carnally powerful about watching a gorgeous girl using her own hands to squeeze her big tits around your cock, and it's even more powerful to realize she's doing it while going for a tongue-ride on another gorgeous big-titted girl. Still keeping my dick in DJ's tits, I lifted her chin and bent down to meet my loving girlfriend for a searing kiss, our tongues doing battle while she moaned from having her snatch licked and her tits fucked. But then DJ got a new idea in her head, and she set about repositioning us.


My girlfriend lay down sideway across my bed, her head hanging upside-down off the edge. She told me to throat-fuck her while our newest fuck-buddy ate her out, and I did just as ordered while squeezing DJ's Double-Ds merrily until I spewed my first load down her gullet. And then I found myself sitting upright against the headboard while one busty blonde and one busty brunette gave me a dual-blowjob to work me back up to hardness.


As much fun as it was to watch Sasha and DJ kissing each other with my cockhead between their lips, I did realize that I hadn't actually gotten to fuck a pussy or asshole yet, and I wanted to rectify that situation. DJ remembered that Sasha wanted to lose her anal cherry, and she gleefully volunteered to lube up the new girl, a process which apparently required Sasha to lie on her belly, receive DJ's fingerbanging while my girlfriend gave her a rimjob, and only then having several globs of Astroglide squirted up her rectum.


Still taking charge, DJ then reversed herself on top of the mattress and had Sasha park on all fours above her, sixty-nine style. And then ordering me onto my knees behind Sasha's ass, my girlfriend guided me into the brunette's pussy and slapped my butt like she was getting a horse to start galloping.


I galloped all right, fucking Sasha's snatch with pace and vigor with both hands on her hips for leverage while DJ extended her tongue and began lapping at the point where my cock disappeared into the brunette's box. Meanwhile, Sasha made a game attempt to return the favor, but truth be told, this was her first male-female threesome, and she kept getting too distracted by my fucking to really concentrate on DJ's cunt.


No matter, this encounter was mostly about Sasha's cherry. My girlfriend and I worked together to maximize her pleasure in anticipation of the big moment, and I don't know how she did it, but without removing herself from our threesome DJ managed to pull a vibrator from somewhere and reach up to buzz it over Sasha's rosebud star.


Sasha's reaction was immediate. She tightened up and came right then and there, screaming her surprised satisfaction.


"Where the hell did you get that?" I glanced down and exclaimed to DJ.


"Didn't you know I had it up my ass this entire time?" she replied with a smirk before taking another lick at Sasha's still quivering quim. And then in a more serious tone, she explained, "I took it out of the box when I got the lube."


Shaking my head, I grinned and focused on fucking Sasha. I slid my hands up and down her spine and along her ribs, teasing her body's nervous system up toward another orgasm. And when I judged the moment to be right, I triggered her once again, smirking as I felt the telltale sudden clamp of her inner muscles around my cock and the sound of her scream as she tossed her head back and howled in ultimate pleasure for the second time in the last two minutes.


Sometimes it's really just too easy.


I rode out Sasha's climax, feeling every squeeze and caress from her pussy muscles clenching and releasing, until at last she started to come down from her double-orgasm high as her tense body began to relax. DJ was still munching away, practically chewing on the girl's clit and sliding that vibrator into and around Sasha's anus, probing it gently and causing little butt twitches in response. But just when I felt Sasha's body go post-orgasmically limp, I knocked DJ's vibrator out of the way, swiftly exited Sasha's vaginal tunnel, and immediately brought my cockhead up to her anus. And with her body sagging into the most relaxed state humanly possible, I rammed myself through her sphincter.


"Holy SHIT!"


So that's pretty much how I took Sasha's anal cherry, and she pretty much loved it from the get go. I spent the next ten minutes pounding her ass, really cornholing the hell out of her while she screamed for me to never stop. The gorgeous, big-titted, newly de-virginated anal slut was now completely useless to DJ in terms of rug-munching, and my girlfriend managed to slip out from under her, coming alongside me to watch and run her hands over both of our naked bodies.


Giggling, DJ kissed my cheek and asked me if I was having a good time. My response was to grab her head and shove my tongue down her throat while not letting up one bit on jackhammering my cock through Sasha's back door. Eventually, we broke the kiss and my girlfriend did me the favor of reaching down to titillate Sasha's clit with her fingers, freeing me up to grab onto those perky D-cups and use them as hand holds to fuck Sasha even harder.


It's funny that Sasha specifically referenced my encounter with Chevelle a few months ago, because this encounter ended in pretty much the same way. I lost track of the number of times my lover orgasmed, but I certainly remembered the last. Sasha howled to the moon as she came one more time, and her quaking, clenching muscles drew me with her. I slammed my hips forward one final time and let loose with a fire hydrant spray of cum into her bowels. And while I pumped wave after wave of spunk through her tailpipe, Sasha collapsed facedown onto her forearms, turning one cheek to the side as she moaned, "It's true..."


And then she passed out.


I pulled back slowly, withdrawing my spent prick from Sasha's now lewdly stretched asshole. She remained where she was, propped up like a triangle with her face in the sheets and her ass up in the air, a cum bubble rising to the surface of her gaping cavity before popping. But then my attention wasn't on her anymore.


See, DJ was two feet away, copying the exact same position. The tube of Astroglide was abandoned next to her knee, and even now she was pulling two lube-coated fingers out of her own dilated anus.


From her position with one cheek turned to the mattress, my girlfriend giggled at me. "My turn."





"You look happy, Benjamin."


I was still bent over at my desk, having just shoved my binder into my bag as my Tuesday morning class came to an end. Looking up, I saw Professor Isakova smiling at me, for once not having a single student come to speak with her after class. She leaned back against the lectern, her arms folded across her chest and a kind smile on her face.


I shrugged and nodded, unable to contain my much bigger smile.


"How are things going with your new girlfriend?"


"Great. Just great. We're really happy."


"I can tell. I'm glad for you, although I must admit a bit of envy."


"Envy?"


Stepping away from the lectern, Viktoriya came closer to me as I stood up, hoisted my bag strap over my head, and settled it onto my left shoulder. By now, there were only a couple of other students still in the classroom, and they were making their way out. Still, she pitched her voice lower and practically whispered to me, "I have fond memories of you bringing your last girlfriend to my house, and I can't help but wonder how her little sister stacks up."


I blushed and pinched my lips to stifle a guffaw. Arching an eyebrow, I looked back at my professor and asked, "Is that an invitation?"


She held her hands up immediately and waved me off, shaking her head with a grin. "No, no. You and I have completed our journey, and it's my firm rule to never go back to previous pupils. Cleaner that way. But you were a special one, and if I were ever to break that rule ... well ... It's tempting, but no."


I shrugged. "Don't know what you're missing..."


Viktoriya sighed and stroked her neck, gliding the hand down her chest and through her cleavage for a moment before catching herself and removing the hand. "I do know ... that's the temptation. In any case, I'll leave you to your escort."


"Escort?" I noticed Viktoriya looking past me and then turned my head. Kim stood in the doorway, waiting patiently as she did most Tuesdays and Thursdays at this time. I smiled and glanced back at my professor. "See you tomorrow, Viktoriya."


My professor tapped her nose and then waggled a finger reproachfully.


I grinned and corrected myself more formally, "My apologies, Professor." I knew she didn't really mind me calling her by her first name, but the use of her title was a reminder that our period of intimacy was over.


I joined Kim just outside the classroom, and we left the building to meet up with Bert and Sasha, per usual. There were greeting hugs all around, except for Bert and me (fist bumps). Sasha and I shared a little glance, a kind of sheepish grin spreading across both our faces. After that incredible threesome with DJ, she'd left to hurry to her 2pm class with my cum still leaking out of her ass, a little factoid she told me about when we met again for Isakova's 4pm Econ course.


We flirted more that night at dinner than we'd done for weeks, but in the end nothing came of it. I was sure Sasha was sore and stretched in uncomfortable places, and I had Krav Maga on Mondays anyway. But to see her again this morning was to instantly remind myself of what we'd done yesterday afternoon, and I couldn't help but feel a chubby forming at the thought of getting my hands (and other organs) on her spectacular body once again, especially since Sasha was continuing to dress to impress, her frumpy wardrobe now apparently a thing of the past.


It was after lunch when we all began to split up that the beautiful brunette sidled up to me and asked quite plainly, "When can we do it again?" Her eyes were wide and bright, her eagerness quite obvious.


I smiled and thought about how I was free until 4pm, but I hadn't forgotten which day of the week this was and I shook my head apologetically. "It's Tuesday. Paige is visiting."


Pouting playfully, Sasha shoved me in the shoulder. "That's right. Mr. Man-whore has to keep all his playthings satisfied. Should I arrange an appointment on your social calendar with your personal assistant?"


Out of the blue, Kim stepped alongside us. "Ben's evenings are taken up every weekday except Friday, and you would need to discuss those with DJ anyway. But you both have free time immediately after lunch Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays."


Bert cut in. "Hey, that's usually Xbox time."


I leveled my friend with a look.


"Fine. Whatever. I'm just saying, I DID call it," he grumped.


Shaking my head and furrowing my eyebrows, I shrugged with my hands up and asked, "When the hell did you two come back? You were ten feet away and heading in that direction five seconds ago."


Bert jerked a thumb at Kim. "She turned around; I just came with."


I looked at Kim, who blushed. "Umm ... I shouldn't be eavesdropping, should I?"


"No, you shouldn't. Now... gone!" I gestured both of them away with both hands. Blushing, Kim spun around and marched away as ordered. Bert grinned and followed after.


Only after making sure they were both truly out of earshot, I finally turned back to Sasha. "Sorry about that."


"No need for you to apologize. Like you have any more control over them than I do."


"Well, all the same."


"It's okay." Sasha leaned into me and pecked my lips. "It's better this way. Nothing scheduled, nothing planned. We're just friends. No commitments, right? I'll see you around."


"Bye," I replied, sighing mournfully to see such a wonderful piece of ass walking away unfucked. But then I checked my watch. Time to get home and find out how Paige's date went.





"Holy fucking hell..." I groaned, flopping onto my back, lest I crush Paige beneath my heavy weight. My body was covered in a fine sheen of sweat and I was panting like a race horse. And my head flopped back as my spine turned to jello.


After lunch with my friends, I'd arrived home and prepared for Paige's arrival, fully expecting one of two things: Either Paige would tell me that her date with Everett went really well, that she was falling in love, and that she wouldn't cheat on her new boyfriend by sleeping with me; or she would tell me that things had gone poorly, and we would spend some serious time talking about it while I reassured her that her Mr. Right was still out there somewhere.


It just goes to show you how much I suck at predicting the future.


Paige arrived at the house full of bubbly energy. She gleefully told me that her date with Everett had gone perfectly, but that they were light-years away from being ready for intimacy and in the meantime, she was fucking horny and wanted my fucking fuckstick fucking her as fucking soon as fucking possible.


An hour later, I was spurting a quart of spunk into the back of my little Catholic redhead's womb while she curled all four limbs around my body, screaming "Jesus Fucking Christ!" at the top of her lungs while she thrashed beneath me in heavenly pleasure. It was my second climax of the day, and her fifth. And then I groaned "Holy fucking hell" and rolled off her.


And THEN ... sweaty, naked, and Paige's pussy oozing cum ... we talked about her date.


Little April had stayed with Aunt Polly and Uncle Frank. Little Gabrielle had stayed with her grandparents. And the two single parents did the old standby dinner and a movie. The movie of choice was the terribly romantic Harry Potter and the Goblet of Fire. Dinner was at the Olive Garden. And the pair stayed out until nearly 11pm, talking constantly and enjoying themselves so much they lost track of time. Like fourteen-year-olds, Everett bashfully kissed Paige's cheek when he returned her to her house. And Paige fell asleep hugging a pillow and dreaming of the sweet young man holding her in his arms.


I was still breathing hard after the athletic shagging Paige had just put me through, and I shook my head, chuckling to myself after that little story.


"What?" Paige propped herself up on an elbow, frowning at me.


"Man, that poor boy has NO idea what he's in for once he peels back your little innocent façade. -I- get worn out trying to keep up with you. Once you decide to sleep with him, you're gonna give him a heart attack."


Biting her lip, Paige looked away and grinned. "Well ... yeah..."


I reached up and flicked a few long auburn bangs off of her forehead. "Perfect little schoolgirl on the outside ... But you're a freakin' wildcat in the sack, Red."


"I'll have to warm him up to that," she sighed. "Start off slow. Not dump my whole repertoire on him all at once."


"Agreed."


Paige reached down and slid her hand across my thigh, rubbing it before reaching higher and petting my dormant cock. "But he's not there yet. One night out does not make him my boyfriend. And while our first date went really well, it remains to be seen whether or not we'll ever get that far. In the meantime..."


I took a deep breath, watching as my naked redhead slid herself down the bed, breathing hotly on my prick before lifting it up with thumb and forefinger and then slurping it into her mouth. She hummed to taste our mingled cum still coating my skin, and in that first suck, I felt my erection return at least a quarter of the way.


Paige popped off, her dark blue eyes flashing as she looked up at me. "In the meantime," she repeated. "I intend to gorge myself on Buffet Ben. It may have to last me a little while till I get Everett up to speed."


I gestured back down to my junk. "Gorge away."


So she did.





-- DECEMBER 2005, SENIOR YEAR --



The rest of the week flew by, and Viktoriya had it right: I was happy.


On the academic front, I was feeling pretty good about my classes. I had solid A's in all of them, and all that was left was to wrap up the last week and a half of instruction before Finals Week started on the 12th. My project team had our presentation down pat, and I was 100% sure Professor Ice would give us a top grade. And on top of that, I'd front-loaded my courses, so that I only had three classes to take for my final semester as an undergrad, and I could even drop one of the electives if I wanted to REALLY loaf around.


On the family front, things couldn't be better. Mom and Dad were present without being intrusive, curious about the things going on in my life but not pressuring when I didn't want to stay on the phone very long. Adrienne, on the other hand, called me twice just to catch up, telling me how much she missed me and looked forward to coming home to Orange County over the winter holidays. And the twins were doing well, Eden still with the same boyfriend she'd had last year and Emma choosing not to date just yet, so I had little to worry about there.


I was spending a lot of time with Brooke, especially since she was best friends with my girlfriend, and we seemed to be doing a lot of things together as a group of three (yes, including that). And most surprisingly, Brandi called me out of the blue to say 'hi' and catch up, even though I'd seen her just last week. It wasn't that we'd been estranged or anything, but ever since her disastrous break-up with Matt Kanemura and my unfortunate role in the relationship's demise, I felt like there'd been an invisible wall between us. We still loved each other, and we were still siblings, but ever since she moved out of the Berkeley house and went on to live her adult life in The City, I just felt like we'd lost the close bond that we used to have.


But something had changed after the events of Thanksgiving night. I wasn't expecting her to resume our sexual relationship, but it was as if that one night that "didn't count" broke down the wall between us. And even if we never had sex ever again, at least I could feel that I'd gotten my loving sister back.


I certainly didn't need Brandi to resume our sexual relationship. As Sasha had so cleverly pointed out, I was getting enough to fill a social calendar, now with four red-hot and horny girls using me as their one source of dick. On the getting laid front, I never lacked for opportunity, and in fact needed to turn down the girls on occasion just to catch a break. Sasha came home with me after lunch on Wednesday, desperate for me to take her around the world before she had to get to her 2pm class. DJ occupied all of my evenings, sometimes with Brooke and sometimes not. And then there was the Thursday night after dinner, when Bert walked to the BART station by himself while Sasha joined DJ in my bedroom and both of them kept me awake and fucking until after 2am, despite it being a school night.


Between classes, studying, Krav Maga, dancing, cooking, talking on the phone with a family member, and getting sexually assaulted by one or more of my current lovers, it was all I could do just to find enough time to sleep.


At least on weekends, I could look forward to most of those time-sucks going away. On Friday, I took my girlfriend out on a real date, amusingly enough to see the Harry Potter movie and eat at Olive Garden; it was DJ's sense of humor after I'd told her about Paige's and Everett's night out. We held hands under the table for most of the meal, forcing me to eat with my left hand. Most of the food went into take-home containers anyway, since my amorous girlfriend was more interested in either talking to me or sucking my face, at least until some old biddy at the next table cleared her throat and sent us a disapproving glare that would have made a 70-year-old nun proud.


Back at home, my girlfriend came up with a rather ... strange ... role-play. She parked me in front of the TV, watching a basketball game on ESPN, and told me under no uncertain terms not to come in her bedroom until I heard her open the door from the inside. Playing along, I did as she asked. And about twenty minutes later, I heard the telltale creaking and got up to go investigate.


What I found inside pretty much blew my mind. DJ was flat on her back on top of her bed, fully clothed and unmoving. I didn't understand at first, so I leaned against the doorframe and crossed my arms to say, "As seduction outfits go, that one's pretty tame."


It really was. On her feet were pink platform prostitute heels, with two inches under the toes and probably six under the heel, but besides those nothing about her attire screamed 'sex'. She wore baggy jean shorts that actually looked a couple of sizes too big, and a white cropped tank-top that wasn't very form-fitting at all.


But DJ didn't respond to my comment, staring unmoving at the ceiling. Her silence and absolute stillness were rather unnerving, and I swiftly moved forward to make sure that she was alive and still breathing.


She was, but she didn't respond when I asked, "Hey, you okay?" I started to worry that she'd taken some sort of drug that was having an unexpected side effect, but when I hovered over her face, waving a hand in front of her motionless eyes, she finally blinked and looked at me for just a moment before returning to her vacant forward stare.


Only then did I notice what was printed on her shirt. In classic Mattel script, the word "Barbie" was written in multiple colors and shades with black borders outlining each letter. I saw that DJ had put her hair up into a single side-skewed ponytail like an 80's pop star, and that she'd layered on a good amount of makeup, caking on the foundation and drastically exaggerating her eyeshadow and liner to give herself a more doll-like appearance.


And that's when it hit me. My beautiful, buxom, blonde girlfriend had transformed herself into ... a Barbie doll. Literally.


Growing up with four sisters and the three Evans girls, it was impossible not to come across Barbie dolls. As a young boy I had avoided them, worried they might give me cooties, except whenever Dawn wanted me to play, in which case I always toughed it out for her. As an adolescent, now removed to SoCal away from Dawn, I used to strip the dolls naked and fantasize what it would be like to have a real-life Barbie doll in the flesh to have sex with. That fantasy had fallen by the wayside when I'd turned sixteen and ACTUALLY started having sex, but to see DJ like this brought the fantasy right back.


Just like in my adolescent fantasies, I started by taking off her clothes. There wasn't much to take off. I removed the baggy shorts first and found that – just like a real Barbie doll – she wore no underwear. It suddenly struck me that the reason DJ's jean shorts were so baggy was because doll clothes had to fit around the Barbie doll's hips, but were never really fitted to the doll's tiny waist. DJ had really thought of everything. The white tank top likewise came off easily.


In a way, what happened next could be considered ... creepy. My girlfriend stayed in character the whole time, moving only how I moved her, and not responding in any way. A part of my mind, somewhere in the back, told me that what I was doing was ... wrong ... in some way. Like I was taking advantage of a human being that was incapable of resisting me. But my consciousness (and my conscience) noted every time that DJ couldn't help but gasp her pleasure, or every time her sky blue eyes flicked to me, usually accompanied by a satisfied smile before she erased her expression once again. And thus with my guilt assuaged, I went on having my way with her.


In every way. In every hole. In every pose I could think of ... Just think about that for a second. Think about the things you could do if you were in my shoes.


My girlfriend became my Barbie. She became my fuck doll. She never complained. She never resisted. All she did was moan and cum and keep her limbs locked in whatever position I put them in until she couldn't keep them there anymore. And in the end she went limp from excessive pleasure and simply remained flat on her back to let me have my way with her.


Only when I had truly spent myself, so thoroughly and completely exhausted that I couldn't think of a single other thing to do to her, did my Barbie finally come to life, kissing me back and almost bashfully asking if I'd enjoyed that.


Thoroughly satisfied, I groaned, "Gawd, DJ. If I could love you any more than I do right now, my heart would literally rupture in my chest."


She simply grinned and kissed me back.





Something in us changed after that Friday night, and I don't mean that DJ became my Barbie doll full time. If anything, she became the exact opposite.


A doll is beautiful, compliant, and unresisting. It also gives no feedback whatsoever. There's no warmth in a doll's body, no responsiveness to your touch. Well, actually I'm sure they make something like that in Japan somewhere, but you get my drift.


Not to say that my girlfriend had been like a doll to me before. Maybe this analogy isn't working. The POINT is: starting that weekend, DJ became so much MORE. More warm. More present. More responsive.


More engaged. More affectionate. And above all else, more WITH me. We still didn't have the kind of mystical connection I'd enjoyed with Dawn, the sort of thing where she could sense my moods before I did, or recognize what I wanted without me having to tell her. But she was trying, and she was learning. We both were. It probably helped that we spent the entire weekend together, never leaving each other's side except to go to the bathroom.


Despite the passion of our budding new relationship, we'd been careful to take things slow. Neither of us wanted a rebound, and we also both valued our lives independent of each other. I'd gotten used to a lot of my single guy routines, carrying out my day according to my own schedule without being shackled to the needs or desires of anyone else. I had my friends; DJ had hers. We both wanted to maintain those relationships, and the only time we really spent together were dinners and the late evenings after I was done with my Project Ben activities.


But there were no classes to attend that first weekend of December, no Krav Maga or ballroom dancing. Yeah, DJ could have taken off to hang out at Vivian Wang's, but when we woke up Saturday morning she decided to stay with me. We didn't even make love that morning, too wiped out from the Barbie doll adventures the previous night. Instead we stayed naked in bed, feeding each other cheerios and just ... talking.


Brooke stopped by once to ask if DJ was heading out with her, but we sent my sister on her way alone. Eventually we did get dressed and made a sort of brunch just for two. And then I hoisted my girlfriend onto the table and pulled her panties down so I could eat my dessert.


Dessert led to fucking on the dining table, as these things are wont to do. And DJ ended up with a protein snack for her trouble. We then cleaned up and decided to get out of the house for a bit, which turned out to be an opportunity for me to geek out like a little kid and head up to the Lawrence Hall of Science. I even climbed Pheena the Fin Whale while DJ shook her head and grinned at me surrounded by a bunch of little kids perched upon it. The museum itself was free for students, and we meandered around commenting about the different exhibits, and then it was DJ's turn to geek out to the animatronic dinosaurs we fondly remembered from our youth.


We stayed until close to closing time, and then wandered out into the big courtyard, holding each other as the sun set in the distance. When the last lights were almost gone, DJ turned to kiss me. And by the time we came up for air, the sky was completely dark and the town had lit up beneath us.


We found dinner ourselves, and then returned home to find a slightly annoyed Brooke. She'd come home to find an empty house and no dinner waiting for her, and she was ready to bitch about it the moment we walked through the door. DJ asked why she hadn't called one of us, but I think my little sister preferred the opportunity to be mad rather than actually make the call, especially since DJ and I decided to make it up to her by taking her upstairs to my bedroom and showering her with physical apologies.


Both girls slept in my bed overnight, although I spent most of the time spooning my girlfriend. Sunday morning then found DJ and me wanting to get away together again, since we'd had such a good time out yesterday. Brooke cracked a joke about me stealing her best friend, but I promised I'd make it up to her later.


We hopped in the Mustang and cruised down to the Emeryville Public Market to find food. After that, we got on the freeway and drove north rather aimlessly. Simply by staying on 580, we crossed the Richmond-San Rafael Bridge. When we arrived on the other side, DJ suddenly wanted to go to the Marine Mammal Center and play with the sea lions. We circled down to Sausalito to do that, and then headed over to the Marin Headlands to hike around, catch amazing views of the Golden Gate, and even snap a few pictures with my camera phone. Late lunch was at Sushi Ran, and then we headed into The City to make a surprise visit to our big sisters. We had dinner with Dayna and Brandi, but no nookie. That part we saved for our return home, breezing past Brooke and Kim chatting in the living room while we hurried upstairs and ripped our clothes off each other. And in the end, we fell asleep in each other's arms once again.


It was a perfect weekend with my girlfriend, and the greatness didn't stop with the coming school week. Even though my first class wasn't until 11am, I woke up early to walk DJ onto campus. We kissed outside her classroom and then I holed myself up in the library to do the studying I'd procrastinated all weekend. And then to my surprise, DJ found ME after my 11am class and joined my project team for lunch.


She had to leave for class after we ate, but she kissed me and threw Sasha a wink, telling the brunette to take good care of her baby until she got back. We went back to my house, and Sasha did just as she was instructed. So with a pussy full of cum my new fuck-buddy pulled on her panties and skipped off to school while I took a much needed nap. Then it was Isakova's Econ course, dinner with everyone, Krav Maga, and making love with DJ one last time before we fell asleep together.


That first Monday set the template for the remainder of the week, our last of regular classes. DJ and I met up as often as we could in the middle of the day, sometimes having lunch with my friends and sometimes with hers. She joined Paige for the redhead's weekly Tuesday session (Paige's dates with Everett had progressed to kissing, but not beyond that), but left me and Sasha to our own devices on Wednesday and Friday. Thursday I had another nap. And our evenings, apart from DJ's trips to the gym and my usual Project Ben activities, were spent side-by-side (or top-to-bottom) as we talked, ate, laughed, studied, and yes ... fucked.


You might have called this time our honeymoon phase, where we couldn't get enough of each other and could barely stand to be apart for more than an hour. It's weird to think of it that way, since we'd known each other forever and had experienced one failed relationship already. But it was what it was. DJ and I were together every opportunity we could get, and by the time the next weekend rolled around, we'd actually started to develop that mysterious connection I didn't understand and yet had missed. We weren't quite finishing each other's sentences, but I was sensing her moods, we were communicating with our eyes, and neither of us could remember the last time we were so happy.


The end of the week finished off in an ideal fashion with my dance class' end of the semester Formal Ball on Saturday night. I'd been informally teaching DJ some of the steps I'd been learning, and besides it's the guy's job to lead. She looked radiant in a full-length pastel purple ball gown, and even finished off the princess motif with elbow-length white gloves and a sparkling tiara. And we had a magical night that I'll never forget.


Everything was perfect.


But you know me. You know perfection in my life never seems to last.


No, DJ and I didn't have some stupid fight over a silly nothing that created a crack in our relationship that grew and grew until our love was irreparably damaged.


No, I didn't cheat on her. And no, she didn't cheat on me. Not then, and not ever.


In fact, there was absolutely nothing wrong with our relationship. We were both deliriously happy, totally in love, and absolutely content with the way things were progressing between us. But everything changed after that Saturday night ball.


My girlfriend and I drove safely home. We went into the house and said hi to my little sister, who was watching a movie on TV. Then my girlfriend kissed me outside her bedroom door, saying that she wanted to peel out of her ball gown and that I should head upstairs and start a shower for two.


I protested that I wanted to help peel the ball gown off of her, but only half-heartedly. My libido wasn't such that I couldn't wait, and the idea of starting something in the shower instead of DJ's bedroom had merit. So I went up the stairs, blissfully unaware of what was coming next.


I got undressed in my bedroom and went into the bathroom. I started up the shower, washing myself and shampooing my hair, knowing it would take DJ a little longer than me to get undressed. I wanted my own cleaning to be done and out of the way, freeing myself up to spend more time washing her. And only a couple of minutes after I was finished with myself, the door opened and my girlfriend came in.


But there was no smile on her face when she pulled the shower curtain aside. Instead of wearing a bathrobe or even just a towel, she was still wearing the ball gown. Her makeup was untouched, and her tiara and jewelry were still in place.


Noticing all this, I frowned immediately and asked, "What's wrong?"


With a heavy sigh, DJ turned her face away from me for a moment and then slumped her shoulders. "It's Brooke."


Momentary panic welled up inside me, as my eyes popped open wide and I jerked up straight. Paranoias about injuries, death, or even worse flew into my brain before I remembered that I'd just seen my sister minutes earlier, perfectly safe and watching TV in our living room. Taking a deep breath, I forced myself to calm down. Whatever happened to Brooke, I reasoned that my little sister wasn't in immediate danger. Otherwise, DJ wouldn't be so sedate at a moment like this.


"What about Brooke?" I asked, trying to keep myself calm.


DJ sighed again. "She's moving out."





"I'm not staying," my little sister insisted the moment I walked through her bedroom door in my pajamas, DJ trailing after me.


"Brooke..." I sighed wearily, stepping forward enough so that DJ could close the door behind us and give us some extra privacy. We three were the only ones in the house, but I think everybody felt more comfortable with the door closed. And when it was fully shut, I looked over at my sister and asked, "I don't suppose this is a one-night thing and you'll be back in the morning, is it?"


My sister's look was answer enough. I didn't think so. The way DJ had said that Brooke was 'moving out', I'd instinctively known she meant permanently. Not looking at me, my sister tossed a couple of shirts into the suitcase she'd placed atop the bed. "I'm sorry. There's nothing you can say that's going to change my mind."


I scratched my head, wracking my brain for a workable argument. I still didn't know why she was moving out, so I couldn't attack those reasons head-on. But that didn't mean I was without other rationales. "It's Finals Week. Why don't you wait until the semester ends, and then you can pack up and ship out and everything when you last exam is over. Whatever else is going on, you don't need the hassle of moving when you're supposed to be studying like crazy."


Brooke shrugged. "I'm crashing with Meli and Lexi. I'll be studying with them all week, so it'll actually be easier for me to fall asleep over there instead of coming back to the house. As for packing, I'm just taking enough clothes and toiletries to get me through the week. I'll move the rest after my last final, just like you said."


I grimaced, trying to think of something more permanent. Suddenly, it hit me, and I gave her a know-it-all look, thinking that I'd just come up with an argument she couldn't refute. "Mom and Dad are spending a lot of money to feed and house us here."


But Brooke shook her head. "Meli and Lexi aren't charging me a thing. I'm just gonna help out around the apartment and do some cooking. You know neither of them can even microwave a hot dog. So it's not like this is going to cost Mom and Dad any more money."


I frowned, taking a deep breath before asking, "Why ARE you moving out?"


"Ask her," Brooke snapped sharply, her eyes intent on her luggage.


I turned around to see DJ grimacing as she tried to shrink into the wall behind her. Raising my eyebrows, I asked expectantly, "Deej?"


"She doesn't feel like she belongs here anymore," the blonde explained without really explaining anything.


I frowned and turned back to Brooke. "Belong here? You're my sister! This is the house that three generations of our families have lived in."


"Brandi, you, and I aren't three 'generations', dimwit," Brooke sassed. "And longevity is beside the point. Whatever this house was for the past several years or so, it's not my place anymore."


"What are you talking about?"


Rather than answer, she waved her hand dismissively and returned to packing. Her socks were the last thing to go in, and then she shut the lid.


I was still stuck on Brooke's last statement, that this wasn't her place anymore. And stepping forward, I splayed my hands out and said, "Brooke, please. Talk to me. Tell me what's going on. You're my sister, and I love you. This is our house, our family's house. If this isn't your place, then where is?"


She shrugged. "I dunno. All I know is that it's not here."


"Brooke--"


"My decision's made. Really, this will be easier for everyone." Brooke's gaze darted behind me, and her eyes hardened for a moment. But then she looked back at me and shrugged, explaining, "This'll just make it more convenient next semester since Meli and Lexi live really close to Vivian's place."


"But what about me? I'll never get to see you again."


"So? It's not like we've seen much of each other these last couple of weeks."


"What? We see each other all the time!"


"Do we?" Brooke's attention went behind me once again.


Confused, I backed up a step and turned so I could see Brooke and DJ at opposite ends of my peripheral vision. Although she'd come into the room, DJ had remained by the door, conspicuously keeping her distance from my little sister. And as the two girls stared at each other for a long few seconds, communicating a whole world of emotion with their eyes, I ventured cautiously, "Hey ... What's going on?"


Brooke shrugged. "I'm moving myself away from her."


I blinked twice. "Wait, what?"


Brooke's eyes narrowed and she practically sneered at DJ. "We're not friends anymore."


My jaw dropped again. "Wait, WHAT?"


"Oh, now we're not even friends? Brooke, you're overreacting," DJ sighed, now taking several steps toward us.


"Just, stay away from me, alright?" Brooke warned, holding a hand up.


"But you girls are best friends!" I exclaimed in confusion.


"Were. We were best friends." Brooke scowled. "Not anymore."


"One little argument doesn't mean you have to move out," DJ insisted.


"This isn't a little argument. This is something that's been growing and festering all year!"


"Wait a minute," I interjected. "This is that crack about me stealing your best friend, isn't it?"


Brooke rolled her eyes. "Gawd. Still so self-centered?" she growled at me. "This isn't about you, Ben."


"Isn't it?" DJ challenged.


"Ben is the object," Brooke clarified. "My problem is with you."


"With ME?" DJ groaned at the ceiling.


"You betrayed me."


"It's not a betrayal!!!" DJ shrieked.


"It is to ME!!!" Brooke yelled right back, loud enough for me to worry about neighbors.


"Fine!" DJ spat, flinging her arms out. "Yeah, well you know what? Maybe my problem is with YOU! Fuck, you should move out! Good riddance to a shitty friend!"


"DJ!" I exclaimed.


"Fuck it. I'm done with this." With a deep set frown, DJ marched over to the door, opened it, and stomped outside.


"Deej!" I called after her. Moments later, I heard an emphatic zipping noise and turned around to see Brooke closing up her suitcase.


"I'll be back for the rest at the end of the week," she stated, dragging the closed suitcase off the bed. Pulling up the telescoping handle, she rolled over to me and wrapped an arm around my waist. "I do love you, big brother."


Hugging Brooke against my side, I looked down at her just in time for a quick peck on the lips. "You don't have to go."


"Yes I do," she replied firmly.


Brooke was every bit as stubborn as ever. I still didn't know exactly why she was leaving, apart from that DJ and her were having some sort of fight. But I did know that I wasn't going to get a straight answer out of either of the girls right now. So when Brooke pulled away from me, I let go of her and simply followed her to the front door.


When she pulled it open, I took one look outside and noted the darkness of the evening, deep shadows cast by the moonlight from up above. My big brother instincts kicked right in. "No way in hell you're walking out there alone tonight," I stated firmly, putting my arm across the doorway to block her exit.


"I'm going, whether you like it or not," my sister replied back to me in the same unflinching tone, reaching up to tug on my arm.


I raised my eyebrows, and then nodded with my head back into the house. "Just let me get my wallet and keys. I'll drive you to Meli's, alright?"


Brooke rolled her eyes and held up her own keys. "I've got the Corolla, remember?"


I blinked twice. "Oh ... right..."


Brooke looked out into the Berkeley night and then back down the hallway at DJ's closed bedroom door. Her hesitance made me wonder if she was re-thinking her plan to leave, wonder if maybe I could still talk her into staying. I still didn't know exactly WHY she was leaving, but there was no part of me that wanted to see my little sister leave my home. But after a deep breath, she sighed and nodded to me. "Alright. Thanks big brother."


"I love you. And even though we haven't seen much of each other lately, I'll always care about you."


She managed a small smile. "I know. I love you, too."





Brooke and I parted with a hug and my reminder that she could come home whenever she wanted. She assured me that she understood, but told me not to bet on it. She was 19 and still mad. I suppose I shouldn't have expected a different answer.


It was hard to watch my little sister drive away, leaving the nest as it were. I still felt that it was my job as an older brother to protect her, and even though I'd had very little supervision over her college lifestyle, it had to be easier to do that when she came home and slept under this roof most nights. But now she was gone, and I didn't know if she would ever return. Maybe this was just a blow-up, a fight gotten out of hand with her best friend. DJ and Brooke had way too much history to hate each other for very long. Just a week ago the three of us had gotten into an extremely fun threesome, with my girlfriend and me teaming up on Brooke, and I certainly hadn't seen any signs of discord then. Maybe this would all blow over, my sister would realize she was overreacting, and she'd move back in tomorrow.


But maybe not. And that was worrisome.


My mood now melancholy, it was hard to believe that an hour ago, my girlfriend and I were dancing up a storm at the Formal Ball, deliriously in love and on top of the world. Speaking of my girlfriend, it was time to get some answers.


But answers would have to wait. I returned to the house to find the downstairs bathroom door closed, and the sounds of the shower running behind it. Part of me wanted to pop in and ogle her obviously naked body, but the more rational part of my brain overrode that and directed me into the kitchen. I needed coffee. We'd talk when she was done.


It took a while to make the pot, apparently long enough for DJ to finish because when I came out of the kitchen with two mugs, the bathroom door was open and the light turned off inside. On the other hand, DJ's bedroom door was closed.


Crossing the room over to it and raising my right hand, I rapped on the door twice with my knuckles and then called out, "Deej?"


No response.


I waited ten seconds, and then knocked again. Still no answer.


Taking a deep breath, I weighed my options. Was she not inside, her door closed but in reality she was up in my room? Could she have actually fallen asleep and therefore didn't hear me? No way. Not this fast. But I clung to that idea, since I didn't really want to consider the third – although most likely – option: that she was still awake, and she was deliberately choosing not to invite me in.


Whatever was going on, the obvious solution was to walk away. If she was up in my room, we'd rendezvous up there and talk. If she was asleep, I shouldn't bother her. If she was awake and ignoring me, I should respect her wishes and leave her alone.


On the other hand, I wanted to talk to her, and I had a sense that she would want to talk to me, even if she was ignoring me at the moment. Girls are weird like that. They often indicate they want one thing while actually wishing you would do the opposite, and I felt like this was one of those situations. If it were anyone else, or at least, anyone outside of my "family", I would have walked away, just to be on the safe side. But this wasn't just anyone; this was DJ. She'd forgive me if I was wrong. And if nothing else, I had certain rights of access being her boyfriend. So taking a deep breath, I twisted the door handle and went inside.


At first, I thought she really was asleep. Her back was turned to me as she lay in bed, and she had that stillness one would expect of an unconscious person. I exhaled slowly, realizing that I'd have to figure out what the hell was going on by myself. But just as I started to turn away, DJ also turned her head.


"Ben?" she asked softly.


Swiftly but silently, I approached the bed, put down the mugs of coffee, and then sat down on the edge of the mattress, my left knee pulled up with my right foot still on the floor. Reaching a hand over, I rubbed her shoulder as she turned to face me.


DJ had scrubbed away her makeup, which made her still beautiful face look somehow younger and more innocent. Her hair was still damp, but she'd laid a towel atop her pillow to absorb the excess moisture. But it turned out, the towel was needed to absorb more than just shower moisture. DJ had been crying, and still was, actually.


She had dressed in loose pajamas, a cute button-down top in pastel yellow. As she rolled onto her back, the gaps between buttons revealed creamy flesh and proved that she wasn't wearing a bra beneath. And despite the late hour and melancholy mood, I felt a slight diversion of blood toward my nether regions. I couldn't help it; she just had that effect on me. But DJ's expression was anything but sexual and I tamped down on my lust. And rolling over further she wrapped an arm around my waist and tugged me further onto the bed before laying her head down in my lap.


Swinging both legs onto the bed, I sat up against the headboard and got myself comfortable before letting my hand stroke through her fine blonde hair, simultaneously drying it and working through her remaining tangles. I didn't say anything at first as she pillowed herself against me, breathing softly as if she were going back to sleep. But after a minute or so, she opened her eyes and turned herself perpendicular to my legs so that she could look up at me.


"Do you love me?" she asked quietly.


Smiling readily, I nodded. "You know I do."


"Not just love me. I mean, really, really love me. Like... forever kind of love."


I blinked quickly, my smile evaporating. I'd arrived expecting to talk about Brooke and her departure, and the current subject was catching me off guard. "I ... I love you, DJ. I'm your boyfriend. As for the future ... I don't know what's going to happen. I mean, I hope we last forever, and I certainly want to believe we can make it. But I just don't know yet. We've only been together for a few weeks, fair enough?"


DJ sighed, a weary frown tugging at the corners of her mouth. She searched my eyes, looking for something. But after a few moments, she turned her head away and sighed again, muttering, "Maybe Brooke was right."


"Right about what?"


"You. Us. We're not meant to be."


"Hey. That part of our life is still unwritten. Maybe we are..." I continued stroking DJ's hair soothingly, willing her to understand that I did care about her and didn't want to lose my relationship with her. But I couldn't give her any guarantees that we'd end up together in the long run. I just wasn't at that point yet. I wanted to believe, but fate and destiny had been cruel enough to me lately to make me a little jaded about making those kinds of promises.


DJ didn't respond right away. She cried a little bit more, and I started wracking my brain trying to figure out how to cheer up my girlfriend. That was my job. But instead, I keyed on DJ's comment and wondered aloud, "Wait, Brooke said that? That you and I weren't meant to be?"


DJ sighed. "That's why we're fighting. You're why we're fighting."


"How?"


She looked up at me, a weary expression on her face. "Because I want to be your wife."


I took a deep breath, that jaded part of me causing me to hesitate. Still, I tried to reply confidently, "Maybe you will be. Time will tell. But you're only nineteen. There's a lot of road ahead of us before we get that far."


DJ flicked her eyes to mine, rolled them, and then rolled off my lap. Coming up to her knees, she sat back with her legs tucked under her and to the side while giving me a sideways frown. "It's never going to happen, is it?"


I winced. "DJ, what's bringing this on? I thought we were doing pretty well together."


"With me as your happy-go-lucky girlfriend?"


I blinked. "Well, yes ... Aren't you happy being my girlfriend? I'm certainly happy about it."


DJ sighed sadly. "We're honeymooning. Everything's peachy right now, but things can't stay like that forever."


"Of course they can't. Life is constantly changing. PEOPLE are constantly changing. My relationship with you is evolving and who knows where we'll be next month, or next year, or ten years from now? I do think about it, you know. I wonder what my daily routine will be like when I'm 31 and you're 29 and we've got two adorable little children running around."


She looked surprised. "Really?"


I nodded proudly, "Yeah."


"You think about that kind of future with me?"


"Sure. Don't you?"


"Of course -I- think about it. I just didn't think YOU did. Especially when you hesitate in telling me you have that 'forever' kind of love for me."


"It's not that I'm hesitating. It's just ... that..."


"That you're hesitating," DJ finished for me, giving me a look.


I pursed my lips. "I thought we were taking things slow. Neither of us wants a rebound relationship. We're in love. We're going to let this love build and grow, not flash white-hot and then burn out just as fast. I DO think about a future with you; I'm just not ready to write wedding invitations just yet. We've only been together for what, four weeks?"


"Isn't that enough to know that you love me?"


"I DO love you. Do you really doubt that?"


"Then why can't you be sure whether or not you'd be willing to marry me?"


"Deej, I've been down this road before. People have told me I measure every girl I meet for a ring."


"Everyone except ME, apparently."


"Including you. Yes, I'd marry you. I asked you once before, didn't I?"


DJ's eyes flashed with an inner fire. "That one didn't count. And you know it."


I nodded quickly, holding my hands up. "But that's just my point. I've spent my entire life being this hopeless romantic, dreaming of the future, and not always having my feet firmly planted on the ground. But I'm trying now. Really. I have my eyes open, and in the long run, it'll be better for us. I need to take my time with this, okay?"


"But that IS what we're heading toward, isn't it? Marriage? Kids? A lifetime together?"


"It is. But we're not there yet."


"Then when? When I graduate and find a job near you?"


"Deej, I'm not an egg timer. You can't just sit around and when the sand runs out the marriage begins. I DO love you, and I WANT us to succeed. But if there's anything my past relationships have told me, it's that there are no guarantees. I love you, and I want to be with you, but I can't make any promises."


"I get it. I'm not being some lovestruck teenager here. But I just want to make sure you and I are on the same page. You KNOW what I want, don't you?"


I sighed, but nodded, "Yes, I do."


DJ's eyes hardened. "Don't string me along, Ben. You know what I'm hoping for and that creates certain expectations."


I grimaced. "The only one who can create an expectation is you."


"Fine, -I- create them. But your awareness of my expectations burdens you with responsibility for them. If you're not going to fulfill them, you'd better let me know right now. I'm not the one who turned this into a relationship; YOU did. I was giving you your space. I was okay with you working out your issues, being single, and flirting with Sasha. I was going to keep letting you fuck me, but I wasn't going to try and tie you down into a relationship. YOU'RE the one who stuck a bunch of roses in my bedroom along with those balloons that all say 'I love you' on them." For emphasis, she pointed above her headboard, where all three deflated balloons had been pinned to the wall.


Taking a deep breath, she continued. "If you can't be on a path that leads to marriage with me, then we need to break up right now. I'm still willing to be your fuck-buddy. You can have the milk without buying the cow, really. I was okay with that kind of relationship. But don't tell me you love me and ask me to be your girlfriend if we're not going to get married eventually. Don't string me along if you're just going to break my heart down the road."


"I don't ever want to break your heart."


There were fresh tears in her eyes as she stared at me. "But I'm still afraid you're going to."


I took a deep breath, willing myself to figure out how to erase her fears. But the only way I could think to do that would be to give her the very promises I couldn't give. Our future was still uncertain, and the last thing I wanted to do was compound any errors by making promises I couldn't keep.


I sighed and set my jaw. "Deej ... I love you. We talked about this on Thanksgiving, remember? I choose YOU. Not Sasha. Not Dawn. Not anybody else. YOU. I want to be with you, right here, right now. Okay?"


"But that's now. What about then?"


"Come what may."


"Not good enough."


"Deej..."



DJ's winced and looked away in shame. She squeezed her eyes shut, fighting back her emotions. "Sorry. I'm trying. It's was just so hard, feeling the way I do about you and having to bottle it up for all that time before we actually got together."


"I know it was. But you were so great and patient with me."


She took a deep breath, finally bringing her eyes up to meet mine. "Because I love you. Because I wanted to be with you, in any way I could."


"I know. And it paid off. You've got me now."


"Do I?"


"Of course you do."


"Then why don't I feel ... settled ... right now?" DJ pulled her feet out in front of her and off the bed. Perching her heels on the bed frame and her elbows on her knees, she leaned forward facing away from me and dropped her chin into her palms.


"Maybe because your best friend just moved out?"


DJ exhaled and grimaced, burying her face in her hands.


"Deej..." I sidled up to her, reaching out to rub her back. "What's going on between you two?"


She looked back at me for a moment, a world of pain in her sky blue eyes. For about three seconds, she looked so much like Dawn that I felt my heart cracking. Only then did I realize how much pain she must be in, and not because of me. Whatever else was going on in DJ's social life with Faye or Josh or whoever else, Brooke had been her best friend since infancy. Less than an hour ago, she'd lost that best friend. And I was still close enough to losing Dawn that I could completely understand the pain she was going through.


"Deej ... I'm sorry about Brooke," I said soothingly. "I'm sure you guys will eventually work it all out."


She took a deep breath, then faced forward again. Speaking to the wall in a low voice, DJ explained, "Not tonight, but a while ago, I asked for her help in getting you to fall in love with me."


That surprised me for a moment, so I stopped rubbing her spine. Sliding myself across the bed, I swung my legs around and sat on the edge of the bed, perching my heels on the bed frame beside her. "Okay..."


DJ sighed again, still not looking at me. "She said she wouldn't do it."


That jerked my head back. "Really?"


DJ winced. "She doesn't think we're right for each other. She's tolerated my crush on you for this long because she's always believed that you wouldn't actually fall in love with me. Even when we started dating, she thought I'd be your rebound and that we'd eventually blow out.


"Wow..." I blinked several times in surprise. "Brooke thought that about us?"


DJ exhaled. "This is not a new argument; we've been having it for a couple of months now. I got really upset with her for not supporting me. I get that she doesn't agree with me. I get that she wants to argue her side and may disagree. But in the end, even if she doesn't agree with my decision, she should support ME. No matter what, best friends should have each other's back, you know?"


I was still trying to process, so I just nodded dumbly.


"But she wouldn't do it. She promised she wouldn't interfere, but she wasn't trying to help us along. She tried to be casual about it, to be playful. Even when we got together, she went along with it, all the while waiting for us to see it wouldn't work out in the long run. But lately, she's been isolating herself from us, getting a little bitter. You may have noticed she hasn't been around all that much."


I frowned, thinking it over. "It's not that she hasn't been around. It's that you and I have been spending more time together."


"That's her biggest complaint. In the beginning, when we got together there wasn't much of a change for me, socially. I still spent a lot of time with her and with our friends. But in the last couple of weeks, with me having lunch with your friends and spending all my evenings with you, I guess she's gotten resentful."


"I see."


"I told her that you're my boyfriend, and that we're in love. It happens. When she got together with Joel, they went into their honeymoon phase and I barely saw them, either."


"Fair enough."


"Yeah, but then she said something tonight that got me righteously pissed off."


"What?"


DJ turned to look at me. Leveling her eyes, it seemed that her entire body went still except for her lips as she intoned seriously, "That you belong with Dawn."


My throat tightened. I tried to gulp, only to find that ball of saliva had caught in the back of my mouth and refused to go down. I couldn't breathe and I felt my temperature rising as my lungs fought for oxygen that wasn't coming.


"Is that why you won't commit to marrying me?" DJ asked, her eyes narrowing as her gaze bored into the back of my skull. "Because you still think you're destined to be with Dawn?"


Her question hit me like a punch in the gut, but I had faced this question too many times in recent memory for it to really shake me. Setting my jaw, I stared right at my girlfriend and stated, "We've been over this. I choose YOU."


DJ glanced away from me. "I told Brooke that, but she waved it off. She said it's not up to me or you. Destiny chooses, and Destiny chooses Dawn."


"Bullshit. I'm in charge," I stated firmly. "I decide my own destiny."


"Tough words. But what's going to happen the next time you hear her voice on the phone?"


"I don't know when that's gonna happen. We haven't talked in weeks."


"That just means that you're due."


I shook my head. "She's moving on; so am I. I'm not going to sit on my ass waiting around for her."


DJ pursed her lips, musing on that. Blinking, that almost scary façade melted from her features as she turned and looked at the wall again. And after taking a deep breath, her shoulders sagged as she explained, "I don't know if it's so much about Brooke believing you should be with Dawn so much as..." Her voice trailed off.


"So much as what?" I asked after a pregnant pause.


DJ turned away from me. "That I belong with Brooke."


My eyebrows furrowed in confusion and I sat up straighter. That DJ belonged with Brooke? What?


DJ glanced back at me and saw my puzzled expression. Smirking, she shook her head and explained, "We like fucking each other, but we're not lesbian. I don't mean that she thinks we're going to get married and march in pride parades and adopt kids and all that. I just meant that Brooke's got some very firm ideas in her head that sixty years from now, we'll be old ladies doting on our grandchildren and playing bridge and stupid crap like that. She sees the same thing for Dayna and Brandi. It's that stupid 'I can see the future' shit she's been pulling since she was eleven. But for me to end up with you would, quote, 'screw up the family balance'. She and Dawn would be all alone."


I frowned. "That's ridiculous. You're going to have a husband distracting you away from her, whether it's me or not. There's really no difference."


"If that husband is you, there is."


I sighed. "So that's what she meant about stealing her best friend."


Her head down, DJ nodded.


"And for the first time, she's really FELT me taking you away from her this last week and a half."


DJ nodded again.


We both went silent for a few moments. I let everything sink in, DJ's continued love for me and Brooke's feelings pulling at her from the other side. Continuing on that line of thought, I glanced over and touched her hand on the mattress beside me. "What do you think? Forced to choose between me and her, who would you choose?"


DJ turned to face me, her eyes turning red as moisture began rolling down her cheeks. Her lip started to quiver, but then she bit it and inhaled before muttering, "I don't know..."


DJ's face had turned ashen so suddenly that on my first instinct I reached out and wrapped her up in my arms. She burst into tears immediately and began crying into my chest. And I held her tightly, just trying to reassure her with my strength and presence as she sobbed her poor little heart out over the loss of her dearest childhood friend. This wasn't a simple one-time fight for her, with everything to be patched up in the morning. This was DJ's equivalent of my break-up with Dawn. And look at how badly that had fucked ME up.


How had I missed the signs? From what DJ said, this had been something building and building between her and Brooke all semester. Was I just a clueless male? Was I too preoccupied with my own romantic complications? Was I too deliriously in love with DJ to see what was going on between her and Brooke? They'd still been having sex with each other, hadn't they? They'd certainly been having sex together with me. But did sex equal a great relationship? Maybe not. I'd certainly heard about couples fucking each other right up until the big blowup that causes the divorce. Just because both parties are making the effort doesn't mean that the relationship isn't dissolving at the seams.


Glancing back, I measured how far away the headboard was and decided to simply fall backward. DJ went with me so that I lay flat on my back with her face still buried into my chest. She flung a leg over mine, hugging herself against the full length of my body. And still I held her as she cried.


"I don't know..." DJ repeated. "An hour ago, I told her I was choosing you. If for no other reason that it was HER giving me the ultimatum, I chose YOU over her. But I'm sorry ... Right now I'm not so sure anymore."


"It's okay. I understand what you're feeling," I assured her, squeezing her tighter.


She cried in my arms. She cried against my chest. And all the while, I simply kept stroking her hair and whispering soothing words. I was there for her. I would always be there for her.


No matter where our relationships took us, whether romantic or merely friends, we would always be 'family'.


I don't know how long it took, but eventually DJ stopped crying. When I glanced down at her face, her eyes were closed and she breathed the rhythmic respiration of sleep.


I don't know how much longer it took after that, but eventually I fell asleep too.





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 as I glanced at the clock on the nightstand I found that it was getting late.


Belatedly, I realized that the clock on that nightstand was not my own. In fact the nightstand, while familiar, also was not my own. Startled for a few moments by this realization, the events of last night quickly came back to me, and I whipped my head around to look around the confines of DJ's bedroom.


To one side there was the vanity I'd built for Adrienne so many moons ago. To the other side was the day bed that Paige used to sleep on when she stayed over. And by the closet was DJ herself, nude from the waist up with those mouth-wateringly wonderful tits on full display in the mirror for just a few brief seconds before her bra cups covered them and DJ reached behind herself to fasten her bra clasp.


When I blinked, I found that an afterimage of her naked breasts had been burned onto my retinas as if I'd just stared into the sun. But with successive blinks the image faded away and I looked up to find that she'd also put on a fitted T-shirt and turned around to notice that I was awake.


"Hey, sleepyhead," she greeted softly with a warm smile. Now dressed, she returned to the bed and crawled onto it, the high collar of her T-shirt keeping the twins out of view and making it easier for me to focus on her pretty face.


Still drowsy and lacking higher brain function, I just smiled and puckered up when she moved to kiss me. And after a tender smooch I let my head sink into the pillow as I snuggled further beneath the blankets, fully intending to never leave this bed for the rest of my life.


But DJ's smile evaporated and she gave me a weary look that sapped the contentment out of me. Sighing, she reached a hand over and brushed my cheek. "I wish things could be different," she began. "As much as I love my family – and yours – I wish we were 'only childs'. That way, there wouldn't be any weird sibling bonds getting in the way of you and me."


My face tightened. I understood the thought, but I loved my siblings too much to ever truly wish to have been an only child.


DJ read my expression and immediately nodded. "But of course, we're not 'only' children. And there are a dozen other things in our way. Dawn only left a few months ago, and you still need a little time before you can wrap your head around the idea of being married and settled down. I get it, I get it. I'm sorry I got so ... so ... pressure-y ... last night."


Taking a deep breath, I woke up a little more and levered myself up onto my elbows. "DJ ... I understand what you want. Please believe that I want it too. It's just going to take us a little time to get there, okay?"


"Okay, okay." Taking a deep breath, she backed up and slid off the bed. "Here's what has to happen: nothing changes. I know a lot of things were said last night about expectations and whatnot. But forget about them. Nothing changes. We'll get there in our own time."


"I can't just forget about them. Some pretty heavy things were said last night. And Brooke is still gone."


DJ bit her lip, glancing away. When she spoke again, she still didn't look at me, staring at her feet instead. "I understand what you're going through now. It's hard for me to be caught between Brooke and potential of what I could be with you, the same way you're caught between Dawn and the potential of what could be with me. It's a lot to think about, and I need more time to figure it out."


I nodded my agreement. More time ... living my life in a sort of holding pattern ... was exactly what I wanted right now. I knew DJ loved me, and I believed she knew I loved her. The rest would have to wait. "We've got lots of time. You're only nineteen, Deej. You're way too young to worry about grandkids and husbands and all that."


DJ took a deep breath, and after she slowly exhaled it, she finally looked up at me and nodded.


"So nothing changes." I sighed with finality.


Another nod. "I'm still your girlfriend. I still love you, you still love me, but we'll let the relationship take its course. I won't pressure you for anything beyond that."


I arched an eyebrow. "Yet?" I ventured.


A pained expression crossed DJ's face. "Maybe not ever. I don't know anymore."


She looked so suddenly sad that I immediately reached my arms out to her. Quickly, DJ rushed into my embrace, falling back down on the bed and spinning around so that I was spooned against her back. Squeezing her tightly, I held her as she started crying softly the same way she'd done last night. But this time, instead of falling asleep she got her emotions back under control within a minute or two.


"I don't know what's going to happen with us. I can't choose between you and Brooke."


"Maybe you won't have to. We've got a lot of time before graduation. And even beyond, we'll always be family. We've got our whole lives ahead of us, and there's no need to rush into anything."


Exhaling, DJ wiped her eyes and then snuggled even deeper against my chest. "I guess."


"It's alright, kiddo. In the meantime, we still have each other."'


"Thanks, Ben."


"You're welcome."


Craning her head around, DJ puckered up and pecked my lips. And then rolling out of my grasp and off the bed, she went outside.


Exhaling slowly, I lay my head back down on the bed. DJ loved me, I loved her. If that was all there was to it, we could be together and quite possibly be very happy for the rest of our lives. But that wasn't all there was to it. Brooke, Dawn, and everyone else were in our lives. Even beyond them, I knew there were other reasons and rationales not to be together forever, and unforeseen consequences if we DID.


Like seemingly everything in my life: it was complicated.





You might think that with Brooke moved out of the house, and Kim not yet returned from the weekend with her family, that DJ and I would spend all of Sunday together, reassuring each other about the stability of our relationship. Or maybe we'd even just stay in the house all day making love. But this wasn't an ordinary Sunday. For one thing, Finals would start tomorrow.


For another thing, now with a firm grip in her head on how she wanted to proceed, DJ wanted to talk to Brooke again. She wasn't going to try and convince my sister to come back to the house, but she wanted Brooke to know that she didn't blame her for her decision. Brooke was leaving because she felt like a third wheel, like an intruder in DJ's and my love nest, and on top of things she didn't fully approve of our relationship. While neither DJ or I was happy about it, we had to accept it and hope my sister would eventually come around. DJ was going to try and communicate that. And also, she still needed to study for Finals with her friends.


So did I. I called up Bert and Sasha, and both of them agreed to BART into Berkeley to study with me and Kim, who was returning early as well. The four of us would go over all of our mutual classes, and maybe even help out on classes we didn't share. I ordered pizza for lunch, and the four of us spent all day cramming our heads full.


We also ended up making dinner, and all four of us were still in the house when the clock chimed 10pm and Bert started thinking about going home. I told him that Brooke wasn't coming home tonight, and that he was free to crash in her room if he wanted. And right after that, my girlfriend called to tell me SHE wasn't coming home tonight either.


It had nothing to do with Brooke and everything to do with studying. DJ and her friends were pulling the same late night study session we were, and on top of that, DJ was particularly enjoying the time with her friends after being away from them for most of two weeks on her honeymoon period with me. She asked if it was okay for her to crash at Vivian Wang's place, and I assured her that was fine. I knew that since it had been about a month since I asked her to be my girlfriend, this was DJ's week on her menstrual cycle. So it wasn't like I'd be missing out on girlfriend nookie, although I'd miss holding her in my bed and potentially getting that morning BJ.


Without me saying anything, DJ seemed to sense my mood, and she asked whether or not Sasha had come by to study. When I confirmed that she had, my girlfriend giggled and said, "Why don't you invite her to crash overnight with you. Some old-fashioned screwing might be just the thing you both need to flush your brains and put you in the right mood before taking your Finals tomorrow."


"But what about you and putting YOU in the right mood?"


DJ sighed, going quiet for a long moment before she returned to the phone. "You know what? Just being with my friends has really helped with my mood, especially since Brooke is here and we seem to be getting along right now. Heck, the biggest she's smiled at me in weeks was a few minutes ago when I told her I was calling you and asking to crash here tonight."


"I see."


"I'll be fine, and I'll see you tomorrow. I promise. Okay?"


"Okay then."


"You'll give my offer to Sasha, won't you? I'd feel better knowing my man is taken care of."


I laughed. "I will."


And I did. Sasha accepted, and we certainly did a great job 'flushing our brains' along with quite a bit of bodily fluids that night.


And yeah, I got my morning hummer.





With the pipes thus unclogged, I aced my final the next morning. Sasha and Bert were right there with me, since our Monday final was Rutledge's Corporate Finance. After we grabbed lunch, Bert wanted to celebrate with the Xbox controllers. Sasha wanted to celebrate in my bedroom.


I went with Sasha's option.


Bert snickered and texted Kim to go meet up with her. Sasha held my arm as we went to my house, only to find Paige's car pulling into the driveway.


"Hey, you're home!" the petite redhead beamed as she opened the door and literally raced around the car to vault herself into my arms.


I caught her with a grunt, but Paige squealed as her legs couldn't find purchase to wrap around my waist with my bulky peacoat in the way. She managed to get her feet down and I half-caught her, both of us chuckling and breathing hard after the momentary panic.


Only then did Paige notice the beautiful brunette just behind me. "Oh, I'm sorry. Am I interrupting something?" she asked with an embarrassed wince.


I glanced back at Sasha and shrugged. "We had a good final this morning."


Paige caught the look in Sasha's eyes and arched an eyebrow. "Me, too. Looks like you had the same idea as me." That last part was directed to her.


Sasha stepped forward and slid her arms around mine once more, appearing just a tad possessive. "Looks like."


"Well, you got dibs. So I can just disappear," Paige said with a shrug, taking things in stride. Then she turned to raise both eyebrows at me. "But tomorrow's Tuesday. And I'm calling dibs for then."


I chuckled and nodded. But to my surprise, Sasha reached out and took Paige's hand, gesturing with her head toward the house. "Nonsense. I've long known you two are more than just friends. It's Finals Week, and we ALL need to unwind. I can share!"


"Really?" Paige exclaimed with relief. Although both young women were good friends of mine, and intimately close to me, they barely crossed paths with each other and couldn't be more than passing acquaintances.


But that didn't stop Sasha from nodding her approval and tugging both of us toward the house. Glancing over at Paige with a smug grin, Sasha added, "One condition though: you have to let me watch."


"Watch? Sure thing!" Paige replied gleefully.


"Or maybe..." Sasha's voice dropped an octave, and her tongue snaked out to slide across her lips. "Maybe even let me join in..."


Sasha did get to watch. And Sasha did get to join in.


About an hour later, after Sasha sucked my last load of cum out of Paige's sodden snatch and snowballed it back to the fiery redhead, Paige gulped it all down and then lay her head back across my pillow with a satisfied smile, her head turned so she faced me directly as I reclined beside her. "You know, Ben," she sighed, patting Sasha's shoulder as the other girl rolled off to the other side. "If you didn't have DJ, I'd think this girl would be perfect for you."


Naked and with her face buried into another pillow, Sasha started giggling before turning her head so she could speak without being muffled. "You've got some pretty cool friends. But I like this one."


I rubbed Paige's head lightly, and then scrubbed it a little harder while ruffling her hair. "I like this one, too."


Paige simply beamed.





With all three of us nicely satisfied, we eventually got dressed and decided to get some actual studying done. I texted Kim to give her the all clear, and she and Bert returned to the house about thirty minutes later. Paige stuck around, even though she didn't share any classes with us. I think it was easier for her to focus on studying when surrounded by other students and not a needy 15-month-old. Plus, she was having a grand old time chatting with Sasha.


In a surprisingly short time, the two girls were on their way to becoming fast friends. I suppose that happens when you have an unexpected threesome that goes really well. In any case, just before dinnertime Sasha decided she should head home rather than spend another night with me without a change of clothes. And since Paige needed to get back home to April as well, she offered to drive Sasha across the bridge and back to her apartment. I can only imagine the things they talked about for that drive.


Bert, on the other hand, stuck around for dinner. Kim did the cooking while telling me that in the same way I needed to unwind by having sex, Bert needed to unwind by playing video games. So for about an hour we jammed on the Xbox and blew off some steam while discussing the merits of the new Xbox 360 Bert's parents had already gotten him for Christmas (and yet were keeping under wraps until the holiday).


After dinner, Bert likewise went home rather than crash here a second night in a row. And about five minutes after he left, my girlfriend returned to the house, looking rather worse for wear.


"Hey, you okay?" I asked with concern as DJ hugged me in greetings. When I pulled back, I kept her at arm's length with my hands on her shoulders, studying her surprisingly gaunt face and hollow eyes.


"I'm alright. Just stressed from Finals and tired. Didn't get much sleep last night," she replied wearily.


"And these are probably your heaviest flow days, aren't they?" I asked, referring to her period.


DJ nodded, and then gave me a sideways smirk. "Sorry I'm out of commission, but I'm hoping you got taken care of?"


I nodded, sliding my hands down her upper arms. "Sasha. And Paige visited, too."


DJ elevated on her toes and kissed me. "I'm glad. But in the meantime, I've got a headache. I really just want to take a shower and fall into bed."


"Want me to wash your back?"


DJ's eyes tightened, and she looked away from me for a moment before glancing back and shaking her head. "Thanks, but no thanks. I'm really not feeling up for foreplay and I'm sure things'll look messy and red down there."


I made a face and immediately let go of her arms. She smirked and turned to go into her bedroom, eager to change and get that shower. And then I returned to the living room to study with Kim. We had our Strategic Planning final tomorrow.


Eventually, DJ came out dressed in fresh pajamas and kissed my cheek. She told me she was heading upstairs to sleep in my bedroom, and for me to just snuggle in whenever I was finished studying. My eyes told her I wanted to be finished right then and there, but she giggled and pressed a finger to my nose, telling me to stay put and do a good job.


Two hours later, brain-fried and wearing just a towel as I went into my bedroom after showering, I got dressed into my pajamas quietly so as not to wake my slumbering girlfriend. But when I crawled into bed beside her, I found that she wasn't asleep, and in fact was still awake and crying softly.


Holding her firmly, I spooned myself against DJ's back, no chance of an erection forming as I listened to her quiet sobs.


"Things still aren't quite alright between you and Brooke, are they?" I asked softly.


Sniffling, DJ shook her head. "I'm trying. She's trying. We want to still be friends, but it's not the same. There's a resentment there that she can't shake. We both feel it. But I don't know what to do. I can't lose you, either."


"You won't have to. We'll work this out. We always do," I assured her.


DJ then turned in my arms, tilting her head back to kiss me with a sad, almost desperate passion. And with tears still streaking her cheeks, she pulled back to look at me and asked, "Do you love me? Do you really, really love me?"


"Honey, of course I love you." I poured as much warmth into my gaze as I possibly could, and cinched my arms tighter so that she could really FEEL the strength of my embrace.


Even so, DJ scanned my eyes as if trying to read even more in them. And then squeezing her own eyes shut, she buried her face into the crook of my neck, clutching me fiercely as her body continued to wrack with shuddering sobs.


Rolling onto my back, I tugged her into a position where she used my chest as a pillow, holding her with my left arm while reaching my right over to stroke her hair and pat her back. "Shhh..." I soothed. "I'm right here, and I'm not going anywhere. I love you. I'm here for you, no matter what, okay?"


"No matter what?" she asked softly, her voice cracking.


"No matter what," I assured her, full of confidence.


Eventually, DJ quieted. And when I checked on her a few minutes after that, I found that she'd finally fallen asleep.


I love this girl, I reminded myself. No matter what.





I felt something tickle my balls, and with a start, I jerked awake.


"Mmph!" DJ groaned, and as I sat up, I realized I'd just shoved my dick an inch into her 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 as I did so, she popped off my cock, smiling as she continued stroking my shaft with one hand.


"Morning," DJ greeted, looking much better than she had last night. There were still bags under her eyes, but she didn't appear as ... hollow ... as she had yesterday. A good night's sleep will help with that.


"Feeling better?" I asked, although I could already tell the answer.


"Mmph," she replied around a mouthful of meat, having already resumed the blowjob.


Smiling, I dropped my head back and raised my hand to run my fingers through DJ's sunny blonde hair. I enjoyed my girlfriend's ministrations for another few minutes, letting her manipulate my senses until she expertly brought me off, swallowing every bit I had to give her.


It was a great start to a good day. I made breakfast for us and for Kim, and then the three of us left the house to start our days. Kim and I aced our Strategic Planning final, and I cracked a joke at lunch about taking HER home to celebrate after. To my surprise, Kim didn't reply right away. But after a moment's thought, she glanced over at me through heavy-lidded eyes and replied, "Not today. But maybe when all of our Finals are done, okay?"


My eyes popped open wide. Ever since telling me that she didn't want to resume our intimate relationship at the beginning of the semester, I'd been getting hints here and there that Kim might change her mind eventually. It was more of a "not yet" than a "never again", but this was the first time she'd ever put an actual date on things. "The end of Finals?"


Kim blushed and averted her eyes. "Maybe. Or maybe not until the next semester starts. We'll have to see."


My eyes glittered, and unable to contain myself, I swept her up into my arms and lifted her into the air, spinning us around and making Kim squeal. We caused a bit of a scene, since we were standing in line at our regular sub-sandwich shop. But I put Kim down and shot embarrassed looks at everyone before they returned to their own activities.


Thankfully, I didn't need Kim to celebrate "my way". We were still eating when Paige called my cell phone, wanting to confirm that she still had dibs on this afternoon rather than just show up at my house unannounced. She was also rather curious whether or not Sasha or DJ would be joining us, but I told her that Sasha didn't have a final today and wasn't coming to campus, and DJ was on her period and would be studying with her friends anyway.


"That's cool. You didn't put it in my ass yesterday, and I'm in the mood for a really slow dicking right now. Think you can do it for me?"


Well, what do YOU think I said?





-- THURSDAY, DECEMBER 15, 2005, FINALS WEEK --



I felt something tickle my nose, as if some bug were crawling across it, and with an annoyed swipe/rub at my irritated snout, I stirred awake.


Thankfully, there was no bug crawling across me. But a moment later, I realized the sensation was coming from the baby blue cotton shirt right in front of me. Apparently the tip of my nose had just been brushing against it, and its slight movement was irritating my skin.


Pulling my head away from the irritation, I first thought about rolling over and going back to sleep. But just as I was about to turn around, my ears awoke enough to recognize the sounds of sniffling, and as my eyes opened, I realized that DJ was crying in bed beside me again.


It still took me a moment to get my bearings, but once I did, I spooned up tightly behind my girlfriend and held her close. "Hey ... What's wrong?"


Fighting to get her tears under control, DJ whispered, "It's nothing. I'm fine."


"You're not fine." Taking hold of her side, I rolled my girlfriend onto her back and leaned over her, concern etching my face. The bags under her eyes were getting darker, and that hollow look was back. "It's been four days now. Are you even sleeping?"


Blinking, DJ replied, "Monday night was pretty good."


"But not Tuesday night. And certainly not last night." I sighed. "It's Brooke, isn't it?"


"It's Brooke and Finals and us and you and me and ... and everything."


"Is there something wrong with us?"


"What? No. No," she said quickly, averting her eyes.


"Deej, is there something you're not telling me?"


"It's fine. We'll be fine." She reached up and stroked my cheek. "We'll get through this. Just ... help me get through Finals, okay?"


"You want me to help you study?"


She furrowed her eyebrows and shook her head. "You're not taking the same classes I am. You didn't even take them when YOU were a sophomore."


"Still ... math is math. Reading is reading."


"You've got your own things to worry about. Really. I appreciate the gesture, but you can't help."


I sighed, thinking of the last time my girlfriend was stressing out during Finals and not telling me everything. But I pushed Dawn from my mind, and focused on the present. I may not have been able to fix DJ's issues with her classes, but I could take action to fix the other major thing bothering her...


Brooke.





I had an afternoon final today, and Brooke had a morning final, so my choices for talking to her were either at lunchtime or just before dinner. Deciding that I really should focus on my exam, and that the lunch period might not give me enough time to have the discussion I really needed, I decided to talk to Brooke after my final.


Given how distracted I was during the test, maybe I should have opted for "before". Walking into the exam room, my head was filled with plans for what I needed to say to Brooke and wondering about how she'd react. Every square millimeter of brain space was devoted to my sister, leaving no room for actual class material.


Maybe I should have let Sasha or Paige (or both) come to the house this morning to help me clear my head. Both of them, separately, called me asking to stop by, but I put them off saying I needed to take care of things.


But despite my distraction, not to mention my overfilled balls, I got through the Final and I knew I'd still get a decent grade. Immediately after I finished, I pulled open my phone and speed-dialed my sister, asking where she was and telling her I needed to stop by and talk to her about something.


As expected, Brooke was at Vivian Wang's, doing the group study thing with her circle of friends. To my surprise, DJ wasn't there. But rather than hunt around for my girlfriend at this moment, I told Brooke that we needed to talk in private. She suggested heading over to Meli's and Lexi's apartment, which was just a couple of blocks away and unoccupied, since both girls were at the group study. And my sister and I walked in silence all the way, both of us already knowing the topic of discussion but neither of us willing to begin just yet.


Inside the apartment, I first looked around. Knowing it was a 2-bedroom place, I fully expected to find Brooke's gear camped out in the living room, perhaps with a pillow and blanket neatly folded on the couch. But instead, the couch was bare and her suitcase was in Meli's room. Following my gaze and reading my eyes, Brooke confirmed aloud, "Yes, I'm sleeping with Meli."


My eyebrows popped, and I blushed. "Didn't ask."


"But you were wondering." Brooke shrugged. She ran a hand over her forehead and through her dark hair, raising a foot and then flopping sideways onto the couch with one leg tucked beneath her. "So what's up?"


I took a deep breath and sat opposite her. "You need to come home."


Brooke shook her head. "DJ break up with you?"


"What? No."


"Then I'm not coming home."


"Seriously?" I sighed in distress. "You want to ruin my relationship that badly?"


"It's not about ruining your relationship. It's about saving you two from each other. You don't belong together."


"Says who?"


"Says me, duh..." Brooke sassed, rolling her eyes. "Shit, I thought you two would have broken up over Thanksgiving."


"Where is this hatred coming from?"


"There's no hatred. I love you both."


"Love us so much that you move out and threaten to not come back unless we break up? Who does that?"


Brooke sighed and sagged deeper into the corner of the couch. She pulled her other leg up and wrapped her arms around her shin. "I'm not threatening ... And it's not..." She took a deep breath to collect herself. "Look, I'm okay that you two are staying together. I didn't think it would happen. Well, I always knew you'd GET together, but I didn't think you'd really LAST. But now it seems like you ARE going to last, and you're still my brother and she's still my friend. But I just don't want to be around you two that much right now."


"But WHY? Seriously, you HAVE to understand how out of left field this feels like for me. One minute, everything seemed peachy keen. The next minute, you're packing your bag and driving away!"


"Then you must not have been paying attention, dear big brother. I haven't made a secret of how frustrated I was getting with you both. Like that weekend when you two went vacationing around the bay."


I frowned. "That same weekend, all three of us fucked each other's brains out and fell asleep together."


Brooke rolled her eyes. "Sex was never part of the problem. You both turn me on and when you two teamed up together to make it up to me, it was ... it was incredible. But the fact remains: you two had to make it up to me. I've always been the third wheel."


"If you were feeling lonely, we could have double-dated with Joel."


"Pssht. And let my boyfriend see how horny I am for my big brother? Thank you, but no thank you."


"Then what?"


"Then nothing. It is what it is. You two are off in la la land, happy and in love and gushy and romantic and all that jazz. I just didn't want to sit around at home by myself anymore."


"So you moved out?"


"Rather than have your lovey-dovey relationship thrown in my face every day? Yeah, I moved out."


"Brooke, if I didn't know any better, I'd think you were jealous."


"I AM."


"What, you want to take DJ's place as my girlfriend?"


"What? No you stupid, self-centered moron! I don't wanna date YOU. I want my best friend back!"


Oh. Right...


"Look," I began. "I know we've gotten carried away a bit these last few weeks. But I don't have to take her away from you. We can go back to the old routines, with DJ spending all day with you and having lunches with your friends and all that. She's barely spent any time with me since Finals started. Really, she's all yours."


Brooke rolled her eyes. "It's not about the hours spent, and even if it was, DJ's not a toy you can play with than then hand off to me at our slightest whim. She's a human being, and she's a girl in love, and nothing you or I say is going to change the fact that she wants to spend every waking moment she has with YOU."


"She loves me. And I love her."


"Sooo fucked up," Brooke muttered to nowhere in particular.


"What were you expecting? For DJ to fall in love with you and run off to a state where you can get legally married?"


"What? No! I like dick just fine, thank you very much. And I'll always be DJ's friend. We have too much history to ever not be. But I just don't want to stay in that house feeling like the outsider when she used to be MY constant companion. Is that so hard to understand? She's with you. It's done. I'm moving on."


"To Meli."


"Meli's always been there for me."


"Does she know she's your rebound?"


"I'm NOT a freakin' LESBIAN," Brooke seethed.


I sighed and rubbed my forehead, holding my other hand up in apology. That had come out wrong.


"DJ's a mess, Brooke. She's not sleeping. She's got these big bags under her eyes and she's always freaking tired. She can barely focus when she's around, and she has this 'hollow' look that scares me. She MISSES you. She's going to pieces without you."


Brooke didn't reply immediately. Staring off somewhere, her jaw was set and her mouth was pulled downward in a frown. But I saw her teeth working around a bit, and her head shifted side-to-side as she rather grudgingly accepted what I was saying. "I've noticed," she replied gruffly.


"It's not just Finals stress. It's about you. Can you really do this to her?"


Brooke sighed. "Can she really do this to me?"


"We'll work it out. This doesn't have to be a you versus me thing. She loves us both!" I started laughing and shook my head as I realized the preposterousness of the situation. "Can you believe you and me are sitting here fighting over a girl?"


Brooke cracked a smile at that before screwing her face up and growling, "I'm NOT a lesbian."


"Didn't say you were. But you know what I mean."


"She's yours. She chose you."


"She said that because she was angry you weren't supporting her. Twenty minutes after you left, she said she wasn't sure anymore. For a little while, I really thought she was on the verge of breaking up with me to get you back."


"But she didn't," Brooke huffed.


"It's love. She loves me. Haven't you ever been that totally, completely hung up on a boy?"


Brooke stewed on that for a second, and then grudgingly she nodded.


"But just because she doesn't want to lose me," I continued, "doesn't mean she wants to lose you. She wants to have us both. Is that really so bad?"


"But she doesn't belong with you. I know it."


"Don't pull this 'I can see the future' bullshit with me."


Brooke rolled her eyes. "It's not bullshit. I know what I'm talking about."


"Really?"


Brooke set her jaw firmly. "Really."


Not wanting to get sidetracked by arguing about Brooke's clairvoyance, I sighed and shook my head. "The point is: why are you doing this to her? SHE'S not giving up on your friendship. YOU'RE giving up on HER. Why? How can you be so cruel? If you're so torn up that she's not honoring your best friend relationship by falling in love with me, then how should she feel about YOU not being her best friend at a time like this? Huh?"


"She made her choice. She chose you."


"No! YOU made YOUR choice. You're choosing NOT her. SHE still wants you. Don't make me and DJ the bad guys here. We're just trying to find happiness the best way we know how. You KNOW she's been in love with me since forever, and I'm really trying to move on from Dawn. I'm sorry that she's your best friend, but we could really be something special here. I love her, and so should you! Really, all three of us are family. We're you, me, and her. Haven't we always gotten along? We should be able to figure a way to work this out."


Brooke curled her lower lip up, frowning and looking decidedly unhappy with the way the conversation had turned. She was probably used to verbally thrashing me, and always getting the upper hand in our arguments. But for once, my words were leaving her without a retort or witty counter-argument.


"I get that you're a little hurt," I said more softly. "I get that you may even feel betrayed. But did you seriously not see this coming? With how in love she's been, and how much I appreciate her? You HAD to know this relationship was going to start. Maybe you just didn't expect it to last. Maybe you were convinced, or still are convinced, that we're gonna implode at some point. But you're my SISTER. And you're her BEST FRIEND. Can't you please wish us the best? Is that really so hard?"


Brooke still didn't respond, but she was clearly stewing on my words.


"Look, I'm sorry I didn't realize how badly you were feeling left out. We used to talk more than this. We used to communicate, and share how we were feeling. Like that time I came to you to talk about Sasha. That was good. That was helpful."


"I thought you and Sasha were gonna hook up."


I shrugged. "I thought about it too. But I fell in love with DJ."


"Why's that? What suddenly changed? We both knew DJ was totally in love with you, but you always kept her at arm's length and never committed to her like this. But then she gets sick and blink, you're a happy romantic couple. Kinda sudden, don't you think?"


"It's not sudden at ALL; our relationship has been developing ever since the beginning of school. I can't explain what changed my mind, other than that I finally realized how much she meant to me."


"You mean she wore you down."


"I mean that I decided I didn't want to live my life without her being a special part of it. But I ALSO want my little sister to be a special part of my life. Is that really so wrong? We both do. And for you to up and move out is just as much of a betrayal as you're accusing us of committing."


My sister stared away from me again.


"Maybe if you'd talked to me more about this, I could have helped. I know you talked to DJ about how you were feeling, and she's been torn up about it. She always thought you'd eventually come around, not up and move out on us. But it's not too late. We can still fix this. All three of us can get together and TALK. We'll work out the balance. DJ and I won't just accommodate you, we'll integrate you. We both love you too much to leave you on the outside looking in, alright? We'll make it work, because that's how important you are."


Now Brooke's eyes flicked over to me, although her frown didn't let up.


"I mean it. We'll make it work. You can have your best friend back. And me? I want my little sister back, too."


Brooke took a deep breath.


"You've GOT to try, at least. If you don't, that just means you don't really care about her the way you say you do. And then you're the bad guy."


Brooke leveled an annoyed look at me, but at least she was still looking at me.


"C'mon. Come home with me tonight? Talk to us? You can leave your suitcase and all that here if you want. Maybe take a couple of more days to decide if this can really work out. But at least come home and TALK to us, alright? And then ... hey, Winter Break is coming up. You already know I asked DJ's parents for her to come spend it with me in SoCal. We'll be together, and we'll have lots of time to figure things out. Trust me. You'll see. We'll find a balance that works for all three of us, alright?"


Looking like she'd rather do anything but agree with me, Brooke nevertheless unscrewed her face and then sighed heavily. Dropping her folded arms, she looked at the ceiling for a moment and then back to me, nodding slowly. "Alright. I'll come home and talk to you guys. But no guarantees. Capisce?"


"Got it," I replied with a nod.


Brooke took another deep breath, and then gesturing toward the door, she said, "Let's go."





The sun had set by the time we got back, the skeletal trees and old house looking gloomy in the dim streetlights. The only house light visible from the sidewalk came around the cracks in the curtain covering the big bay window of the living room. I'd called Kim to let her know we were coming home for dinner and found out that she'd already started cooking. She let me know that Bert had already taken the BART home, and that DJ had returned after her afternoon final and then gone into her bedroom.


Together, my sister and I ascended the porch steps and she stood aside as I fiddled in the darkness for the right key. Nobody had remembered to turn on the porch light tonight, and I didn't want to bother calling Kim out from the kitchen when I knew I'd fish out the right key eventually. But Brooke sighed and stepped forward, sliding her own house key into the lock and then opening it to let us inside.


At the sound of the door, Kim poked her head out from the kitchen anyway and looked down the hall. I waved to her and she told us the food would be ready in ten minutes before returning. And then wrapping an arm around my little sister's waist, I led Brooke to DJ's closed bedroom door and firmly knocked twice before calling out, "Deej?"


No response.


I waited ten seconds, and then knocked again. Still no answer.


Taking a deep breath, I glanced at my sister, whose expression was inscrutable. Whether DJ wanted to or not, this was a discussion the three of us needed to have. And I wasn't about to let Brooke walk out of the house without convincing her to come back us.


So I twisted the doorknob, relieved to find it unlocked, and then led Brooke inside. We both saw DJ immediately, sitting hunched over on her bed with her back to the door.


"Hey, look who I brought home," I began breezily, trying to keep the mood light. When DJ didn't turn around, I circled around the bed, frowning as I peered into my girlfriend's face only to find her staring blankly at her hands and then through the floor.


She didn't move, and I had no idea what was wrong until I heard a gasp behind me, accompanied by Brooke's quietly breathless, "Oh my gawd..."


Only then did I see that DJ wasn't staring at her hands. She was staring at the object IN her hands. And as realization mixed with horror sent shockwaves through my system, my girlfriend raised her head and gazed at me through eyes rimmed red from crying.


And then she dropped the positive pregnancy test to the floor.


Chapter 9: Expecting


-- THURSDAY, DECEMBER 15, 2005, FINALS WEEK --



"Dawn Evans?" came the confused voice on the other end of the line.


"Yes. She's part of the ranch hand program," I replied.


"Dawn ... Dawn ... Uhh ... Wait, you said Evans, right? We have a Marie Evans."


I furrowed my eyebrows in confusion, but explained patiently, "'Marie' is her middle name."


The sounds of pages flipping were audible over the phone, and presently the guy who'd picked up the main telephone line returned. "Here we are: Dawn Marie Evans ... Huh, never knew that was her middle name. Well, it's after hours, and everybody is off-duty. Can I take a message and have her call you back?"


I sighed. "Not really. I can hold however long you need. Can somebody please find her?"


"Uh, sure, I guess. Hang on. She's probably in the staff lounge with everyone else."


I heard the guy set the phone down on the desk, and then his footsteps on the hardwood as he walked away. Slumped in an armchair in my upstairs bedroom, I stared out the window at the blackness beyond, not even really able to see outside since half of my room was reflected back at me by the glass. I kicked my heels up onto the edge of the coffee table, tipping it over just a couple of inches while sagging deeper into the seat cushion and taking deep, calming breaths.


I'd been doing a lot of that in the last couple of hours. Even so, it had been difficult to stay even-keeled, what with the news DJ had dropped on me. The instant I recognized the object that had fallen from DJ's hands, my mind had raced back to the time Allie Sanders had given me the exact same news, and I seemed to remember not handling that situation very well at all. But I was determined not to lose my head this time.


Two sides of me had gone to war right away. The analytical male in me wanted to immediately break down the situation and determine the best courses of action. I craved solutions – or at least decisions – plans I could latch my brain onto as a lifeline to guide myself through the immediate future. The compassionate boyfriend, on the other hand, had been trained to give unconditional support at a time like this, to show DJ that I was on her side and that she wouldn't have to go through this alone. Despite my own desire to immediately reason my way through the situation, my love for her won out, and I wrapped up my sobbing girlfriend in my arms and promised we would get through this together.


Thankfully, Brooke had put aside whatever differences she'd recently had with DJ, and similarly launched herself into full-on support mode. The three of us talked and hugged and talked some more, until Kim came knocking to figure out why nobody was coming to dinner, and DJ told her she was pregnant.


Then all four of us spent the next hour talking and hugging and talking some more, with Kim providing the voice of unbiased reason, causing the other three of us to both hate her and be thankful for her in turn.


Ultimately, we'd come to a decision on how to proceed from here. In the end, DJ had fallen asleep in her own bed with Brooke wrapped around her in comfort. It was still quite early in the evening, but DJ had been sitting on the potential of this knowledge ever since Saturday, when her expected menstruation had not arrived on time. Since then, she'd been getting more and more anxious, not daring to wonder whether or not she might be pregnant and yet unable to completely shake the worry. 'Everything would be fine', she'd told herself. 'Lots of girls are a couple of days late.' But then a couple of days turned into three and then four and finally five. Nearly a week late, she gave in and bought a pregnancy test.


She'd kept everything to herself, lying to me about being on her period. What I had believed to be Finals stress coupled with Brooke's departure had been much more. She had those concerns PLUS this pregnancy scare. No wonder she wasn't sleeping.


But she was sleeping now. Although her positive pregnancy result was certainly not the news she'd been hoping for, at least it was no longer unknown. The resolution of all her worry, coupled with our mutually-agreed upon decision to keep the baby, must have felt like Mount Everest sliding off her back. True, we wouldn't have an easy road ahead, but at least for now she could find a moment's peace in the blissful rest of unconsciousness.


Me, I wouldn't be sleeping anytime soon. I wasn't even hungry, despite the smell of Kim's cooking wafting up the stairwell. I'd left DJ to the comfort of Brooke's arms; the last thing I saw was the smile on my little sister's face that SHE was the one holding DJ and not me. True, Brooke and DJ may not be true lesbian lovers, but they certainly shared a bond that went beyond friendship, and perhaps even beyond family. Though I didn't actually expect them to run off and get married to each other, however much I might joke about it, I certainly could understand just how strongly they were bonded together.


After all, I'd shared that same kind of bond with Dawn.


I didn't quite understand it. I'd never totally understood it. Part of me wanted to believe the connection I'd shared with my one-time soulmate truly was ... mystical. Supernatural. Otherworldly. The rational part of my brain figured it was simply the result of years spent in each other's company, subconsciously learning each other's moods and behaviors the way a baby picks up language from his or her parents. But the rational part of my brain couldn't explain away the way we always seemed to be calling each other at the same time, or the way I could read her mood when we weren't even in the same room. The rational part of my brain couldn't account for why I couldn't accomplish the same unexplainable feats with my siblings even though I'd spent more time with THEM than I had with Dawn.


I couldn't explain or understand it, but I knew Brooke and DJ had it, the same way I knew gravity would keep my feet on the ground. It was just the way things were. No matter how close DJ and I became, theirs would be a bond I could never equal. It had been theirs since infancy, and even if they tried, I doubted they could ever completely sever it.


Like I could never completely sever mine with Dawn.


I'd tried. I wanted to move on from her. And that Thanksgiving night in Dayna's bedroom, I'd finally given up on her. I'd let her go.


Or had I?


If I had, why was I thinking about her now?


If I had given up, why was she the first person I wanted to tell that DJ was pregnant? Not my parents. Not my other sisters. Not even Adrienne ... I wanted to tell Dawn.


And not to gloat. Not to rub anything in her face. I just wanted her to know. She deserved to know. Because now?


Now we really WERE over.


There was no going back from this. Not from something like this. There was something my mother had told me, back when I'd brought Adrienne to camp for the very first time and found myself caught trying to choose between her and Dawn. "Be safe and don't get either girl pregnant," she'd told me. "Or you may find your future is choosing you."


Well I hadn't gotten either girl pregnant. And now my future was choosing DJ. Destiny had decided, and it had decided on Dawn's little sister, not her.


Who the hell saw THAT coming way back then?


But unexpected or not, DJ and I were now expecting. This wasn't a hypothetical. This wasn't pondering what should I do. This was reality, and this was what I HAD to do.


"Hello?"


Dawn's voice jerked me from my thoughts, and I actually DID kick over the coffee table. Automatically, I swore and stooped over to pick it up, and while I was doing so, Dawn asked again in confusion, "Uh, hello? Who is this?"


"It's me," I replied hurriedly while still tipping the coffee table back upright. "Sorry, I knocked over the coffee table. Uh, it's Ben. Sorry, I should have said that first."


"I know," she replied, having recognized my flustered voice. "It's good to hear from you. It's been a while since I last called. I'm sorry. I've just been so distracted up here."


"No, no. No apologies necessary. You need to do your thing. I get it." I took a deep breath, grimacing as I added, "If anything, I should be apologizing to you."


"Apologizing to me? Why?"


This was it: the moment of truth. I squeezed my eyes shut, wishing I could take back those last words. "Apologizing"? Why should I be apologizing? To apologize would mean that I felt guilty about what I'd done, that it had been wrong. And while knocking up DJ was not the most ideal of actions, that didn't necessarily mean I owed Dawn an apology, did it? After all, I wasn't going to apologize to Dayna or DJ's parents. To do so would be like saying we'd made a mistake and would be having an abortion to correct that mistake, and we had decided NOT to abort the baby. No, I wouldn't be apologizing to the Evanses for getting their little girl pregnant. It was an accident, yes. But I would never term our baby a "mistake".


And yet, it did feel right to apologize to Dawn, because I DID feel sorry for her. I would be apologizing, because in this conversation, I would be telling her: 'I'm sorry, but we are NEVER getting back together.'


But I didn't say that. Not in those words. Instead, I took a deep breath, gathered my wits, and stated evenly, "DJ is pregnant."





The conversation was shorter than I would have thought, probably because Dawn was just in shock. She was quiet, really quiet, and at times I found myself listening for the sound of her breathing, just to make sure the line hadn't gone dead. It wasn't difficult; she was breathing pretty hard. And I found myself trying to fill the awkward gaps of silence by continuing to ramble on.


I told her that we hadn't planned it, of course. Neither of us knew how this happened. DJ assured me she took her pills regularly, but I guess that's why they say no contraceptive is 100%.


When Dawn found her voice, she asked if we were sure. I told her that the two red lines on the test were unmistakable, and DJ's period was definitely five days late. We'd made plans to drive down to her family's gynecologist, Dr. Sims, tomorrow.


Dawn didn't respond. Just silence. Just breathing.


I continued on by explaining that we'd decided to keep the baby. It was a mutual decision, starting with DJ stating emphatically that she didn't want an abortion and me agreeing with her.


"Besides, your mom would probably kill us if she ever found out we aborted a child of our two families."


As jokes go, that one was pretty bad. I grimaced the moment the words left my mouth. Dawn didn't respond, though, not to laugh or groan or chuckle nervously. Just silence. Just breathing.


I explained that Brooke and Kim had been with us. There were a lot of reasons to get an abortion, not the least of which was that DJ was only nineteen and a sophomore in college. DJ pointed out that Paige was making it work out, and she was a single mom. And that of course had brought up the question of whether or not DJ would have to raise a child as a single mom.


I paused to collect myself, and this time when I listened for Dawn's breathing, I didn't hear it. Perhaps she'd calmed down and wasn't breathing so heavily. Perhaps she was so scared at this moment that she was holding her breath.


"We haven't talked about marriage or anything. That part ... even with the baby ... we're going to have to see. But for now, I've told DJ that I won't let her raise our child alone. I'll be there for her. I'll be there for the baby. I can't NOT be there, you know?"


Quietly, Dawn replied, "I know."


I told her I sort of always knew this could happen, in the back of my mind. I never expected it to happen, and maybe I had been a blind idiot for not expecting so, given my rather sordid history. But the thought had crossed my mind a few times, along with wonderings about how I would deal with the situation if it ever arose. That wasn't to say that I wouldn't have stuck around to be a good father if the girl had been, say, a random Tri-Delt I was only casual friends with. I liked to think of myself as a better man than that. But with DJ, everything was different. She had always been more to me than just another number on "The List". I couldn't imagine leaving her to deal with this on her own. Staying with her was the right thing to do, right?


I didn't know why I told Dawn about that thought process. Maybe I was trying to talk my way through the decision with a trusted friend, someone I knew to be a good listener. But maybe it was more because I owed her an explanation – an explanation of why things between us would never again be the same.


In a way, I was saying goodbye.


It was a lot for Dawn to deal with. One minute, she was up at camp, doing her ranch hand thing and spending time with the friends she'd made there. She was probably thinking about her horses, or about the day's work and the things to look forward to in the near future. Perhaps she was even thinking about me, and about the progress she was making in finding herself once again so she could come back to me. Or maybe she was thinking about the progress she was making so she could move on from me. Right now, I seriously hoped it was the latter. Because the very next minute, she was on the phone hearing that I'd knocked up her baby sister.


No wonder she was quiet.


There was more I needed to tell Dawn, and I struggled to find the right words. I had no organized plan for how to deliver this news, and Dawn wasn't really directing me with questions. I'd told her DJ was pregnant, told her we were keeping the baby, and told her I would be a father to my child. But I hadn't told her how much I still cared about her, how much I sincerely hoped the best for her future, and how sorry I was that things wouldn't be working out quite the way we might have thought.


I never got the chance to tell her those things, not tonight. Dawn hung up on me instead, something I found out when the near silence of her breathing was replaced by the beeping of a dead line.


I looked down at my phone just in time to see the display return to my home screen. Folding it closed, I bowed my head and pressed the end of the phone against my forehead. And with my eyes closed, I silently told Dawn across our mystical connection, "I'm sorry."


But she never heard me. Our connection was gone.





-- FRIDAY, DECEMBER 16, 2005, FINALS WEEK --



I awoke with my usual morning hard-on. My eyes were still closed, but I felt my girlfriend's presence against my chest as we spooned together on our left sides, and a wave of pure bliss spread across my body.


I loved this moment, waking up to find myself holding my loved one in my arms. It's indescribable how comfortable I felt, every muscle relaxed, every part of my body surrounded by warmth. The mattress beneath me was wonderfully supportive, as was the pillow tucked beneath my left cheek. My left arm snaked beneath the pillow, only for my hand to emerge on the far side of DJ's body and rest there, clasped in-between DJ's hands as she slept. My right arm was wrapped around her torso and underneath her sleep shirt, and that hand found an even better home nestled in her cleavage, the fingers curled but relaxed around the globe of one large, naked breast.


We were joined together as one; even our legs were pressed against each other. Both of our right legs extended forward across the mattress while our left legs pivoted back, so that my right leg rested over her left. As I awoke, energy sparkled down my veins as my limbs hugged DJ even tighter to me, wrapping her leg in my own and pressing my cock a little harder into the cleft of her butt cheeks. Feeling the crispness of December air against my exposed cheek, I snuggled deeper beneath the blanket that rose almost to my ear and covered half of DJ's head before me. Cocooned together like this, we were perfect, and I never wanted to leave.


Initially, I had awoken to the pleasantness of cuddling with my girlfriend. It was one of my favorite things about even having a girlfriend, and as my brain slowly came alive, I mentally castigated myself for ever agreeing to Kim's moratorium on overnight cuddling in the first place. It felt so GOOD. Why did I ever agree to not do it? For some silly notion about shaking my co-dependence and being single? What a crock! Being single sucked. Being in love, and being loved in return? THAT was the life.


But as my brain activated, I also became more aware of the situation my girlfriend and I found ourselves in. This wasn't an ordinary morning. This was the morning after we'd found out we were pregnant. And surprisingly, that only made this blissful feeling even better.


Now that may not make sense to a lot of you. I would imagine that most 21-year-old unmarried males would be having a full-blown panic attack at this very moment. After all, unexpected pregnancy is the LAST thing those guys would want, and to be perfectly honest, I was in that category as well. A baby means change. A baby means loss of freedom. A baby means a responsibility greater than I'd ever experienced before. For most 21-year-old males, a baby is the most terrifying thing imaginable.


But not for me.


True, I didn't really WANT a baby this early in my life, but I did want to have children eventually. And true, I still had no IDEA how I would actually LIVE my life with a baby in it, but I honestly believed DJ and I would figure it out. And I suddenly realized WHY I was so blissfully happy this morning.


I'd finally gotten the permanent relationship I always wanted.


Despite the numerous variety of my bed partners, I was a romantic at heart. I wanted love, and to be in love. Every time I was in a relationship, I wanted to believe it would last forever, to end with a ring and a family and happily ever after. I'd wanted that with Adrienne, only to have it implode with a promise ring and her lesbian girlfriend. I'd wanted that with Dawn, only to have that implode under the weight of her self-expectations for perfection. Hell, I'd wanted that with Lynne and with Amber as well. But I'd failed. In each case, the girl ultimately didn't want to be with ME.


But now I'd gotten her. Well, nothing was set in stone, and there certainly was a lot of time for something to go wrong between now and happily ever after. But THIS TIME, I really felt like things were going to work out. Because it wasn't just about me and her anymore. It was about me and her and ... Him? Her? We wouldn't know, not until what ... sixteen weeks? I'd have to read up on that. I couldn't call our baby an "it". But he or she would be a part of our lives very soon, and for the first time in a relationship, I had some outside force drawing us together.


Well, technically, my parents and Dawn's had certainly been an outside force, but this was different. This wasn't something external to us, wasn't the same as family pressure coming from without. This was our baby, the product within. And I knew now that DJ and I would be together, the way I'd always wanted with ... well... somebody.


Destiny had chosen. The future had chosen. The fetus was there. And the more I thought about it, the more I realized it was meant to be.


Let's be frank: I've spurted live sperm several thousand times into one fertile womb or another. Even accounting for facials, swallowing, rectal shots, and whatever other ways I could blow my wad, one could reasonably assume I averaged at least one womb-injection a day ever since I became sexually active. It had been more than five-and-a-half years since then, multiplied by 365 days a year, and you get a little more than two thousand attempts at impregnation. And with the life I'd lived, it was probably higher than that.


One attempt had worked: Allie Sanders back in high school. DJ was the second to get knocked up, and if you do the math, 2 failures out of 2000 is 99.9%. Isn't that the number they always talk about for contraceptives? It was just a matter of time before somebody wound up impregnated.


It could have happened to one of my random conquests, a girl I barely knew and only slept with for mutual sexual gratification. Hell, it could have happened to one of my sisters, Brooke or Brandi, and damn what a mess that could have made. It could have even happened to one of the lesbians, like Kady or Noelle. But it hadn't happened to any of them. Destiny, instead, had chosen a girl I could form a real future with. Destiny had chosen DJ Evans.


We weren't married yet, and it wasn't even certain that we would be. But for now, we were on that path. I had expected my romantic life to lead from love to the ring and then to family, but I wasn't totally averse to taking things in a different order. Because now I believed.


DJ had been in love with me since she first developed hormones, idolized me as the pinnacle of boyfriendness and set me as the standard against which all other boys were judged. She had been jealous of her sister for having me, and once Dawn was out of the picture, she'd grasped the opportunity with both hands. She'd always wanted me, and though she may not have expected it to happen this way, she now had me.


And I had her. We had each other. Together, we would get through this. Love, family, then ring. If that had to be the order, so be it. Finally, my life was set. Happily Ever After was on the way.


"What are you thinking about?"


The sound of DJ's voice returned me to the present, where I was still spooned against her, still snuggled beneath the blanket. Blinking, it took me a moment to regain my bearings, but once I did, I bent forward and kissed the back of her head. "I was thinking about how happy I am right now. About our baby, and about our future, all three of us. And I was thinking about how much I'm looking forward to sharing everything about my life with you."


"Really?"


Pressing my cheek to the back of her head, I sighed dreamily and replied, "Yeah ... Really..."


"So you don't ... regret knocking me up? You don't wish you could take it back?"


"What? No," I stated firmly. "What's past is past. Our lives would certainly be simpler if it hadn't happened, and I am sorry that I'm the direct cause of complicating YOUR life. But I don't regret what happened, because I don't regret being with YOU. I LOVE you DJ. And I'm here for you, no matter what."


She mused on that for a second, taking a deep breath and then snuggling herself a little deeper against me.


"Do you regret it? Do YOU wish you could take it back?"


"You mean aside from being a 19-year-old college student and freaking out about the mechanics of raising a child while finishing my degree?"


I allowed myself a warm chuckle. "Well, yeah. Besides that part."


She turned in my grasp now, ducking her right shoulder and rolling so that she could look up into my eyes directly. "No, I don't. Because even though I didn't plan this, the end result is that I get to have YOUR baby."


"You do."


"And..." DJ's eyes wavered as she took a deep breath. "And ... because you keep telling me that you'll be here for me, no matter what. That you'll help me raise our child. And it's horrible, this thought I have. But I can't help it. I can't help but think that because of our baby, that I..."


Her voice cracked and she looked down, squeezing her eyes shut and shuddering as she tried to keep from crying. I shushed her and stroked her back, whispering reassurances. "It's okay. It's okay. I'm here. I'm here..."


She looked back up at me, moisture in her eyes but no tears. "I can't help but think that this means I finally get to have you."


I nodded warmly, and gave her a wide smile. "You do."


Now the tears started falling, but they were accompanied by a smile so wide you could NOT mistake her joy. Suddenly, her arms were around my neck as she held me close to her while our lips mashed together. Suddenly, she was flat on her back while I pinned her body to the mattress with my own.


And then suddenly, our clothes were out of the way while my morning erection slid effortlessly into her soaked pussy.


And together, we parents-to-be made love.





Both DJ and I had morning Finals today, our last ones for the semester. Neither of us had gotten any studying done last night, but I knew I'd ace any Isakova Econ class and DJ's lack of studying had been par for the course this week.


"With everything else going on, I can believe I still have a fucking TEST," she complained on our way out the bedroom door. But while she wasn't confident about coming away from this semester with the best grades, at least DJ was pretty sure she wouldn't be flunking anything.


We emerged to find that Brooke was up and had already made breakfast for everyone. And from the way my little sister doted on her best friend, I had hopes that her little cry for attention by moving out of the house would quickly become a thing of the past.


Things weren't exactly going according to the plan I'd given Brooke. I'd assured her I would give her best friend back and make the extra effort to let them spend more time together. But with a baby on the way, I had no idea how well I'd be able to keep that promise. Still, my sister seemed to have decided that DJ's pregnancy outweighed their disagreements, and we got through breakfast quite merrily given the circumstances.


But just before we left the house, my phone lit up with a text message. It was from Sasha, hoping to arrange a Finals Stress Relief Session for this afternoon before the End of the Semester party we'd already arranged to have in the house tonight.


I showed it to DJ and said, "We need to figure out how and when to tell people. Not just Sasha, but our parents and our sisters and everyone else."


"After the visit to Dr. Sims," DJ began carefully, her lips pursed. "I already know I'm really pregnant, but I want to hear it from a professional. Then..."


I waited patiently, letting her think things through.


"We're already supposed to spend Saturday at my parents' house. We'll send messages to Dayna and Brandi and tell them to meet us there," DJ explained. "We'll tell them all in person, and then get on the phone to call your parents before my mom does it. And then on Sunday we'll drive down to your house as scheduled."


"Sounds like a plan," I said confidently with a nod before glancing at my phone and grimacing. "And what about our friends? It's not about booty calls. I'm not really in the mood, anyway. I just want to know how you think we should handle them."


"What do you think?"


I took a deep breath, and then said, "I think the rule of thumb is not to announce a pregnancy until the end of your first trimester. I hate to think it, but miscarriages DO happen."


DJ nodded thoughtfully, but said, "I still want our closest friends to know. They can keep the secret until we announce everything more publicly."


I nodded. "I can get Bert and Sasha to come to the house early tonight. Paige too, I don't think she has an afternoon final today. You can invite whomever you want, maybe over dinner before the party starts at 8. We can tell them all then."


DJ took a deep breath and nodded. But then all of a sudden she began shivering and wrapped her arms around herself, looking scared.


Immediately I stepped forward and hugged her so tight she would barely be able to breathe. "It's okay, it's okay," I soothed. "We'll get through this. I'm right here with you, every step of the way."


Still shivering, DJ tilted her head back to look up at me. She looked ready to cry, but was obviously fighting it. And then closing her eyes, she took a deep breath and said, "Okay. I can do this. Just another Final. I've already gotten through three of them while keeping all this worry trapped inside."


"But now you don't have to keep it in anymore," I reassured her. "It's not your burden alone. You got me, alright? I'm here to share it with you. Just get through your Final as best you can, I'll meet you outside your class for lunch, and then we'll drive down to see Dr. Sims. Alright?"


DJ nodded, managing to give me a smile. And in the same confident tone I'd given her just moments ago, she replied, "Sounds like a plan."





Having parallel parked on the curb outside the familiar house, I hurriedly circled around the car and then held my hand out. DJ had already opened the passenger door herself, and she looked at my proffered hand with an arched eyebrow. "I AM fully capable of getting out of a car by myself."


I blinked and blushed slightly. "Can't help it. Now that you're confirmed to be an expectant mother, I don't want you to ... uh ... strain ... yourself."


Rolling her eyes, DJ deliberately avoided my hand and stepped out of the car. But once she was on her own two feet, my girlfriend gave me a crooked smirk and slid her fingers through mine. And hand-in-hand, we went up the sidewalk to her parents' house.


We heard the click of a lock, and moment later the door swung inward. Deanna Evans beamed at both of us, exclaiming, "DJ! Ben! You're a day early!"


With a brave smile, DJ stepped forward to hug her mom, and then stepped alongside to watch as I too hugged the Evans family matriarch. "We were in the neighborhood," DJ explained. "We still have to go back to campus tonight – after all, the party is at OUR house – but we thought we should stop by."


"In the neighborhood? What for?"


DJ and I exchanged a glance. So much for our initial 'plan'. Once Dr. Sims had confirmed that we were indeed pregnant, DJ's first thought had been to come home and give her parents the news before the secret drove her mad. "Where's Dad?" she asked.


"In his office. Where else? Although he's probably watching basketball right now. We old fogeys don't have much to occupy us anymore now that all of our little ones have flown the nest."


DJ's eyes and mine met once again. Although we had yet to discuss the pregnancy with her parents, our initial ideas for how DJ could continue her education while raising a child revolved around her parents looking after the baby while I was at work and she went to school, a la Paige Jacobsen. "Funny you should mention that..." DJ drawled mysteriously, while turning and heading down the hallway.


"Hey, Princess," Jack Evans greeted as DJ opened the office door. Indeed, basketball was on ESPN. I never really knew what he did for a living, but from what I'd gathered over the years it mostly had to do with consulting for big companies, telling them shit they already should have known and should have already been doing. Must have paid pretty well.


"Hey, Daddy," DJ greeted, smoothly going over to the desk and bending down to peck her father on the lips. "Mind turning that off and coming outside for a minute?"


"Uh, sure." Jack's eyebrows went up in confusion for a moment, but he pressed POWER on the remote. Although he didn't appear suspicious about anything, DJ and me showing up unexpectedly tonight was unusual enough to raise anyone's sense of alarm.


DJ took me by the hand, leading me into the family room and over to the loveseat. She sat us down with our knees pointing toward each other, our hands clasped together. And as her mom sat down beside her husband on the big couch, DJ took a deep breath and came out with it right away. "We're pregnant."


Deanna was shocked. Jack, less so. He still inhaled sharply, and sat up straight. But I could see his male brain working around the details and analyzing the situation while sizing us up. Beside him, Deanna was beside herself with her hands over her mouth as she stared goggle-eyed at some point to our left.


DJ kept talking. "It was an accident, obviously. I took all of my birth control pills. But I took a home test last night, and then we drove down here to see Dr. Sims just now. She confirmed that I'm pregnant, and when we asked her how this was possible, she said it might have to do with the sinus infection I got shortly after Halloween. The school doctor gave me amoxicillin, which is a standard antibiotic, but he didn't tell me it might affect my birth control. There's a warning right on the label, actually, but I didn't think to look at it. On the other hand, Dr. Sims says that recent studies have shown that despite the warning label, amoxicillin shouldn't have affected my birth control. So maybe it did and maybe it didn't, I don't know. But either way it doesn't really matter: I'm pregnant, however it happened. Maybe it was just meant to be..."


DJ looked up at me, and I gave her a warm smile and a squeeze.


Deanna was still staring off into space, but had dropped her hands to her lap as she took deep, calming breaths. Jack had leaned forward, his elbows on his knees, nodding as DJ explained.


"So once we got the confirmation from Dr. Sims, I wanted to come straight over here," DJ finished.


Jack eyed us carefully, and then spoke in a soft voice. "I gather that you two have decided to keep the baby?"


DJ nodded immediately, and I replied with a firm, "Yes." DJ squeezed my hand pretty hard at that.


Jack nodded. "I figured, otherwise I expect you would have shown up to tell us DJ already had an abortion, IF we ever found out about it at all."


"Daddy..." DJ sighed mournfully.


Jack held his hand up, saying, "Sorry. Just ... taking it all in."


"So you're keeping the baby?" Deanna asked, with a rather more hopeful tone in her voice, turning to face us.


DJ and I both nodded again.


"And you're sure it's Ben's?"


DJ rolled her eyes. "Mom, YES. He's the only man I've been with."


There was no mistaking the smile that was starting to crawl across Deanna's face. "Well then ... I guess it's ... congratulations!"





Though quite obviously pleased with this development, Deanna quickly got control of her enthusiasm. At the other end of the spectrum, Jack was shaking off his rather more dour response and doing his best to be encouraging. Both of them asked if we had thought about the logistics of raising a child, asking us the very same questions Kim had asked us the night we all found out.


We gave them the same answers we'd given Brooke and Kim, although there was a lot more asking from our end about whether or not DJ's parents would be willing to help us out.


Deanna was more than willing to raise a grandchild, even going so far as to suggest that DJ just stay up at Berkeley full-time and focus on graduating while leaving the child-rearing to her and maybe visit every weekend or so. Jack was a little more pragmatic, reminding his wife not to get carried away with new baby excitement and stating emphatically that it wouldn't be a good idea for DJ to simply hand off the child and not deal with the consequences of her actions.


Both DJ and I assured them that we had every intention of being there as much as possible in our child's daily life. DJ spoke about Paige taking a year off from classes, and that she was considering doing the same. Although when Jack raised some objections to her delaying her education, she said that she also considered attending with a reduced class load and commuting back and forth, the way Paige was doing now.


As for me, I explained that I had a tacit job offer from BioGen in Palo Alto, which was only twenty minutes away from the house. And it was right about then that Deanna realized that meant that DJ and I would remain a couple, living under HER roof. And then she was off into ecstatic-happy-grandma-to-be mode once again.


Although Deanna Evans' not-so-subtle machinations to have me marry one of her daughters could be overbearing at times, her enthusiasm really did make it much easier for me and DJ to break the news. I knew I had been a little nervous about telling them – I think it's impossible for a guy NOT to feel nervous about telling any parents that he'd knocked up their unmarried daughter – and it was a relief to find that Jack hadn't run for his shotgun the minute DJ gave him the news.


DJ, like her mother, hadn't made it a secret these last few months that she'd like nothing better than to be my wife and raise my children. I knew getting knocked up less than a year and a half into her college career had NOT been the plan, but given the way I had been fully-supportive about things, she certainly wasn't arguing with the results.


Having done the math with Dr. Sims, the first day of DJ's last period had been November 12th, which meant we had likely conceived over that extended Thanksgiving weekend. The baby's due date was August 19, 2006, only three days before the start of the Fall 2006 semester. Because of that, all parties agreed that DJ was best off requesting a leave of absence for at least that fall semester, possibly to return in the spring. It would give DJ five months to bond with her child and get accustomed to the responsibilities of being a mother.


"All the Evans children get breastfed," Deanna stated emphatically, holding up her milk jugs. Jack chuckled. I blushed and averted my eyes. And DJ held up her own boobs, spacing out for a moment as she imagined what it would be like to nurse an infant.


"What about Brooke?" Jack asked. "I assume she already knows? Where will she be if you don't go back to school?"


DJ took a deep breath, explaining, "We have other friends she can move in with. We talked about that. Meli Kanemura is one of her best friends. We haven't told Meli about the pregnancy yet, but we're going to soon. Actually, we'll have to leave here in about an hour. We made plans to tell some of our closest friends at dinner tonight."


"Faye?" Deanna asked thoughtfully.


DJ nodded.


"What about your sisters? Have any of them been told?" Jack asked.


"Dawn knows. I called her last night," I replied quietly, looking at the floor. For a moment, the happy mood the parental enthusiasm had given me for the last several minutes faded beneath the crushing loss I'd felt when she hung up on me.


DJ squeezed my forearm comfortingly, and both parents watched my reaction. "I see," Deanna stated just as quietly.


"But only her," DJ said, quick to fill the awkward silence. "We still haven't told Dayna or Brandi. OR Ben's family."


"Were you planning to keep this a secret until you see them in person?"


"No," I answered. "Neither of us wants to sit on this any longer than we have to. I thought it best if we called them from here, actually."


I don't know how she did it, given that the nearest phone's recharging station was ten feet away on the kitchen counter, but though I didn't see her leave the couch, Deanna Evans miraculously produced the handset. "I'm already on it," she chirped gleefully while we heard the automatic dialing to the phone number I'd called home ever since I was ten.


Two rings later, the speakerphone on the handset announced, "Hi, Deanna."


"Hi, Beth. Guess who's sitting in my family room right now?"


"Uh, Robert Redford."


"Nope."


"Darn! I'd be so jealous if he was."


"It's Ben and DJ. And you're on speaker."


"Oh! Hi guys! What's going on?"


"Are you sitting down?"


"No. Should I be?"


"I think you should."


"Why?"


Deanna simply grinned.





An hour later, DJ slumped into the passenger seat of the Mustang with a sigh while I reached across the gearshift and patted her thigh. "You doin' okay?" I asked.


"I'm fine. Relieved, actually." She reached out and pulled the door shut.


I nodded my agreement and started the ignition. By now we had informed everyone in The Family of DJ's "condition", except for Adrienne. I'd called her cell phone, but the busy-busy supermodel hadn't picked up. I'd left her a voicemail to call me back, stressing that it was important but not urgent. It wasn't like DJ's condition would be changing in the time it would take Adrienne to call me back.


My parents had taken the news well, all things considered. They weren't as enthusiastic as Deanna Evans had been, but they'd still been supportive and offered us their congratulations. I think knowing that at least their child would have graduated by the time the baby arrived did much to assuage my parents' doubts.


Most of the first twenty minutes of that phone call were spent rehashing the same concerns Deanna and Jack, and Brooke and Kim before them, had put us through. Our answers remained more or less the same, and my mom and dad were relatively calm about everything.


The twins, on the other hand, were even more ecstatic than Deanna. They'd come home from school while we were still on the phone, and I could hear their shrieking loud and clear even though neither they nor I were within ten feet of a handset at the time. Eden even started offering up trendy B, D, and E baby names.


"You should have a Ben Junior," Emma suggested. "That would be so cool."


"Sorry, munchkin, but that's never gonna happen. I'm not so vain as to name a kid after myself."


After that, DJ called Dayna and I called Brandi. Both girls were still at work, but they apparently emailed each other or something while on the phone with us, and told us that they had both agreed to come to the Berkeley house to meet us as soon as they got off.


Last was my call to Adrienne, though she didn't pick up. DJ and I returned to the family room to find Deanna still on the phone with my mom, and it didn't look like either of them was going to hang up anytime soon. Deanna paused from the conversation long enough to hug us both, as did Jack. I called to my mom over the speakerphone that DJ and I would both see her on Sunday. And then we took our leave from the house.


I pulled out into the street, smiling as I glanced over to see my gorgeous girlfriend recline her seat back a few notches, take a deep breath, and stare back at me with a smile.


"This is really happening, isn't it?" she asked me, a look of wonder on her face.


I rubbed her leg and nodded confidently. "It really is. Now our families both know, and soon so will our friends. There's no turning back from here, and I wouldn't want to even if we could. I love you, DJ. And I'm going to love building this family with you."


"I love you too ... SO much..." Her hand squeezed mine.


I grinned and glanced back at her. "You know how they say pregnant women have a special glow? I think you've already got it."


"This glow isn't just because I'm pregnant. It's because I've got you."


"Yes, you do. Now and forever."


DJ beamed.





"BEN! SPIDER!"


I whipped my head around to find Dayna practically dancing as if there were hot coals beneath her feet. She gestured wildly to the corner of the living room, and with an apologetic smile for my girlfriend, I headed over to squash the bug.


Dayna was calling me to kill spiders. Brandi was tidying up dishes in the kitchen. And a handful of beautiful young co-eds were puttering around my living room filling the air with bubbly conversation while helping to set up for tonight's party. It was just like old times.


Our big dinner announcement had been a rousing success. At first, there was much confusion amongst our friends as they speculated on the nature of tonight's invitation. Bert, Sasha, and Paige were accustomed to being invited over for meals, but they weren't expecting to see the froshlings in attendance as well. Not all of my younger sister's clique was here, but the arrival of Faye, Meli, Lexi, Tammy, Beth, and Vivian certainly had everyone wondering what the hell was going on. To come over to the house for an End of the Semester party Friday night was one thing. But to be expressly told to arrive early and have dinner before the party? Something was definitely up. And their curiosity was only piqued even further when Brandi and Dayna arrived, having left work early to make it here.


The froshlings asked Brooke and DJ what was going on, and the girls explained that they'd have to wait until everyone arrived. The seniors were asking Kim and me the same thing, only to get the same response. But finally Meli and Lexi came in, the last two on our guest list. Everyone assembled in the living room. DJ and I held hands. And we told everyone we were pregnant.


To their credit, our friends got over their shock and awe pretty quickly. At first, some of them were offering condolences, like we'd just received a death sentence or something. But DJ simply wrapped herself around my arm and beamed with that same happy/pregnant glow she'd had in the car. She was HAPPY to be pregnant, not regretful. And with Brandi and Dayna similarly glowing as they jumped around and hugged us gleefully, the mood in the room quickly turned joyous.


Our announcement dinner quickly became a celebration of our impending parenthood. Condolences turned into congratulations. My girlfriend got pulled away from me by her friends to gasp and giggle about baby names and the inevitable questions about whether we preferred a girl or boy. Bert patted me on the back and applauded the verification of my virility. Sasha gave me a warm hug and a murmur in my ear wishing DJ and me the very best. And Paige jumped into my arms, merrily chirping about how April and my baby were going to have SO much fun playing together!


But then other guests began to arrive, and having been reminded that our trust was being put in our closest friends to maintain the secret, any discussions about babies were quickly halted. They would only need to keep a lid on things for a couple more months, anyway. We broke out the bar, fired up the iPod stereo system, and started mixing drinks.


A couple of DJ's casual acquaintances asked why she wasn't drinking, but she made some excuse about her period making her feel nauseous and nobody bothered her after that. Otherwise, we had a smooth-running party and everyone had a good time.


Paige was the first to leave, needing to get home to her own daughter. She wound up driving Bert and Sasha to the BART station as well. Little by little, our other guests trickled out. And rather than let things drag on until 2am, around 12:30 Dayna and Brandi decided to play enforcer and shut down the party, wanting DJ and me to get some rest. But once the last party guests were gone, our big sisters sat us down so they could ask their questions.


Dayna asked about Dawn, of course. And Brandi asked if we were thinking about getting married before the baby arrived.


"We haven't really decided," DJ explained. "We've only known we've been pregnant for little more than 24 hours."


"Well you can't elope," Dayna said with mock seriousness. "Mom would KILL you if she didn't get to help plan the wedding."


"And you might want to do it sooner than later, if you're going to," Brandi suggested. "Think about your wedding photos and how big your belly will be if you guys wait."


DJ shook her head. "Right now, we're just taking things one step at a time. Tomorrow is winter break, and we'll have a few weeks to step back and discuss all those kinds of plans. I'm not going to rush into things. You're right: If we do get married, Mom's gonna want the whole nine yards, not just a quickie ceremony before I pop. But I don't need a piece of paper to tell me Ben loves me. He's with me 100% on this, and that's really all I need."


We were still holding hands, and I squeezed DJ's now at her words.


Moments later, Brooke and Kim emerged from the kitchen and joined us in the living room. We all caught up and chatted just a bit more, but then Brandi suggested she and Dayna leave the poor pregnant woman to get some sleep. And we all said our last goodbyes.


"You take care of my niece or nephew, hear?" Dayna admonished me with a waggling finger.


I grinned and waved both of them out the door. And once I closed it with some finality, I turned around and let out a deep breath. That was it. We were done. Everyone knew.


There was no turning back now.


"C'mon, Deej," Brooke said with a sigh, reaching out and grabbing her best friend's arm and tugging her toward their bedrooms. "We've got a couple more hours before daylight."


At first, DJ seemed like she didn't want to let go of my hand, but Brooke shot her a look and DJ and I both seemed to realize that this would be the first chance Brooke got to sit down and talk with her best friend, since DJ had fallen asleep early last night. DJ allowed my sister to drag her away, and when the door closed it was just me and Kim left in the hall.


"Come with me," she said suddenly but quietly, reaching out and grasping my hand.


"Huh?" I replied as she began tugging me toward the stairs.


"We need to talk."





I found myself in a familiar armchair. Lately it seemed like I was having a lot of conversations in the little sitting area of the master bedroom, and not nearly enough sex on these pieces of furniture. Kim sat prim and proper across from me, her legs folded neatly. Put on a pair of glasses and give her a pen and paper, and she'd make for a pretty good psychologist.


And that was what this was about, I already knew. Ever since the beginning of the year, Kim had appointed herself the arbiter of my happiness. It wasn't that she was trying to shape my romantic life or prevent me from hooking up with whomever I chose, but she DID go out of her way to make me think about the situations I found myself in, to help me analyze my emotions, and sometimes play devil's advocate in warning me away from certain courses of action. This conversation would be more of the same.


"Do we need to do this?" I began wearily. "It's late. I need rest. And don't tell me you think keeping this baby is a bad idea at this point, not now."


"Why? Do YOU think keeping the baby is a bad idea?"


"What? No. I'm 100% on board with this. I thought I made that clear when you and Brooke were with me and DJ discussing this two minutes after DJ showed us the pregnancy test. Besides, YOU agreed with us that we should keep the baby."


"I did. Still do."


"Then what's there to talk about?"


Kim gave me a mysterious smile, and simply held her gaze on me. She didn't speak, didn't even blink. She simply looked at me, and for a moment I wondered if she'd gone catatonic. I waved a hand in front of her face, slowly, like anyone does when checking to see if the other person can still see. And as I did so, Kim's smile rose along with the arch of her eyebrow. "Are you in love with DJ?"


"What kind of a question is that?"


"A simple one."


I shot Kim a look, and then sighed and answered her. "Yes, of course I am."


"You're sure of it?"


"Absolutely."


"Ready to marry her?"


"Yes."


Kim's eyebrows went up. "Wow, that was fast."


"What?"


"You weren't ready to marry her a month ago. Or even a week ago. Happy with DJ as your girlfriend? Yes. But marriage? I think you were firmly in the camp of 'not yet'."


"Uh, we're kind of having a baby now."


"So?"


"So? What more reason do you need?"


"A baby alone is not reason to get married."


"Sure it is. People do it all the time."


"Then 'people' are stupid. It's those kinds of people that end up divorced right after. A couple should get married when they're ready to get married."


"Well, I didn't say I was going to marry DJ NOW. Just a few minutes ago, when Brandi and Dayna were asking us this same question, DJ told them we were going to wait and see. She doesn't need a piece of paper to tell us how much we love each other. And we both agreed to talk about it over winter break."


"But if she wants to get married, you're going to say 'yes', aren't you?"


I shrugged. "She's going to be the mother of my child."


"Just like that?"


"Well, in about nine months."


"No, I mean, you'll marry her just like that?"


"Yes! Isn't that what I've been saying?"


"Full commitment. 100%. No turning back, a lifetime of togetherness. Until death do you part."


"Yes."


Kim's eyebrows went up again. "Like I said: that was fast."


"Kim, she's pregnant."


"I'm aware of that. And no, I'm not going to argue with you about keeping the baby. I'm pro-choice, myself, but I can already tell you both want to keep it. So that's that. What I'm questioning right now is how in the blink of an eye you go from 'waiting for Dawn to come back to you' to 'willing to try moving on with someone who loves you (DJ)' to 'until death do us part'! Two days before Halloween, you said you weren't ready to date anyone. Six, seven weeks later, you're ready to say 'I do'. And that worries me."


"Worries you? What's wrong? You still harboring hope that I'll come to my senses and marry you?"


"Don't be ridiculous. I've already said point blank I don't want to marry you."


"You've also said point blank that you're still in love with me."


"I am. But that's a different discussion."


"How can it be? If you're still in love with me, don't you think counseling me on my relationship with DJ is a slight conflict of interest here?"


"I WANT to see you happy with DJ. I WANT you to find everything you could hope for: marriage, kids, family, everything."


"Then what's the problem? I'm about to have all that with DJ."


"Are you?"


"Again, did you miss the part about her being pregnant?"


"That part leads to kids, and maybe marriage, according to your rules it seems. But pregnancy does not necessarily lead to happiness."


"I'm happy."


"Truly?"


"Absolutely."


"You're happy with your situation? With the way things have turned out?"


"Absolutely."


"No regrets? You don't wish things might have turned out differently? You don't wish that maybe DJ wasn't pregnant?"


"No. Not at all."


"Really? Most guys in your position wouldn't feel ready for a child at 21."


"I'll be 22 by the time he or she is born."


"Don't try to deflect."


Chagrined, I took a deep breath and gave Kim a serious look. "No, I don't regret what's happened. Yeah, an ordinary college student might think that having a baby at this age would be a disaster. I DO know it'll be really hard on DJ, seeing as she still has more than two years to go. She'll finish her sophomore year, but it's looking like she'll have to take at least one semester off, and maybe a whole year. So if I could go back in time and change things, maybe I'd have this happen to us when she was a senior and ready to graduate."


"How about not get pregnant at all? How about just you and your girlfriend, childless until you're ready to get married and raise a family when you're in ... say ... your mid-twenties? Wouldn't that be better?"


I shrugged. "More ideal, perhaps. But then, maybe not. Maybe if we waited that long, something else might happen in our lives to drive us apart. And then we wouldn't be together anymore and might never HAVE that family we both want."


"So you're saying that you believe something could still separate you? Drive you apart? You're saying that your love for each other – having been together as a couple for what, a month now? – isn't so unshakable that it would survive the test of time?"


"I didn't say that."


"Didn't you? Without this baby, without this ... tether ... binding you two together, you JUST said right now that maybe you two wouldn't end up getting married. That maybe something else might happen in your lives to separate you. Next month, next year, three years from now ... it doesn't matter. The future is uncertain, and you could imagine your lives taking diverging roads if DJ hadn't come up pregnant right now."


"You're putting words in my mouth."


"No, I'm not. I'm just asking you: how dead certain are you about your relationship with DJ? Because if you're NOT dead certain, then now isn't the time to get married, pregnancy or not."


"Is that what this is? You don't think I should marry her?"


"It's not about what -I- think. It's entirely about what YOU think. Can you separate your feelings for DJ from this pregnancy? Can you see her as just DJ the girlfriend and not DJ the mother of your child?"


"What does it matter? Hypotheticals and all? DJ IS pregnant."


"But if she wasn't, YOU wouldn't be ready to marry her. Period."


Frustrated, I got out of the chair and stepped away from her, striding for the door. For a moment, I was ready to fling it open and stalk away, ridding myself of this annoying girl who was badgering me to death about my relationship. I'd had such a good time with my friends and older sisters tonight, celebrating the occasion. And now my good mood had been spoiled by this ... this... shrew.


But I wouldn't walk away. This was MY room. And more to the point, I felt that running away would validate Kim's questioning of my relationship. If I couldn't stand up and defend my love for DJ, then how solid WERE we?


"Use your head, Ben," Kim said from behind me, after I came to a stop but before I turned around. "Six weeks ago, you weren't ready to be DJ's boyfriend, let alone husband. Six weeks ago, you were still pining after Dawn. And one week ago, you were enjoying the progress of your relationship but not even seriously thinking about marriage and lifelong commitment. You'd have been happy if you and DJ got there eventually, but you weren't thinking that far ahead."


"A week ago, I didn't know I'd be having a baby."


"A baby is a reason to stay together, yes. The baby deserves to know both of his or her parents. But it can't be the only reason to stay together."


"DJ and I DO love each other."


"Do you really LOVE DJ? Or do you love that she's carrying your child?


"Both! And at this point, it doesn't matter that I love her more because she's carrying my child. All that matters is that I DO. You can't understand, Kim. Knowing you've got a baby on the way changes everything about your outlook on life. And you'll never understand that until you're in that position yourself."


"Maybe not. Maybe I can't understand until I'm in her shoes. But that doesn't mean I can't see how strong your relationship is with her, even now. You loved DJ a certain amount before, but not like you did Dawn. I was there to see how much you loved Dawn. And as fond as you are for DJ, you're not at that same level. I'm not saying you won't get there eventually. But the truth is, even with the baby coming you're nowhere NEAR as in love with DJ yet as you were with Dawn. That's the simple math of only being together for a month."


"Dawn was never pregnant."


"So? Love DJ's baby. Plan on being with DJ, on raising your child together. Maybe down the road you'll be ready to be her husband as well. But not yet. Don't make that decision a month into your relationship. Ask a hundred guys if they're ready to get married a month into their relationship, and ninety of them will say 'yes'. It's because they're in love. It's because they're honeymooning. It's because they're still having wild sex WAY more often than they will be having five years after they've gotten married. Their hearts say 'yes', but even of those ninety guys, most aren't ACTUALLY going to do it. It's too early to make that decision, for anyone. And don't tell me that you and DJ have known each other for most of your lives. You've still only been together in this relationship for a month. It's too soon. Yeah, I'm sticking my neck out and telling you it's too soon. I let you jump into your relationship with DJ less than three months after Dawn breaking your heart, because I thought you'd take your time and not fall into the same traps as before. Yes, DJ's pregnancy moves up your timetable, but still... think about things, Ben. And I hate to say it, but what if she has a miscarriage? What then? Do you STILL marry her? You have to think about these things, and NOT lose your head over this!"


I didn't respond right away. That was a lot of stuff, heavy stuff, especially the question about a miscarriage. I hadn't thought about it. And it took me a little while to wrap my brain around such an unpleasant concept. Part of me didn't want to deal with all these thoughts and possibilities, but the other part of me heard the wisdom in her words. Still ... I was tired of this conversation.


"Fine. I'll think about it," I said with a sigh.


Kim pursed her lips and raised her eyebrows at my dismissive response.


"I will, really. And anyway, this is a moot point. We're NOT getting married anytime soon. We won't elope. And this IS the twenty-first century. There's no requirement for me to make an honest woman out of DJ and have us married before the baby comes. Alright? We don't need any pieces of paper to tell us how much we love each other. Finals are done. We're going to go home for Winter Break. And we're going to take some time away from school to really think about where our relationship is going. Okay?"


Kim looked at me skeptically, hearing my words but not sure whether or not to believe them.


I chuckled and shook my head. "For someone who was so willing to put ME in charge of her life, you certainly don't respect my decision-making capabilities."


"I respect you. I respect your heart. I know you mean well, and want only the best for the people you care about. THAT'S why I was so willing to submit myself to you: because I knew you'd try your damnedest to do what was right for me."


"And I ended up breaking your heart."


Kim took a deep breath. "That part was unavoidable. Even I didn't realize Dawn was going to go off the deep end like that. But I still believe in you."


"Then believe in me now. I want what's best for DJ, and for my child that she's carrying for me."


"And I want what's best for YOU."


"DJ's what's best for me right now, okay?"


Kim pursed her lips, took a deep breath, and then exhaled slowly. "Just ... remember what I've said. Take your time. Think things through. Don't do anything rash."


"FINE. I won't."


But yeah, I did something rash. Thankfully, though, it was an action I'll never regret.





-- SATURDAY, DECEMBER 17, 2005, WINTER BREAK --



DJ and I woke up together, and just like the morning before, the bliss of cuddling all night in each other's arms led to a pleasant round of lovemaking. DJ pulled her panties on immediately afterward, saying the sensation of my semen squishing around inside of her would keep her happy and remind her of my love.


We spent the morning packing up. Most everything could stay, since we'd be returning in a little more than four weeks. But a good selection of winter clothes, my laptop, and my toiletries all fit into a single suitcase. It was while I was packing up that Amber called me out of the blue, screaming into my ear about how I'd told Bert that my girlfriend was pregnant but hadn't called HER. And weren't we supposed to be FRIENDS? But there was no actual heat in her voice, and when I asked how she'd found out about the pregnancy, she explained that Bert had told Lynne, who'd told Kady and Noelle and Amber. It turned out that Paige had already told Kady and sworn her cousin not to reveal anything until I told them myself, but Bert had gone and spoiled things anyway and I made a mental note to castrate Bert or something when I got back to campus.


Meantime, Amber wanted to give me her congratulations, although she had some serious questions. After all, hadn't I told her that I would be waiting for Dawn? And what was this about DJ being Dawn's little sister? We talked, and I explained, and Amber seemed to accept that I'd moved on, although she expressed thankfulness that she didn't have any family members for David to knock up back home or that would be REALLY awkward when she got back to him.


Then again, SHE didn't have any siblings, but David ... nevermind.


Ultimately, Amber finished up by saying that now she REALLY had to meet DJ, since I hadn't brought her by Stanford since her request the day before Thanksgiving. Although she was still remaining abstinent from men for her David, Amber was perfectly willing to nail a hot chick if she could. Knowing my taste in girlfriends, Amber figured that DJ would certainly be worth seducing. But that was then, and now ... well, actually ... Amber was probably STILL interested in seducing her.


Off the phone from Amber, I focused on closing up shop for the house. I made sure all the doors and windows were locked and emptied the trash cans. And then the four of us headed out the door, ready to leave the house for the rest of 2005.


All three of us hugged Kim goodbye. She'd driven her brother's Honda Accord this past weekend in anticipation of this return. Her motorcycle wouldn't carry a suitcase, now would it? But the Mustang was parked behind her in the tandem driveway, and so I had to get the girls squared away first.


Brooke called shotgun, but DJ tried to pull rank as my girlfriend. My little sister started arguing the point, but then DJ called "pregnant," and a miffed Brooke gave in.


"But you only get to use that for nine months," Brooke griped.


"At least until Ben knocks me up again," DJ teased.


"By then, he'll be driving a minivan and it won't matter."


"NO minivans in this household," I assured the girls. "8-passenger Land Cruiser, maybe."


"Still double-parked!" Kim called from by the Accord.


We laughed, said our final goodbyes, and loaded up. An hour later, we arrived at DJ's house to spend one last night with her family before heading home to Orange County.


And only THEN did Adrienne finally call me back.





"Took you long enough," I teased, walking down the hallway to DJ's bedroom where I could find a little privacy for this conversation.


"You said it was important, but not urgent," Adrienne shot back. "I'm a busy-busy girl!"


"I know, but you'd think that after all we've been through, I might be a little higher on your priority list than whatever mindless party you had to attend last night or however much of a hangover you had this morning so that you couldn't even call me back until its almost dinnertime."


"Last night's party was NOT mindless. It was a very nice gig at this well-connected producer's house. And I didn't drink THAT much. You know I never let myself get too out of control, what with slimy photographers and agents all trying to drink me into a stupor so they can worm into my panties. No, I can handle myself just fine, thank you ver--"


"DJ's pregnant," I interrupted.


"Holy shit," Adrienne gasped immediately.


"We're keeping the baby."


"Holy shit!"


"And I'm thinking about marrying her."


"HOLY SHIT!"


"Now is that 'Holy shit I'm so happy for you guys' or 'Holy shit you can't get married to her because -I- still want to marry you'? Or maybe 'Holy shit you stupid idiot I can't believe you knocked her up' or 'Holy shit I—'"


"Shut up and let me process this for a minute! Wow! Really? Pregnant?"


"Yup."


"Do mom and dad know?"


"Of course."


"Brandi? Brooke? The twins?"


"We told everyone yesterday, including DJ's family. And our friends, too. YOU would have found out earlier but somebody didn't value our relationship enough to bother to pick up the damn phone or return my call when she checked her messages."


"Don't pull this needy passive-aggressive shit. It's not becoming of you."


I laughed.


"Wow! Pregnant? Wow!"


"You said that a couple of times."


"Well, congratulations! You seem excited."


"I am."


"Wow ... pregnant..."


"Still in shock, are you?"


"Well, yeah. I mean, it makes total sense, given how much sperm you splash into so many different girls, especially DJ. And she's always been so in love with you. Wait, I'm assuming she didn't plan this?"


"What? No. She already had me. We were together and happy and we might have made it this far eventually. No 19-year-old PLANS to get pregnant like this."


"You'd be surprised. Some of the girls I work with? The ones who can tell they might not have their careers cut out for them in this line of work? I know of at least five who've deliberately gotten themselves pregnant by some super-rich producer or another simply to cash in and live off the child support for the rest of their lives, assuming they don't end up a trophy wife getting even more in alimony in ten years when they get traded in for someone younger."


I grimaced. "Sounds harsh."


"Dream-come-true for some of them. Especially the Midwestern farm girls seeing their Cover girl dreams vanishing with rejection after rejection. It's no wonder so many of them turn to drugs."


"You're not making me very comfortable with your line of work."


"Sorry. The pregnancy thing hit a bit of a nerve. Back to DJ. Wow! Congratulations, again! And now that I think about it, you have GOT to be sooo happy about this."


"I am."


"I know. You finally got everything you ever wanted." I could hear the pleasant smile in Adrienne's voice.


"Me?"


"You're the dreamer, Ben. You always wanted a wife and family. I could never give it to you. Dawn should have, but in the end she couldn't take the pressure. But now you've got it, and DJ's no second-best. That girl adores you."


"I know."


"So when's the wedding?"


"Wedding? We're not getting married yet," I replied with a laugh.


"Why not? You're staying with her, I assume. That's the whole upshot of this: to stay together and raise a family. Don't tell me you're still thinking of marrying someone else."


"What? No, no. Of course DJ and I will eventually get married. But we're not rushing into things. We've talked about this. She's still in school and by the time we work out all the details, her baby bump will be showing and everything."


"So? (A) You two could pull together a magical wedding in less than three months, before her belly starts to show. And (B) even if you waited, who the fuck cares if she's got a belly in the wedding photos? Isn't being married worth it? I know it is to you."


"Of course it is."


"Then propose."


"Seriously? Just like that?"


"I'm surprised you didn't do it the moment you found out she was pregnant."


"Well, there was a lot going on at that time."


"Then do it tonight. In front of her family. You said before that she was already staying with you for the winter break, right? So this is your one night with the Evanses. What time could be better?"


"Well, I don't have a ring, for one thing."


"Pssht. Like that matters. Get down on one knee and ask the damn question. You know she'll say 'yes', whether you've got a Tiffany's box in your hand or not."


"You think Tiffany's? Not Cartier or somewhere else?"


"All time classic. But that's just me. For DJ ... hmmm ... Like I said, propose first. You two can go ring shopping over the holidays while you've got the time."


"That could work."


"Of course it could."


"And you wouldn't mind? Me marrying DJ?"


"What, instead of me? Puh-lease. We've been over this, and you were right. I like you better as a brother. Don't get me wrong; I love you to pieces. But I was never going to give you the family and stability you wanted. DJ will do that for you. DJ IS doing that for you."


"So you think we should get married right away?"


"Why NOT? Are you still in love with Dawn?"


"What? No. She's moved on. So have I."


"Are you going to be together with DJ forever, or not?"


"I am."


"Then what's the problem? Why not have 'forever' start as soon as possible? Don't you want your baby to be born into a family with married parents? Deanna can spend the month of winter break making wedding arrangements. And maybe you two can cook up something to do it right before you get back to school. What weekend is that, January 13th?"


"The 14th is a Saturday," I replied after thinking about it for a moment. School resumed on Tuesday, the 17th.


"Well there you go. She won't be showing yet. You have a month to plan. Everybody wins. I can even start booking my own travel arrangements. I may not be the best friend for returning a phone call, but you can damn well bet I'm not missing your wedding, mister!"


"But it's all so sudden. Kim was just telling me last night that we should probably wait a little while and not do anything rash."


"I'm sure Kim means well. From what you told me about your relationship, she really does just want the best for you. But you also told me that she's still in love with you. How much can you ever trust the opinion of a girl like that?"


"Aren't you supposed to still be in love with me?"


"Sorry, bro, but that ship has sailed. Love you? Yes. 'In' love? No."


"But Kim raised some good points. Two months ago I was still hung up on Dawn. Less than a week ago, DJ asked if I was ready to marry her, and I couldn't tell her 'yes'. Has my heart really changed that much in just a few days?"


"What's your alternative? Not marrying her? Raise your baby together, but as a boyfriend? What kind of security is that for a single mother? If you love her enough to stick with her and be a father, why not a husband? And for what, to decide LATER whether or not you'll be ready to marry her? Ben, seriously. If you aren't going to be ready to marry her BEFORE your baby arrives, what does that say about how ready you'll be AFTER the baby is born?"


"I suppose."


"Worst case, you two get divorced. I don't think that's going to happen, but it's not impossible. Meantime, I'm sure you BOTH want the security and comfort of being married to each other. There's really no reason NOT to."


"I suppose. But again, if I wasn't ready to say 'yes' to marriage a week ago, can I really trust that I'm ready now?"


"Can you trust that a person is going to feel deliriously happy after they've won the lottery? That's what this is for you. Family. Marriage. Everything you ever dreamed. Huh. Maybe you shoulda found a way to knock up Dawn before she broke up with you."


"Whoa, whoa..."


"Sorry. Shouldn't have gone there. Man that would have been a fucked up marriage, what with all the shit she had going on in her head. A baby would have only made things worse. But that's also how you know this is the real deal with DJ. Dawn would have been freaking out about her destiny trapping her into a marriage with you, the baby forcing her to settle before she could spread or wings or some other bullshit. But I know DJ, and from the sound of how happy you've been, I don't think she's reacting like that. She wants this just as much as you do. She hit the lottery. She got everything she ever dreamed of, including you."


"Yeah..."


"So yes, I say trust your heart. Did you go from 'not ready' to 'ready' with a single baby? Yes. But that's what babies DO. Babies can have that impact on a couple."


"Spoken from your wealth of experience with children?"


"It's common sense. Your change of heart has everything to do with this baby. Having a child together is a tangible bond between you and DJ that can't ever be broken. It's the security in a relationship you always wanted."


"Security ... I LOVE that security."


"I know you do. It's why you gave me a promise ring."


"Sorry."


"Don't be. Your heart was in the right place. Your target just wasn't right for you. But I do think DJ IS right for you."


"Weren't you telling me years back that Dawn was right for you?"


"Dawn's cracked. DJ still gives you everything you ever wanted."


"But how can I be sure I'm not settling for second best?"


"I think Dawn knocked herself from the top rung by herself. You're not settling, you're settling down. With someone who WANTS to settle down with you, not run screaming from it right into Jaron's arms before bailing to a forest retreat for an entire year."


"Adrienne..."


"Sorry. You're not the only one bitter about how Dawn treated you. I'm just trying to say ... I'm happy for you, alright? It takes a burden off my shoulders. It takes a lot of guilt away from me."


"Guilt? What on earth did you feel guilty for?"


"Uh, for dumping you? For letting you dream of picket fences and 2.5 kids and all that jazz with ME? And then rejecting it and running off to New York to be a supermodel? That guilt?"


"You did what was best."


"By leaving you to fend for yourself."


"I had Dawn at the time."


"And I thought she was The One. It's the only reason I left you. I wouldn't have been able to go if I thought you'd be abandoned. And when Dawn did bail, I seriously contemplated coming back to be with you."


"And what? You'd give me the family I always wanted?"


"Maybe I would have had to. After all, YOU gave ME the family -I- always wanted."


"That's different."


"Not really. I owe you. Still do. But marrying DJ and having kids gets me off the hook."


"Hey, you know I'd never tie you down to a marriage you didn't want."


"I have varying degrees of 'want' when it comes to you. For you, yes, I'd get married. But I'll be relieved for you to find somebody else and let me keep playing sister."


"Well, you've got just that. I'll be quite happy together with DJ."


"And I'll be quite happy to be Auntie Adrienne."


I chuckled and let out a big smile. "So you really think I should propose tonight?"


"I'm telling you: she's going to say 'yes'."


"Of course she will."


"Then what is there to question? You love her. You want to be with her. You want this family she can give you. Does it really matter that this was all brought about by an unexpected pregnancy? You're not going to abort it. So this is the reality you're faced with. You love her. She loves you. You'll be raising a child together. End of story, except for the Happily Ever After part."


I took a deep breath. "You're right. I know she'll say 'yes'. Nothing left to question."


I sat back, looking around my girlfriend's ... no ... my wife-to-be's bedroom. I'd finally found my family, my happily ever after. With DJ. It's not what I was expecting. It's not what I'd planned when I was nine. But really, how many people end up doing the exact things they planned on when they were nine? Me, I thought I'd be an Astronaut. Look how that turned out.


I can be happy, and I can have my family with DJ. It works out for everyone. My family is happy. HER family is happy. We're all joined together and unified the way everyone wanted. The way even I wanted. Different daughter, but that's okay. Dawn had her shot, and she blew it. DJ never broke my heart.


And now she was going to bear my children.


"I'm going to propose tonight."


Adrienne cheered on the other end of the line.





I floated on air as I emerged from DJ's bedroom. Even though I had no ring burning a hole in my pocket, I felt quite anxious to get down on one knee and make the proposal before I either suffered a heart attack or some catastrophe like "The Big One" earthquake hit. But now wasn't the time. DJ was lounging in the family room watching a movie with Brooke, still de-compressing from the stressful week and the brain-drain of Finals. I wanted to let her relax and calm down a bit before springing this on her. After all, it had been less than two days since we all found out DJ was pregnant. So much had happened in less than 48 hours, and I think everyone needed a moment just to catch their breath.


Also, her family wasn't ready yet. Jack Evans was in his office, actually working even though it was a Saturday. Plus, Brandi and Dayna wouldn't be coming by the house until dinnertime, and I knew both older sisters would kill me if I proposed before they arrived.


So doing my best to play it cool, I settled onto the couch with my girlfriend and let her snuggle in beneath my left arm. DJ kicked her feet up onto the coffee table and sighed happily as she pressed her cheek to my chest. And I did my best to let the movie distract me from my proposal-anxiety, wanting to make sure I was calm and thoughtful before actually doing the deed.


I'd finished the phone call with Adrienne hyped-up and eager to make DJ my wife, but as the movie played I found my rational brain catching up to me. I hadn't forgotten Kim's concerns that DJ and I were moving too fast, but I didn't see any alternatives. I loved her. She loved me. I wanted to be a father to my son or daughter, and a husband to the baby's mother. So we HAD to get married. Period.


Kim had also warned me not to do anything rash, but despite the concerns she had raised, I still thought making this proposal was the right thing to do. A proposal doesn't really change a whole lot, if you think about it. Being engaged is a mental commitment, a step up from being boyfriend/girlfriend, but it's still not a marriage. We wouldn't be eloping, and we wouldn't even necessarily get married before the baby came. But I definitely thought that DJ deserved the security of a proposal, to know I was committed to being with her and to raising our child. And it was better for me to do so before leaving this house, so that I could do it in front of Dayna and her parents.


Not that my parents would be thrilled to know they'd missed the proposal, but my alternative was to wait until both our families were together, and that wouldn't be until next July. I couldn't wait that long, and given a choice between proposing in front of my parents or in front of DJ's, well, the role was for ME to take away THEIR daughter, so it had to be tonight.


It would be tonight. And she would say 'yes'. I knew it.


And knowing it, I finally started to relax.


With her head nestled against my chest, DJ literally felt me relax. Rubbing my belly, she glanced up at me, and returned the warm smile I was giving her.


"Hey, you doing okay?" she asked me quietly.


"I'm doing great, as long as I have you," I replied sincerely.


She stretched up to peck my lips, and then settled back into place to continue watching the movie.


'Happily Ever After', here I come.





It was the perfect moment. I don't even remember exactly what DJ said to tell me it was the perfect moment – something about being thankful to have me in her life – but I just knew.


Everyone was gathered together for dinner. DJ's father sat at the head of the table, his wife immediately to his right, followed by Dayna and Brandi. I sat to his left, with DJ and then Brooke by my side. We had just finished a wonderful meal together, topped off with a little wine for everyone. Jack Evans had announced a toast, to me and DJ, and to the new addition to our mutual families that everyone was certainly looking forward to. Everyone clinked glasses, although DJ's was filled with soda. But she didn't seem to mind, beaming at me and making that comment about having me in her life.


"I'm thankful, too," I replied sincerely, looking into my girlfriend's eyes. "So very thankful, in fact, that there's something I need to say."


Everyone at the table was silent, waiting and watching me as I took a deep breath and fought to keep my tongue from feeling too thick. My heart started POUNDING in my chest, so hard that I was surprised nobody commented on the bump denting out my shirt two times a second. But as the adrenaline-fueled blood raced through my skull and filled my ears, I seized on my sense of unwavering purpose and slid my chair back, standing up straight and looking at everyone around the table, from DJ to Brooke to Brandi to Dayna to Deanna and finally to DJ's father, Jack.


Still silent, they waited for me. Everyone could tell I was about to make some big speech or something, and expressions of curiosity and amusement spread across their faces. Deanna was beaming, still wearing the smile that hadn't left her face since finding out her daughter was going to bear my child. And letting her enthusiasm fuel my confidence, I finally turned my gaze back to DJ and then sank to one knee.


The air was suddenly sucked out of the room by the sharply inhaled gasps of five women. DJ's eyes opened WIDE as I reached up and took her left hand, holding it in mine and then covering it with my right. And then, unrehearsed and unplanned, I spoke the first thing that came to mind.


"I'm sorry that I don't have a ring to give you right now. This wasn't something I'd planned to do when I woke up this morning. A lot of things about this week have been unplanned, but that doesn't mean I'm not thrilled with what is happening to both of us. I do hope that this will be one more thing to be thrilled about.


"Dorothy Jean Evans ... I love you. I want to be with you. I choose you. I'm not asking this just because you're pregnant. I'm asking this because I decided I want to spend the rest of my life with you, baby or not. I'm asking this because of the way you make me feel, about myself AND about my future. I'm asking this because of how much YOU love ME, and because of that I know with absolute certainty that my life can only be the better for having you by my side.


"I want you to feel what I feel. I want you to feel cherished, to be desired, and to feel safe. I want you to know that I will stand by you no matter what else happens in our lives. And I want you to know that -I- want to be your partner in raising our family together.


"So Dorothy Jean Evans ... Deej..." I grinned at the delighted smile on DJ's face. "Will you marry me?"


She choked, a rather incongruous sound considering the huge smile she sort of half-covered with one hand. Tears of joy were spilling down her cheeks, the moisture still in her eyes making those sky blue irises shine in the overhead dining table lights. Her lower lip quivered, and she took a deep breath, readying herself to give me her answer. And in those brief moments of silence, my mind flashed to a vision of DJ and me, standing at the wedding arch hand-in-hand while the officiant stated aloud, 'If anyone objects to this marriage, let them speak now or forever hold their peace.'


No one objected. I didn't waver my eyes from DJ's, but I could feel our sisters and her parents pressing around us, anxiously awaiting her positive response.


And then the doorbell rang.


No, seriously?!?



But it didn't matter. DJ didn't hear the sound. How could she? Her entire world had shrunk down to a 3-foot diameter circle surrounding just her and me. Tears of joy still rolling down her cheeks, she took my other hand, pulled me up to her, and said, "Yes!"


And then she kissed me.


I lost myself in that kiss. The girl I loved had just accepted my marriage proposal. Everything else faded away. Nothing else mattered.


I forgot about Brooke and Brandi standing behind her. I forgot about Dayna next to them. I forgot about Jack and Deanna. And yes, I forgot about that doorbell.


We kissed and we kissed and we kissed. We were the only two people in the world, well, except for the baby growing in DJ's belly. We lost track of time, and we lost track of space. We were engaged, and we both were completely delirious in our joy at realizing we would both get our happily ever after. Never before had either of us been THAT happy...


... which is why it was such a shock to finally separate our lips just long enough to take a breath, and then glance to the side to see Dawn standing beside us, looking anything BUT happy.


"Umm..." I began, flabbergasted to see her, especially with the dark brown-dyed hair. "Hi..."


Chapter 10: Going Home


-- SATURDAY, DECEMBER 17, 2005, WINTER BREAK --



Feeling like I'd just gotten whiplash, I stood stock-still with my arms still wrapped around my girlfriend ... no, make that fiancée. Having barely managed to croak out a simple "hi", I could do nothing more than stare at my lifelong best friend and the two strangers immediately behind her.


Apparently, the doorbell had rung more than once, and leaving me and DJ to our liplock Jack Evans eventually went to see who was at the door. He had been just as surprised as anyone, but managed to hug his daughter and lead everyone in from the cold. But nothing else had been said. Despite what had just taken place, Dawn didn't know.


Yet...


"Hi, Ben. It's been a while..." she began, eyeing her sister and darting a glance down to DJ's belly before returning that piercing blue gaze to me. In this moment, Dawn could give Professor Isakova lessons in icy stares.


"Hey, uh ... You, too," I managed to reply as I turned to face her, still with my left arm wrapped around DJ's waist. My eyes flicked up to her dark brown locks, and I arched an eyebrow while miming to my own head. "Uh ... new look for you?"


Blushing briefly, Dawn glanced to her left shoulder and took a few strands of brown hair in her hands. "Yeah. Felt like I needed a change. But that's not the point. I came here because I need to talk to you."


"Uh, okay."


Dawn's eyes clicked over to DJ and then back to mine. "In private."


I felt the involuntary mental tug to go with her, but given what had just happened, I resisted the pull and kept my arm around DJ. "We'll talk. Really. But not right now, okay?" I looked back down at my fiancée and gave her a squeeze.


Still with tears in her eyes, DJ wiped them with the back of her hand and then pressed herself into my chest, as if I could protect her from her older sister's icy glare.


"Not later. Now Ben, please?" Dawn sighed. "We just drove all the way down here and I really need to get things off my chest."


"Dawn, please give them a moment," Deanna said gently, reaching up to touch her daughter's shoulder. She, Dayna, and Brandi had all gotten up from the dining table and circled around while DJ and I were kissing. Only Brooke was still seated, two feet away and turned sideways while she watched us.


Dawn shrugged off her mother's touch, saying, "I'm serious ... Ben and I need to talk."


"Can you please give them a moment? They just got engaged," Deanna explained. The sudden gasp of shock didn't come from Dawn, but instead from the busty blonde girl who had come in with her.


Dawn glanced back at her companion, but then immediately back to us. She was breathing hard, and a wary look was in her eyes. Her lower lip quivering, she asked with a stutter, "En ... Engaged?"


"Just now," Deanna explained. "Literally just now. DJ said 'yes'."


Dawn was crestfallen. Her eyes immediately moistened, and she averted her gaze to stare helplessly at the wall while she raised a hand and began scratching her scalp. She gulped, fending off the urge to sob before biting her lower lip. And then after a glance at me and DJ, she turned around like she couldn't face us anymore before taking three steps back toward the front door.


I held DJ tightly to my side, unmoving. Having Dawn show up here like this ... at this exact moment ... was the LAST thing I would have expected. A minute ago, I was on top of the world and celebrating my engagement. The next... this ... Whatever 'this' was...


"It's okay," DJ finally offered, taking a deep breath. "It's okay. This is a time of celebration. I'm happy to have my whole family here for this. It wouldn't have been right to do this without both my sisters being present, but now you're both here, and I'm glad for that."


With that, DJ detached herself from my side and walked over to where Dawn still had her back to us. Sliding her hand up her older sister's shoulder, she gently tugged to turn Dawn back around. And for a little bit, Dawn allowed herself to be turned and enfolded in DJ's hug.


Maybe this won't be so bad after all.



Squeezing her big sister, DJ whispered, "I'm glad you're here. I'll always be glad for my big sister. I know this might be a little awkward, but I really hope you can be happy for us."


Dawn stiffened in DJ's arms. Taking a step back, she both pulled away from DJ's grasp and pushed her hands out to forcibly separate the two of them. "Happy?" she half-snarled. "You want me to be happy?"


Oh, nevermind. This is NOT going to be good.



"Happy that my kid sister STOLE my soulmate from me? Happy that my own FAMILY is the one trying to RUIN my life? HAPPY?!?" With her dark hair, red-rimmed eyes, and twisted expression, Dawn seemed less like DJ's sister and more like her diametric opposite.


"Dawn, please," DJ requested quietly, both hands held up defensively.


"Marie..." the guy behind her cautioned before catching himself, wrinkling his face, and then correcting, "Dawn. Calm down."


Dawn jerked her head around and glared hatefully at her male companion. "What, you're on HER side?"


"This isn't about sides," the blonde girl replied, stepping forward and holding Dawn's shoulders. "C'mon. Let's sit down and talk about this. Okay? You came here for a reason, and that reason hasn't changed. Chill out, alright? Let's talk about this."


"Pardon our manners," Jack Evans said suddenly, stepping over and extending a hand to the male stranger. "I'm Jack. This is my wife, Deanna. I take it you're friends of Dawn's?"


The guy shook Jack's hand and replied, "I'm Nick. This is Deedee. We're ranch hands at Morris Camp with M-- ... with Dawn."


"Pleased to meet you," Deedee offered up with a nervous wave.


DJ took a deep breath, looked at me, and raised her eyebrows. She didn't need to verbalize what she was thinking; I was already on the same wavelength.


Reaching out and taking DJ's hand in mine, I drew us together and then gave Dawn a serious look. "It's okay. We can talk," I told her before glancing back down at my fiancée. "But it'll have to be the three of us."


Shaking her head in disgust, Dawn nevertheless stepped away from Deedee and flung her hand dismissively. "Whatever. Let's go."





My fiancée, ex-girlfriend, and I reassembled in DJ's bedroom. Hand-in-hand, DJ and I sat on the edge of the bed while Dawn took the desk chair. And then for a long few moments, the three of us simply stared at each other.


The tension in the air was so thick that it seemed to clog our mouths, for nobody spoke for about a full minute.


One second...


Two...


Three...


Four...


Five...


Six...


Seven...


Eight...


Nine...


Ten...


Sixty of those is a LONG time to be spent staring at each other in silence. And in the end, I was the one to shake my head, lean forward, and say, "Okay, this is ridiculous. Dawn, what the hell is going on? I'm not saying you shouldn't be shocked. And I'm not saying you should be happy for us. But what the hell did you drive all the way down here for?"


Jaw clenched, Dawn ground her teeth together and stared at the floor for another ten seconds before taking a deep breath and then flicking her eyes up to me. "I came to get you back," she muttered dispiritedly.


DJ's jaw dropped, and I was surprised enough to sit up straighter. "Get me back?" I asked in confusion.


Still grinding her teeth, Dawn swallowed heavily before brushing some of her dark bangs back behind an ear and sitting up straight as well. "We had a plan, didn't we? I was going to Morris Camp to fix myself, to get away from my old life and rediscover myself. To rediscover who -I- was when I was still YOUR Dawn. I could have gone anywhere in the world to make a fresh start, but I didn't want that. I wanted to be HER again, the Dawn you fell in love with. I wanted to be the innocent girl who wanted nothing more in this life than to be with you, the way we always were in that clearing by the creek. And I did that. I remember. And now I'm back here. For you."


My jaw was hanging open, and I gestured to DJ. "I just got engaged."


Dawn looked at me blankly, as if she didn't understand. "Yeah ... what's with that?"


"Do NOT play ignorant with me. You know what's going on with our situation."


"Okay ... yeah ... So you knocked her up. I get it. You two have been boinking non-stop since the moment I walked out the door; put enough sperm into a girl and it was bound to happen eventually. But getting married? What the hell? The last time we talked, I thought you were still waiting for me!"


"That was a long time ago."


"That was like two MONTHS ago!"


"And DJ and I got together as a couple since then. And yes, I was waiting for you to get better," I stated firmly. "I missed you in my life. I missed my best friend. I missed the relationship we used to have. But YOU broke up with ME and YOU left for your sabbatical at Morris Camp. YOU moved on from our relationship. So have I."


"But I'm back now."


"And it will be great to have you close again. But you and I aren't getting back together, or did you forget that your sister is carrying my baby?"


"So? That doesn't mean we can't be together!"


I furrowed my eyebrows and thought about that for an extra half-second. "Yes it does!" I blurted.


"Everybody makes mistakes. -I- made some serious mistakes. But I've atoned for them, made peace with myself. I still need to make it up to you, but I can do that now. As for you proposing to DJ ... well ... I can understand that. And I forgive you for that. But I'm here now. You and I can be together. DJ can be your baby mama, and I'll even be okay with you boning her on the side. And I can be the wife you always wanted me to be, the way we were always meant to be."


My eyebrows were raised and my eyes were wide open. I couldn't believe the things coming out of Dawn's mouth. "Are you crazy?!? Or maybe you're still in shock. You don't get it, do you? We're NOT getting back together now! I'm going to marry DJ!"


"But we had a plan," Dawn pleaded.


"What plan? For you to abandon me and take a year off from school instead of sticking around town to let us heal together? THAT plan?"


"I told you I couldn't bear to be around you, to see every single day how much I'd hurt you. I had to get away. I had to take a step back from my life and figure myself out again. Do you have any idea how HARD it's been to do that?"


"Do you have any idea how HARD it is to see your soulmate throw your relationship away and fucking CHEAT on you?!? Huh? Ever think how hard THAT might be?!?"


"Of course! I KNOW what I did to you! I do! But I want to make things better, don't you see? I couldn't focus on making it up to you while I was still messed up in the head. But I'm better now. NOW I can make it up to you if you just give me the chance!"


"You must still be messed up in the head if you think we can just go back to the way things were. You moved on. You took off to camp and left me here by myself! I've been fixing myself. I've been healing myself. You weren't here for me. DJ was!"


Looking nervous, DJ simply gave her sister a nervous smile as I suddenly gripped her against my side.


"Ben, please. I love you. I love you to pieces. You're MY Ben. The Ben I grew up with. The Ben I fell in love with before I knew what love meant. I came to have you. I came to have my second chance. Don't I deserve a second chance?"


"The time for second chances is over. DJ's pregnant. We're engaged. End of story."


Squeezing her eyes shut, Dawn bowed her head and went silent. She took deep, heaving breaths, wringing her hands together and contorting her mouth into some twisted grimace that coupled with her unexpectedly dark hair to form her into some ... creature ... utterly unrecognizable to me. This wasn't my soulmate. This wasn't my best friend come back to me. This ... this was someone else.


"This was a bad idea," the creature opened her eyes and muttered, more to herself than to me and DJ. "I told them this was a bad idea, but they insisted I had to at least try."


DJ and I frowned at each other, watching as the creature squeezed her eyes shut and started grimacing again. Cautiously, I leaned forward and asked, "Who's 'they'?"


Exhaling loudly, the creature sat back with a thump against the chair's backrest, opening her eyes and sighing mournfully. Suddenly, I could see my old Dawn once again, see the pain etched onto her face accompanied by redness in her eyes and the sad slackness of her posture. The hair still felt unfamiliar, but I was getting used to it; the dark color seemed to fit the woman who had returned. "Nick and Deedee," she replied tiredly. "They're the ones downstairs."


"Friends?"


She nodded. "Yeah."


I arched an eyebrow. "Lovers?"


Dawn's head picked up, and she wiped a ball of snot from her nose before leveling me with an intense look. "No, actually. I've been saving myself for you all this time."


I blinked, not sure how to react to that. Given the vehemence in her voice when I'd expressed surprise to find that she wasn't slutting her way across the country all summer, I suppose I should have expected Dawn to save herself like this. But too many of my painful memories surrounding our break-up included Dawn's remarks about wanting to have wild, unclean experiences, and they had colored my perception of her.


Sighing, Dawn added. "They're the couple, actually. In all fair disclosure, I did think about joining them last night, but once we got to talking about you and DJ being pregnant and everything, sex was the last thing on anybody's mind."


All DJ or I could do with that was glance at each other and shrug.


DJ was the first to regain the original train of thought. "You said they insisted you at least try to come here and win Ben back?"


"Well ... not exactly," Dawn said with a wince. "They insisted that I come here and tell you how I really felt. They said that after everything I'd been through up at camp, all the changes I made to myself and all the pondering and meditating and arguing and schizophrenic babbling and..."


She went quiet, staring off a thousand yards, and DJ and I exchanged a glance again.


Dawn pursed her lips together and then re-focused on me. "I had to at least TELL you that I love you. That I really, really love you. More than anything in this world. I had to tell you that I love you so much that I would rather die than live my life without you. But at the same time, I know it would only hurt you if I actually killed myself, and I can't even do that since in the end I do want you to be happy."


My eyes darted behind Dawn to DJ's desk, and I mentally analyzed what sharp objects would be contained within. I didn't think she'd really try and kill herself right here and now, but Dawn was wild-eyed enough for me to at least consider how I'd need to defend her from herself.


"I couldn't go through all that for nothing," Dawn rambled on, oblivious at this point to whether or not we were listening. "I couldn't come to those realizations and NOT tell you, even though..."


She trailed off again, closed her eyes, and started crying. DJ looked at me before reaching out and touching her sister's leg.


"Even though you're pregnant," Dawn finished, raising her head to look her sister in the eyes.


For a long while, the two girls stared at each other, Dawn continuing to cry and DJ looking ... I'm not really sure how to describe DJ's expression. She seemed to both pity and fear her sister, seemed to have both concern and apology on her face. I couldn't tell whether DJ felt bad for stealing me away from Dawn, or if she was worried Dawn would steal me back.


Now that I thought about it, probably both.


"I still want him back," Dawn stated quietly but firmly.


"He chose me," DJ replied evenly.


"Only because you're pregnant. Without that baby, he'd still be mine."


"Not true. We got together as a couple first."


"As a placeholder. To keep his bed warm until I got back."


"Bullshit. He moved on from you."


"Really? Really?" Dawn sneered. "Keep telling yourself that, huh? You've always been telling yourself that. My little sister ... waiting in the wings. Ready at a moment's notice to scoop up my leftovers, huh?"


"If he's just leftovers, then what the hell are you doing back here trying to get him back, huh?"


"You've always had a crush on him. Always wanted what -I- had. Couldn't make the grades, could you? All your teachers for all those years saying, 'Why can't you be more like Dawn?'"


"Stop it!" DJ snapped, jerking her hand off Dawn's leg. Her left hand had always been in mine, and she now squeezed it firmly. "He's mine. You can't have him back."


"Like hell I can't."


"Dawn, I'm not going back to you," I said quietly, and now both girls were looking straight at me. "This isn't about the pregnancy anymore. Yeah, it changes things. But I made a conscious choice here. I choose HER. I choose DJ. I can't be with you anymore."


"Why NOT?"


"Because I'm in love with HER."


"In love? Really? How could you ever be in love with her? Did SHE spend all of her life by your side? Can SHE read your moods and realize what you need before even you do? SHE hasn't spent twenty-one YEARS with you, now has she?"


"We're starting now."


"Come ON. Be serious! What does she really have that I don't? Bigger boobs? Is that it? You stupid, perverted, tit-obsessed ... BOY!"


I rolled my eyes. "Insulting me isn't going to make me come back to you."


Dawn wiped a hand down her face from forehead to chin, then pivoted her fingers and began scratching her cheek like a nervous tic. "You're supposed to be MINE. It's our DESTINY. How the fuck am I supposed to find Happily Ever After without YOU?!?"


"You'll find the one," I replied with a sigh. "Your Mr. Right. I'm not even your type, anyway. Ryan? Jaron? Really, you'll be happier when you find your 6'3" muscled Adonis."


"I don't WANT a Ryan or Jaron. I want you!"


"You HAD me," I stated coldly. "I asked your parents for permission to MARRY you. You HAD your chance, and you blew it."


"I DID. I know that. And I'm sorry. But I'm coming back to make things better."


"It's too late. I've moved on."


"No..." Dawn shook her head firmly. "No ... I won't accept that."


"You're going to have to." I held up my hand, still entwined with DJ's fingers. "This is the reality we're in now. Look, I realize that this isn't an ideal situation. I realize that this must really sting. That wasn't our intention. Neither DJ nor I ever set out to fall in love intending to hurt you. We didn't do it just to spite you or anything like that. It just happened."


"I can't help myself," DJ added. "I love him. I've always loved him. You know that."


"But you can't HAVE him. He's MINE!" Dawn barked.


"Not anymore," I replied, shaking my head. "I've moved on. So should you. Please ... Can't you be happy for us?"


"Happy? How can I ever be happy ... without YOU?"


"Dawn..."


"I mean it! You were my everything. You were my heart and soul. You were my best friend and my soulmate and the ONE person on this planet who could ever really GET me. Don't you see? There IS no happiness for me without you."


"I know it hurts right now," I said, trying to be warm and nurturing. It was my turn to reach out and pat Dawn's knee. "I know you feel like it's a hopeless situation, trying to find your way in the world, to find your future, without me as your romantic partner. But that's the way it has to be. I'm marrying DJ. She's carrying my baby. This is really happening."


"No!" Dawn let out an anguished choke, startling me enough to back away, and she started crying once again. This time, neither DJ nor I reached out to touch her. "NO!"


Eyes squeezed shut, Dawn began shuddering as she hunched over and let out great wracking sobs. "No ... no ... no..." she whimpered over and again. And this time the tears flowed freely without any attempts to stem the flow.


Her own chest heaving, DJ flung herself against me, and I turned so she could press her cheek against my chest while I wrapped her head up in both of my arms. Together, we rocked slowly while watching her big sister fall to pieces. But neither of us could help her at a moment like this.


It was truly tragic, watching as Dawn's bluster and bravado fell away from her. I knew her, knew the effort she always put into presenting the most confident, collected façade she could, even when she felt anything BUT confident inside.


In the beginning, Dawn's defense mechanism had her playing off DJ's pregnancy and engagement like they were no big deal. She didn't know how to handle the shock, so she'd come waltzing in all casually as if she expected to pick me back up like I was a dry cleaning order just waiting for her return. She might have even believed there was some tiny chance that I'd simply reply "Okay" and then rush back into her arms.


When that didn't work, she acted like we were operating under a mutually-agreed upon plan for her absence: she would go off, fix herself, return, and we'd pick up from where we'd left off. For me to not follow "the plan" made ME the bad guy, and perhaps she thought I might feel guilty and therefore try to make amends with her, thus giving her an avenue to win back my heart.


And then the real Dawn had started to come out. The weariness after the mental ordeal she'd been through these past few months coming to terms with the damage she'd done to our prior relationship and the messed up excuse for a human being she'd become. Her disbelief that I'd actually chosen DJ over her was all real. I don't think Dawn ever seriously considered that her little sister could ever steal me away. Someone else, perhaps. Maybe a new romantic entanglement, the way Amber could have been; or a fond friend with the potential to become something more, like Paige. But DJ? Not DJ. Never.


Dawn had been shocked into silence when I told her DJ was pregnant two nights ago. Like she said, what did DJ have on her besides a bigger bust line? DJ hadn't shared our childhood. DJ hadn't been my partner in life and love for all these years. Who was DJ except a second-rate copy of Dawn herself?


Or so Dawn probably thought. What Dawn didn't realize was that I wasn't settling for a copy of Dawn. I was attaining the very best woman I could have.


DJ was devoted.


DJ was loyal.


DJ loved me more than anything in the world.


And yeah, DJ had a fan-fucking-tastically fuckable body.


But more importantly, DJ didn't come with all of Dawn's baggage. DJ had never suffered an identity crisis over her own perfection. DJ had never asked me to help her experience drugs and other men. DJ knew who she was, knew her own academic and social limits. And DJ had already experienced life and sex with other people, and now came to me with nothing but complete and utter fidelity.


She was all of the good and none of the bad. And yeah, circumstances had created a situation where DJ was carrying my baby. Marrying her was a no-brainer.


I knew what I wanted in life, and it wasn't Dawn anymore. There was really nothing Dawn could say to make me change my mind. I had choosen DJ. My path was set.


"Please, Ben. I need you," Dawn begged.


I sighed and took a deep breath. Even the dreaded N-word wasn't going to sway me. "I'm sorry. I've moved on."


"Pleeease. Can't you take me back?" Her voice cracked, and her mouth was carved into the same frown as the "sad" Greek theatre mask. "PLEASE?"


"Dawn ... I'm sorry. I'm marrying DJ."


Dawn's eyes shifted to my right, zeroing in on her baby sister. "How could you do this to me?" she half-whispered. "How could you take him from me?"


Averting her eyes, DJ shifted uncomfortably. I squeezed my fiancée's hand reassuringly, willing her to remain steadfast with me.


"Think of what this does to our family. Think about how I won't be able to face either of you for the rest of our lives. Can you really divide us like this?"


DJ's eyes narrowed as she glared back at her sister. "Then think about how I'll never forgive you if you try and mess this up for me. He is my dream guy. He's the one I've always wanted. And now I have him!"


"He's MY dream guy! And you're STEALING him from me!"


DJ pursed her lips and looked away.


"He's my other half..." Dawn said more quietly. "He's my counterpart, the Yang to my Yin. Think about it ... How would you feel if I took Brooke away from you?"


Dawn's question brought DJ up short. She inhaled sharply and glanced at her sister. There was no way Dawn could've known how Brooke had left the house during Finals Week, but she still struck a nerve in a place from which DJ was still recovering.


Or maybe there was even more to it. More than any other argument, the idea of her sister severing a bond DJ had shared with her lifelong best friend seemed to resonate, and ever so slightly I felt DJ sliding herself away from me.


But I wasn't going to lose her. I held fast to DJ's hand and gave Dawn a serious look. "I will always care about you. I will always wish for your happiness. And I still want to be your friend. How could I NOT want to be your friend? WE don't have to be estranged, unless you make us. Brooke and DJ can remain best friends even when she marries me. And you and I can still be close even if I marry her. This doesn't have to divide your family unless you make it."


Shuddering, Dawn slipped off the chair and knelt on the floor at my feet. Her face contorted into that Greek mask again as she sobbed and grabbed my ankles. "How could I possibly be your friend when I still love you? How can we NOT be estranged when I want to be with you, to be together with you the way we were always meant to be, only to have you marry my sister? HOW? Please ... I'm begging you. Don't do this. Put the engagement on hold and give me a chance. I fucked up. I royally messed up our perfect relationship, and I compounded it by running away to camp. I know that now! I do! I realize what I didn't realize before! I'm SORRY, Ben. I'm so sorry! I hurt you ... I hurt US ... And if I could go back in time and take it all back I WOULD!"


For a moment, Dawn was so overcome by her crying that she couldn't speak. She pitched forward, her face pressing against my knee as she cried and cried, her tears staining my jeans. She clutched my leg like it was the difference between life and drowning, and it felt like two more minutes passed before she could say another word.


"You complete me, Ben. MY Ben. PLEASE! Don't you understand how much I need you? Don't you understand how much I've always needed you? Please just give me this chance. Doesn't everyone... everyone ... deserve a second chance? How can you be so cruel? And to me? Don't you care about me anymore? I won't ask you to break up with DJ. You can have us both, maybe. Give all three of us time to figure things out. Maybe we can share you. Wouldn't that be nice all around? I'm leaving Morris Camp. I'll send Nick and Deedee back up there without me, and I'll stay here with you for as long as it takes to fix us. Okay? Or if you need to go down to SoCal for your family, I'll go with you there, okay? Please. Isn't that reasonable? Just give me the chance to remain by your side and work this out, okay?"


I reached down and held Dawn's cheek. She went quiet and looked up at me, her eyes bloodshot and dark bags already forming underneath them. The bags were too dark and too developed to be from this night's conversation, and I gathered that she'd been doing a LOT of crying in the last couple of nights. Feeling pity, I caressed her cheek and said gently, "Whether to stay or go back to Morris Camp is entirely up to you, of course. I would welcome the chance to spend more time with you, to help you heal, and to be your friend."


DJ inhaled sharply at my words, and squeezed my hand rather fearfully.


I patted my fiancée's hand and gave her a reassuring look before adding to Dawn, "But it won't change my decision. I'm marrying your sister. You and I can build our friendship back the way it was, and I would love nothing more than to heal the bond between us. But it will be a bond of friendship, not romantic love. I do want you to be happy, but you HAVE to accept that DJ's going to be my wife."


Dawn stared up at me, her eyes searching mine. Maybe she was looking for uncertainty, a wavering in my resolve that would tell her she still had a chance. But there was no wavering; I was dead sure about this course of action. And in the end, Dawn got up off the floor and ran outside, sobbing all the while.


DJ hugged me, crying herself as she buried her face in my chest. I simply held her, sighing regretfully that things couldn't be different.


But not everything can always work out nice and pretty in the end.





Dawn tried to leave with Nick and Deedee. Nick had booked a hotel room not too far away from the house for them, and after my latest rejection, Dawn couldn't bear to stay in this house.


But her mom somehow convinced her to stay.


"This is your home, young lady. You haven't slept under this roof in far too long as it is, and this is where you belong. If it makes you feel better, we can make up the family room and your friends can stay here. But I'm NOT letting you walk out that door or so help me I may not ever let you back in!"


"Mom!" Dawn exclaimed, unable to believe her mother would threaten that after all she'd been through.


"Your sister just got engaged. No matter what you feel about her and Ben, they are still your family and we will WORK THIS OUT," Deanna insisted. "Or are you going to tell me you wish UN-happiness on them, even if this is what they choose? In which case you're telling me YOU'RE a spiteful bitch who doesn't actually care for the people she claims to love!"


"Mom!"


"Stay the night. Talk to Ben and DJ again in the morning. And you all will come to an agreement. This is your family. I know you've got this great big conflict here, but you have to TRY. You've got to STOP. RUNNING. AWAY. DAWN. You've been running from your problems for too long already, and LOOK where it's gotten you! Maybe none of this would have happened if you hadn't run away in the first place! And if you can't face that, then maybe you SHOULD go scurrying back to camp, Marie."


Her mother's use of her middle name was like a slap in the face, and Nick blushed bright pink. I gathered he was the one who told Deanna about Dawn's use of her middle name up at camp.


But the slap worked, because Dawn agreed to stay in the house. Nick and Deedee still elected to go to the hotel room so as not to impose, but promised Dawn that they'd return in the morning. Deanna told them Sunday breakfast would be at 9am.


We didn't talk again this night. Exhausted both mentally and physically, Dawn took a shower and then went into her bedroom, closing the door and surrounding herself with everything she used to be as a child. DJ and I took a shower together afterward and then went to bed as well, holding each other in our arms and whispering assurances to each other of our love.


We didn't have sex that night nor in the morning. Knowing that Dawn was right through the wall was kind of a mood-killer.


Besides, we could hear her crying all night.





-- SUNDAY, DECEMBER 18, 2005, WINTER BREAK --



"Maybe I should share you."


"Hrmph?" I blinked my eyes as I came more fully awake, DJ's statement a splash of cold water to abruptly raise me from my slumber. I'd actually woken up a couple of minutes earlier. But that was just the autopilot-Ben coming alive to find naked breasts in his palms and firm butt-cleavage hugging his morning wood. That Ben was one-track minded: the track being the one leading toward sex. The words coming out of DJ's mouth roused the other Ben, the one with a brain surrounded by cranium and not by erectile tissue.


Not waiting for a response, my fiancée twisted in my arms and opened those big blue eyes to stare at me. Only then did she seem to realize that I was just now coming awake, and that the man who had been pawing at her body for the last couple of minutes had not been me.


Dawn would have known the difference.



Shut up you.


Now suddenly conscious Ben blinked rapidly to clear the sleep sand from his eyes, raised his eyebrows, and asked, "Uh, I don't think I heard that right."


DJ's eyes were downcast, and after sliding her hands up my chest, she gripped my T-shirt, holding on as if afraid I would somehow get away from her. "I said: maybe I should share you with her."


Though she had twisted around, my arms still surrounded my fiancée. Tightening my grip, I rubbed her spine and then used a finger to tilt her chin up to look at me. She avoided eye contact for a moment, but I kept my finger under her chin until she finally rolled her eyes up, her blue irises looking dull and lifeless to match the bleak expression on the rest of her face. Obviously, DJ had been awake for much longer than a couple of minutes. And just as obviously, she hadn't slept much at all.


"Now why on earth would you say that?" I asked gently.


"It would be better, wouldn't it?"


"Better for who?"


"Everyone. Better for Dawn, obviously. She's in love with you, and she'd get to have you that way. Better for my family. No conflict. More harmonious. And better for you, of course. Not forced to decide. And let's state the obvious: you've never been shy about fucking both of us at the same time."


"But what about you?"


"It would be better for me, too. She's right: I've stolen you away from her. You and Dawn were always the pair meant to be together, and if I shared you with her, then I wouldn't have this guilt. I wouldn't have my parents' disapproval. And I wouldn't have a sister who hates my guts."


"She doesn't hate your guts."


"Doesn't she? How else could she feel about me marrying you?"


I arched an eyebrow. "So what, you don't want to marry me anymore? Even IF I went along with this crackpot idea about being with both of you, you're saying you wouldn't marry me?"


"It's not a crackpot idea. It's what makes the most sense. You still marry Dawn, and I can still be with you and raise this baby with you. Wouldn't that work out for everyone? Wouldn't that be the perfect result? You and Dawn the way you were always supposed to be?"


"And what? You tag along as second best? I don't think so. That's not you sharing me with Dawn. That's me being married to her and you just ... I dunno ... hanging around. You can't tell me that's what you want."


I'd dropped my hand away from DJ's chin a while ago, and now she lowered her gaze to my chest once again. Her fingers re-tightened their grip on my shirt. "No..." she answered softly.


"Dorothy Jean Evans ... I love YOU," I stated firmly. "Only you. I meant what I said last night. I'm not in love with her anymore. I've moved on. So you're not stealing me from her. -I- chose to be with YOU. There's no way you can share me with her because -I- don't want to BE with her. Period. Just you. Only you."


"Please. You've loved Dawn since the beginning of time."


"And she broke my heart. Tore it up into a million pieces, threw it on the floor, and then stomped around on top of it for good measure before running out the door without even giving me the chance to cry in front of her."


"So you wouldn't jump at the chance to be with her again?"


"I just HAD the chance. She came back and begged me to love her again last night, didn't she? I said 'no'. I'm right here, in bed, with YOU."


DJ sighed. "But everything would be so much ... easier ... if we became a triple. Really, that's all I ever wanted. I mean ... I always believed you would be with her, but I was so in love with you that I told myself I'd be just fine being your ... I dunno ... second?"


"You WANT to be second to Dawn?"


"I'm just saying ... I'd be okay with it."


"Not good enough. You deserve all of me. I WANT to give you all of me. Can you really tell me you don't want that?"


"Of course I do. It's just..." She took a deep breath and sighed again. "It's just ... she's my sister, you know?"


"Deej..." I raised both my hands to her jaw and tilted her head back so I could look straight into her eyes. "This has nothing to do with Dawn. This has everything to do with you and me, alright? I love YOU. I want to be with YOU. I want to raise this baby with YOU. Okay? I just asked you to marry me last night, alright? Everything else is in the past. The friends we grew up with. The people we loved. I'm not going to say they don't matter, but they aren't the point. The point IS: I want to be with you. Just you. Nobody else. Not even Dawn. Okay?"


"But why?"


I blinked, mildly annoyed that she was fighting me on this. After all, -I- was so certain about the future of our relationship. Why wasn't she? "If I told you that I thought things would be better if I shared you with Josh, would you agree?"


"What? No! No. Josh was nice, but I don't love him like that."


"Then you have your answer. I don't love Dawn like that."


"But you did."


"Not anymore."


DJ screwed up her face, still not quite believing.


I sighed. "I would LOVE to rebuild the friendship I used to have with Dawn. And you're right: she's your sister. If you never saw Josh again for the rest of your life, I think we'd get along just fine. But we don't have that luxury with Dawn. She will ALWAYS be your sister. And yeah, that complicates things. But the bottom line is that I want to be with YOU. I chose YOU. Period."


"Because I got pregnant."


I groaned inside, but stifled it from getting out. "Well, in part. But we became a couple well before finding out you were knocked up. I wouldn't have done that if I was still hung up on Dawn, don't you see? How could we possibly start dating and even think of getting serious if I still wanted to be with her?


"To have me. To fuck me. To keep you company until she got back."


I rolled my eyes. "We DIDN'T get together for the longest time specifically to avoid that, remember? I always knew you deserved better that to be strung along until Dawn returned, and you always warned me not to break your heart by doing that. Well I've kept up my end of the bargain. I've moved on from her. I'm NOT stringing you along. And you said it more than once: if I only wanted to fuck you, I could have done that without the relationship commitment. But I gave it to you anyway."


"Because you felt guilty about taking without giving back. You only became my boyfriend because you felt guilty about not returning my feelings."


"ARGH!" Now I finally did groan in frustration. But the last thing I wanted to do was lash out at DJ while she was in this state, so confused and insecure with her older sister in the next room. So I did my best to keep calm and took deep breaths while looking away before eventually returning my attention to my fiancée.


"Look," I began carefully. "You're my number one. You're going to drop this idea of sharing me with Dawn, because that's not going to happen. Everything is going to continue on the same as if she'd never come home last night. I love you, only you, and I want you, me, and our baby to be a family. Okay?"


DJ blinked, less bleak but the uncertainty still in her eyes. "And Dawn?"


"Dawn will get over it. Lots of girls throughout the world get their hearts broken. They get over it. They move on. Life goes on."


"But she's her, and you're you. She isn't just any girl and you weren't just any couple. You were special. What if there IS no getting over it?"


Grasping DJ's hand, I led it to my heart. "You're right. Dawn and I weren't just any couple. But I'm the proof that there IS getting over it. -I- got over it. I got over HER. And I want to be with YOU."


DJ flicked her eyes down to my chest once more, staring and pondering and bunching up my T-shirt in her hands. She breathed deeply once, twice, and then a third time. And after the third, the finally flicked her eyes back up to me and nodded slowly. "Okay," she replied carefully. "Okay."


"I love you, DJ."


Biting her lip nervously, DJ thought about that for a second before exhaling and responding, "I love you, too." And then she kissed me.


And then we got out of bed.





DJ and I took our time getting dressed. She spent a lot of time in front of her bedroom mirror carefully putting her hair into the twin braided pigtails that had been her trademark hairstyle for years. It took a long time to make those by herself, and the time spent focusing on the task seemed to do wonders for calming her down.


At my request, she did the pigtails while completely topless, allowing me to lie on the bed and see the reflection of her perfect breasts in the mirror. That part did wonders for calming ME down.


Eventually, we arrived downstairs to find everyone already having breakfast, including Dawn and her friends from camp. The three of them sat at the table chatting with Dayna, Brandi, and Brooke, and DJ's parents were in the kitchen.


The conversation at the table died at our arrival, and I felt butterflies in my stomach to see six pairs of eyes staring in thought at us. But I laced my fingers through DJ's and we put on smiles as we walked toward them.


Taking a deep breath, Dawn stood up from the table and walked over to meet us. We came to a stop a few feet away from each other, Dawn staring at me with an expression of such hopeless wanting that it killed me inside to see it, but she steeled her gaze and looked over at DJ, saying, "I'm sorry. I said some hurtful things last night, but I hope you will forgive me. They came from a place of desperation inside me. I spent so much of my life with Ben by my side, next to my heart even when he wasn't with me in person, and I got scared about the idea of losing him. But my friends and our sisters have helped me realize that I'm not actually losing him; he's becoming a part of our family. He's going to make my baby sister a very happy woman. And he will still be with me as the best friend I've always had."


"I will," I said firmly, drawing Dawn's attention back to me for a moment as she gave me a little smile before returning her gaze to DJ.


"I'm sorry, DJ," Dawn repeated.


"It's okay. I understand," DJ replied graciously, although she was still stiff.


DJ got even stiffer when Dawn hugged her, but I could see DJ forcing herself to relax and return her sister's embrace, letting go of my hand to pat Dawn's back the same way Dawn was patting her.


Dawn backed up, smiling. "Congratulations to both of you. I really can't wait to meet my little niece or nephew."


DJ smiled back and nodded.


Dawn then took a deep breath and looked at me. "I know we talked about me staying here and rebuilding our friendship, but I've decided to go back to Morris Camp. You know I'm the kind of person who has to finish what she's started, and I do want to complete the program and be on staff there for the summer. Plus, I know I said a lot about having fixed myself and become ready to return, but really, there's a lot more self-evaluation and introspection I need to do..." Dawn hesitated and averted her eyes before muttering, " ... especially with what's going on between you two..."


DJ and I exchanged a nervous look, and behind Dawn, Deedee winced.


"But the point is," Dawn continued. "I think Morris Camp is the best place for me to be right now. But I promise I'll be back here when the baby arrives, and if you do decide to have the wedding before then, I'll be there too."


"Of course. Absolutely," DJ agreed.


"I wish you all the best. I hope you two can be happy together, forever." Dawn started to choke up, and she bit her lip before stepping forward and hugging DJ again. When she backed away, she had to wipe her eyes and then fan them with her open palms while smiling half in embarrassment. But the look on her face was genuine as she tilted her head and added, "Really, I can never wish for anything but total happiness for my baby sister and my lifelong best friend."


Now it was DJ's turn to hug Dawn, and she started crying the same way, which got Dawn's waterworks started again. That got our sisters crying behind them, and I gawked at my feet for a moment, feeling a little embarrassed overall.


Dawn and DJ held each other for a long while, until both had regained their composure. Finally, they broke apart, and then Dawn then turned to me.


"There's more to say than can ever be said with words." Dawn stared at me, emphasizing her point with a world of emotion and pain in her eyes. "I'll always love you and care about you, my best friend since we were babies. Yeah, there will always be some regret for the way I treated you, for the way I didn't appreciate you when I had you. But I do know now that this is for the best. I think we were always meant to be lifelong friends, the way Dayna and Brandi are, and the way DJ and Brooke are. But I believe we were always supposed to find our romantic partners elsewhere. I'm so happy for you that you've found yours, and I'm even happier that you found her in my own family. This way, you can truly be my brother, and then we can never be separated ever again."


I smiled and nodded, and Dawn stepped forward to hug me. She didn't cry. She didn't collapse against me, or clutch me as if she'd never let go. It was the first time we were embracing like this since she left, but in a way it felt like another goodbye. She simply held me, took a deep breath, and then ... then she let go.


We turned to find that Jack and Deanna Evans had come from the kitchen to watch, and since they'd finished their meals, Dawn, Nick, and Deedee collected their things and began saying their round of goodbyes. Deanna held Dawn a little extra longer, whispering something in her daughter's ear. Dawn simply nodded and then stepped back, holding her mother at arm's length for an extra beat before letting go.


And then all three of them were gone, back to camp, back to the idyllic paradise where the world's troubles melted away.


The last time Dawn had left me to make the trip, I had been heartbroken and upset. I didn't want her to leave me, and I resented her for my sense of abandonment.


This time, I was glad she had that place to go to. Because despite all those pretty words, and despite her relatively composed demeanor, I had seen what was truly in Dawn's eyes. I may have severed our mystical connection, but I'd known her for far too long to NOT see what was beneath Dawn's Miss Perfect behavior.


She'd been lying through her teeth.


She'd said she accepted my relationship with DJ. But she didn't.


She'd said she believed we were always meant to be 'friends'. But she didn't.


And she'd said she was happy I'd found my wife from her family. But she HATED the idea.


Maybe she'd been told to say those things by our sisters and her friends. Maybe she just knew those were the right things to say before she ran away. Whatever the reasons, I knew her better than that. And I could see through the façade to know what she really felt deep down.


She was heartbroken.


She was in pain, knowing that I'd chosen DJ over her.


And no matter how calm and collected she looked on the outside, I knew that she was absolutely DYING inside. If she was telling the truth about having finally come to terms with herself, I could only imagine how much it hurt to realize she'd come so far only to find that I was no longer waiting for her at the end of the road.


But unfortunately, that was her problem now. Friend or not, It wasn't my place to comfort her. I'd moved on. I'd chosen DJ. THAT was my future. And while I could wish Dawn well, and hope that one day she found her happiness, it would have to be someone else making that possible.


Not me.


Not anymore.





Having gone through the emotional spin cycle these last few days, driving the 5 freeway back home was even more tedious than usual, and not helped by a jack-knifed big rig just south of Lost Hills that backed us up for another hour. DJ, Brooke, and I didn't leave the Evanses until after noon, and even with me driving as aggressively as I dared, we didn't arrive home until 8pm.


On previous returns from college, I'd usually unlock the front door and go inside to find half of my family absent and the other half puttering about doing their own thing within the house. Not tonight. Having been told by phone that their only son was bringing his pregnant girlfriend home would have been cause enough for my parents to anxiously await our arrival. Having been told last night by Deanna Evans that I'd proposed to DJ last night had my mother itching to fly up to NorCal just to see us that much sooner.


So it was no surprise that the front door opened while I was still parking the Mustang. After all, my mom had called Brooke's cell phone three times in the last two hours just to get updates on our estimated arrival. Mom was standing in the street waiting by the driver's door by the time I opened it. And after breaking the hug, she actually ran around the car to the passenger side to give DJ a matching hug.


Dad helped with the luggage. The twins were grilling Brooke for details. And as a globular mass of humanity the seven of us plus luggage tried to move up the relatively narrow sidewalk all at once without spilling into the grass or hedges.


"Oh, I want a bath," Brooke groaned the instant she got through the door. She went straight for the stairs, carrying her roller suitcase with her.


"Hey, I should get to go first," DJ called after her.


"You already got shotgun," Brooke snapped back. "And if you call 'pregnant', I swear I'm gonna punch you in the gut so hard you have a spontaneous abortion."


"Brooke!" Mom scolded.


Brooke rolled her eyes, tired and cranky from the trip, and went up the stairs without another word.


"That's okay," I offered. "I'm sure you both want to sit down and talk to us."


"We do," Dad replied. "But I can appreciate you two needing to unwind a bit first. Why don't you two go ahead and use the tub in our room. It's got the whirlpool jets."


My eyebrows popped. "Really?"


Mom nodded, reaching up and stroking DJ's shoulder. "Go soak. Unwind. After all, we need to take care of our mother-to-be."


Giving me a smile, DJ wasn't about to question the offer. The two of us got upstairs, turned on the water, and then stripped our clothes off. In the time it took the bathtub to fill half way, I took my fiancée into my arms and kissed her tenderly to make up for all the time we'd spent on the drive not able to fully caress one another. And once the tub got halfway, I sat down in it and let DJ recline against my chest, soaking as much as we could while the water rose the rest of the way up.


With the assistance of the whirlpool jets, DJ and I soaked for a good twenty minutes before finally standing and taking a shower to clean up properly. It was while we were doing so that she asked when was the last time I had an ejaculation, and after a moment's thought I told her it had been yesterday morning, given that we had not made love in her parents' house what with Dawn's arrival and everything.


DJ decided that had been far too long, and as she began stroking my growing erection, she said, "Now that we're engaged, I intend to make sure that you never again for the rest of our lives go through a twenty-four hour period without getting off."


I chuckled and replied, "It's fine, really. Besides, you won't always be able to literally be by my side for the rest of our lives."


Smiling impishly at me, she explained, "Well in those cases I'll have to arrange a substitute hottie to take care of you."


I snorted and grinned. But then the grin gave way to a groan as my fiancée sat me down on the shower bench and fell to her knees to suck me off.


Having gone more than twenty-four hours, I had quite the load to give her. And after she swallowed it down, I asked when was the last time SHE'D gotten off, knowing full well that it hadn't been since yesterday morning when we made love. I told her that I now owed her, and though she put me off for now, I promised I'd make it up to her tonight.


So feeling much refreshed after soaking, showering, and spunking, the pair of us toweled off and then returned downstairs to my family. And then in front of my parents and the twins, we recapped pretty much everything that had gone on since Wednesday.


The thing is, re-hashing the events of the past several days took a lot of time, and talking about them, surprisingly, was quite the emotional drain. Whatever energy DJ and I gained from our temporary interlude taking a bath, we lost that and more by the end of the discussion with my parents. To their credit, they recognized our weariness and tried not to badger us for details. But still, it was a momentous occasion and even their semi-restrained interrogation was quite exhausting. And the twins, unfortunately, showed no such restraint with their questions.


By the time we were done it was after 11pm, and lack of sleep over the past week had caught up to us. I still owed DJ for the blowjob in the shower, but when we crawled into bed she pleaded exhaustion and claimed that she really just wanted to go to sleep. She didn't even want me to go down on her.


So in the end, we cuddled together and let our fatigue swiftly carry us into the dreamland. And though I didn't measure the success of my relationship with DJ by the number of times we had sex, I couldn't help but realize that ever since I'd proposed marriage, we STILL hadn't made love.





-- MONDAY, DECEMBER 19, 2005, WINTER BREAK --



Fortunately for me, a night's rest in my arms with all of the major questions put to bed was exactly what DJ needed. Yes, she was pregnant. Yes, we were keeping the baby. Yes, we were engaged. And no, Dawn wasn't going to be around. Our families had both been informed. Interrogations had been conducted. And now there was nothing left to do but enjoy each other's company and prepare for the baby's arrival.


So enjoy each other's company we did. DJ and I awoke in our customary positions (me with my hands on her boobs and my morning wood in the cleft of her ass), and we put that wood to use getting her the orgasms she'd missed out on last night. I got two of my own as well.


We finally emerged from my bedroom close to lunchtime. Hey, I SAID we were exhausted, and it's a college student's prerogative to sleep in when on school vacation.


After breakfast (lunch? brunch?), I took DJ to meet up with my high school buddies. Daniel had started an email chain more than a month ago to have us rendezvous at our usual basketball court today, and I was eager for the chance to reconnect with friends and also introduce DJ to them, with a couple of caveats:


For one thing, I wouldn't be telling them DJ was pregnant. Although my old crew had been quite tight-knit when we were younger, nearly four years of college had caused most of us to drift apart and replace those close high school friendships with college ones. Basically, we'd be sticking to the first trimester rule about not revealing a pregnancy.


Also, DJ and I had agreed to not announce our engagement just yet. For one thing, I hadn't bought her the ring. And for another, even our closest friends didn't yet know. As fond as I was of my old high school buddies, neither of us wanted them to be our first friends to know about our upcoming marriage. So we'd resolved to keep that to ourselves until we could return to school with a nice shiny rock on DJ's fourth finger.


Instead, I introduced DJ to the gang as my girlfriend. Everyone expressed their appreciation for her radiant beauty on sight, although Kenny frowned and jabbed me in the ribs. "Seriously, you fucker? How the fucking hell do you pull this shit? I never thought you'd be able to trade up on your last girlfriend but dayyum! Your schlong must have seriously grown since high school because I remember seeing your little pencil eraser when we were in junior high gym class."


DJ's eyes flew open and she covered her gasp with one hand to hear my supposed "friend" make such a comment, but I rolled my eyes and shoved a hand into Kenny's chest while replying, "Pencil eraser? Want me to drop trou here and now?"


Megan, Cassidy, and Abbie Sanders whooped and catcalled while I jerked the waistband of my basketball shorts down an inch or two. Kenny's girlfriend Heidi (yes, THAT Heidi) put her hands on Kenny's shoulders and leaned over one to smile at DJ. "Don't mind Kenny. He's an idiot."


"I'm your idiot," he said with a grin, turning his face to Heidi's for a quick peck.


I glanced around to see that DJ had waved off Kenny and was now being questioned by Megan. In the meantime, Heidi came over to me for a hug.


"Hey, how are you doing?" I asked while patting her back. She looked good, really good. I mean, she had always looked good, but it was different to see her dressed casually and with less makeup on. She looked younger, fresher, and dare I say it ... happier. Kenny must have been a good influence on her.


"I'm great," Heidi replied while pecking my cheek. "You'll have to tell me the story sometime about how you and DJ got together. No offense intended, but I thought you and Dawn would be married by now."


"Yeah ... shit happens," I sighed regretfully.


"I'm sorry. But you did good. DJ is breathtakingly beautiful, although your new girlfriend bears a striking resemblance to the old one."


"Little secret?" I said with a chuckle. "DJ is Dawn's little sister."


Kenny's, Heidi's, and Sung's eyes bugged out, but only them. They were the only three within immediate earshot, although I was sure that little bit of information would spread like wildfire over the next couple of minutes.


"Long story," I explained. "It's..."


"Complicated," Heidi finished for me. "It always is."


"Really?" Megan suddenly exclaimed from across the way. I turned to see her, Cassidy, Abbie, and DJ all glancing over at me.


I smirked and gave them a little wave, figuring that the cat was now out of the bag from that end as well.


We boys quickly started up the game. Joining my old high school clique today were Daniel's two groomsmen Tony and Shin, along with two of Kenny's and Sung's mutual friends from UCI as well as Abbie Sanders' boyfriend. Seated on the benches and chattering amongst themselves were the girls, at least the ones who had made it today. Allie Sanders had not come back this winter break, having gone to her boyfriend's family in Denver for the holidays. Also, Stephanie Vo wasn't around, although nobody knew her exact whereabouts. On the other hand, Rachel Tyler and Emily Anderson were both present, and by our second game DJ was chatting with them.


Basketball was followed by a trip to the movies to see the new Peter Jackson King Kong movie as a group. Dinner was at In-N-Out, and for a little while I felt like a 16-year-old again. It was fun to play ball, hang out with friends, and eat Double-Doubles. And the evening did much to put me at ease this soon after a 72-hour period of finding out that my girlfriend was pregnant, getting engaged, and then somewhat emphatically shutting Dawn out of my romantic life. That sort of experience can weigh heavily on a guy, and had made me feel much older than my twenty-one years.


DJ noticed the extra bounce in my step as we headed home, and when she commented about it, I told her about feeling like a teenager again.


"Not that I mind being engaged with a baby on the way," I assured her. "But I guess there's something unexplainably special about coming home to the place where you grew up, seeing your old friends, and feeling that sort of comfortability again, you know?"


DJ looked off, a little smile on her face before she sighed and nodded. "I get it."


I felt something a little off in her mood, and rubbing her arm, I asked, "Hey, you okay?"


"I'm fine."


"Just fine? Do you miss your friends? I mean, you already spent all summer down here with Brooke, and now you're missing the winter break too."


"I'm fine, really. I'm with you."


I thought about that for a moment before saying, "Well, you can be fine and be with me up in NorCal again. I know we agreed to spend Christmas with my family since we spent Thanksgiving and all those other times up there with yours. But we don't have to stay here."


"Really, I'm great here. All I care about is being with you."


"Well, what about after the holidays? School doesn't start until the 17th, and we could drive up right after New Year's. I'm sure Brooke wouldn't mind returning early, and if she did mind, she could always fly up later. Or we could even head up before New Year's."


"Huh..." DJ thought about that for a moment. "You know ... maybe ... After New Year's though; I'm not gonna mess with your family's ski trip. But I like the idea of going back early. It would be nice to catch up with my high school friends a bit and re-introduce you. If you'll remember, I was still a Senior in high school the first time we were dating."


I chuckled at the memory. "Sure thing. We'll talk to Brooke and my parents when we get back."


"Tomorrow."


"Tomorrow? Still need some time to think about it?"


"Yeah, but also I've got more important things to do tonight."


"What's that?"


DJ gave me a teasing smirk. "Why, silly ... Fucking you within an inch of your life tonight, that's what!"





-- TUESDAY, DECEMBER 20, 2005, WINTER BREAK --



Proclamation or not, DJ didn't wind up fucking me within an inch of my life Monday night. Being under my parents' roof put a damper on her ardor, and knowing the twins were about to turn 16 and (A) stayed awake as long as we did and (B) were no longer unaware of what we were doing, DJ settled for quietly making love beneath the sheets.


Fortunately, DJ's idea was for both her AND Brooke to fuck me within an inch of my life while my parents were at work and the twins were out with friends. It had been a while since we'd gotten together as a threesome, and given all the strife between the two girls in the past week, it seemed both good opportunity and good reason to share pleasure with one another. It was the holiday spirit, after all.


So once both parental and rugrat units were out of the house (they might be 16, but the twins would always be rugrats to me), DJ sidled up behind her best friend, slid her hands up my little sister's thighs, and leaned over to nibble at Brooke's neck and whisper her plans for a wild threesome.


Unfortunately, DJ's idea didn't go over too well.


Brooke spun around and immediately shoved DJ away. "Seriously? You want to have a threesome with Ben?"


"Uh ... yeah..." DJ replied slowly, totally perplexed by Brooke's reaction.


"Ugh. I can't believe you even thought about this," my sister huffed and stomped away.


"Brooke! Wait!" DJ followed after. I gave the girls a good fifteen-foot cushion and then followed them into the family room.


As my little sister turned around again, slumping onto the couch and then crossing her arms over her chest, DJ took a seat on top of the coffee table and stared in confusion at her best friend. "Hey, I wasn't trying to pressure you into anything. The three of us have had a lot of fun together, and I thought you'd like it if we included you this morning."


"That's the best I get? 'Included'? Really?"


DJ frowned. "I don't understand. You're pissed off but I don't know why."


"Ugh. You don't know? That makes this sooo much worse."


"Ben?" DJ turned and shot me a glance, clearly asking with her eyes for help.


I blinked and raised my eyebrows. "Don't look at me. Maybe you're just now feeling what it's like to be a guy and have no clue why a girl is mad at him."


DJ pursed her lips as she returned her attention to a still-scowling Brooke. "I know you're upset because we haven't been spending much time together. But I thought that since it's been a while since you and I had..." DJ suddenly stopped and sat up straight. "Oh."


Brooke recognized DJ's expression and flashed her a sarcastically proud smile. "Yeah. You finally got it."


"Brooke, I'm sorry. I didn't realize--"


"No, you didn't realize," Brooke shot back.


"But I didn't mean--"


"Of course you never meant. But that's still how it came across."


"I'm not trying to. It's just been that these last few days have been so crazy and--"


"You still should have remembered."


"I know, I know."


Brooke sighed. "I mean, I KNOW what you're going through and I KNOW how tough it's been. I get it. I'm trying to not let it bother me. But I can't help but feel--"


"Yeah. I know. I'm sorry. And then suggesting that the three of us--"


"Yeah. It's like THAT."


Suddenly, I cut in. "Excuse me. But will someone tell me WHAT the hell you two are talking about?"


Brooke shot a glare at me and rolled her eyes. "Boys. Clueless boys."


"You know what? Let's talk, okay?" DJ offered.


"Yeah..." Brooke replied with a sigh. Pushing herself off the couch, she stood up and head-nodded toward the stairs. Wordlessly, DJ went with her and the two girls went up to Brooke's bedroom. Even though I could barely comprehend the end of that conversation, I knew better than to follow them. At least DJ gave me the explanation later that afternoon when we could be alone.


Now you're probably better on the uptake than me, but I didn't figure it out until I heard the faint sound of an orgasmic cry drifting down the stairwell. Our house was fairly well sound-proofed, which is why I got away with so much sister-sex for all those years. But even good sound-proofing couldn't keep that scream contained. And then like a flash of lightning, the girls' FULL conversation hit me.


Although she cared about her best friend and still loved me as her brother, Brooke was tired of being the third wheel left out in the cold. Having reached the end of her rope, Brooke had finally up and moved out of the house just before Finals Week. I had talked her into coming back, with the promise that the three of us would work together to find a balance that gave her best friend and big brother back to her, but then the fit hit the shan and we never got the chance to have that discussion.


Although there had been no strife between the girls in the past few days, we both knew that Brooke's abandonment issues had not been smoothed over merely by my plea for her to return to the house that fateful Wednesday night. Really, Brooke had been trying to keep a lid on her issues and be a good best friend while DJ went through the rollercoaster of a positive pregnancy test, my proposal, and her big sister's eternal hate and damnation for stealing me.


But now all those things were in the past. Now we were back in Orange County, and Brooke was separated from her college support network and close friends like Meli. Now it was just her and DJ, and then for the girls' first full day of vacation, my fiancée had accompanied me to play ball, watch a 3-hour movie, and have dinner.


Brooke, again, had been left to fend for herself.


So now it was Day 2 of our vacation, and what did DJ suggest? A threesome. For Brooke to be 'included'. Third wheel. Again.


My mind flashed back to that first day of camp after my Senior year of high school. I'd brought Adrienne as my girlfriend, and Dawn had shown up on my doorstep first thing in the morning ready to go hiking with me alone. Who was it going to be? Best friend? Or girlfriend?


The roles were a little different this time. DJ was the one in the middle, not me, but there were still a lot of similarities in the two situations. Dawn, Adrienne, and I had been at camp, thrust together for a finite period of time but facing a future living together for which it was important that we define our roles as soon as possible. Ultimately, Dawn had chosen to be only my friend, limiting her involvement in my life while dating Ryan and also forbidding sexual contact between us once we got to Berkeley. I didn't know if Brooke would come up with her own limits as well – hopefully, she wouldn't decide to move out again the way Dawn had – but in the end that decision would have to be between the two of them.


Just like that situation, it had still fallen to the two girls hashing out their differences in private without me, even though DJ was the one in the middle and it was Brooke and I who were supposed to come to terms with each other's role in DJ's life. But I was fine with letting the girls work things out on their own. Maybe it was because unlike Adrienne, I had no fear of Brooke being alone with my girlfriend and stealing her away from me. Maybe it was simply because I was the 'dude'.


One thing the situation with Dawn and Adrienne had taught me was the importance of finding balance between the two most important people in your life. So far, ever since Brooke and I walked into the house and found DJ with that pregnancy test, DJ had been entirely about me. Discussing whether or not to keep the baby. My proposal. Discussing Dawn and my commitment to stay with DJ. And even a simple Monday afternoon playing ball and watching a movie.


We had been completely UN-balanced, and I knew Brooke deserved some time alone with her best friend. Deserved a LOT of time, really, to catch up to me. THAT was what had set Brooke off. They'd fought a week ago, Brooke moved out, and then Brooke agreed to come back. To date, they hadn't had sex yet, and even though they were both girls, that physical intimacy was still a strong part of what bonded the two of them together. For DJ to suggest that the first time she and Brooke have sex again be a threesome with ME was what really pissed Brooke off, and my sister was right to be. They deserved to have this time alone, and from the sound of that orgasmic scream, it looked like they were well on their way.


That was fine. I could afford to be alone for a little while. After all, I was engaged now, and with a baby on the way. Smiling in contentment, I sat down on the couch and picked up the remote, safe in the security of knowing I wouldn't have to be truly alone in my life ever again.





-- WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 21, 2005, WINTER BREAK --



The good news: I finally got to be the meat in a Brooke/DJ sandwich, and yes they damn near fucked me within an inch of my life. It had been a long time since I skewered both of my little sister's fuckholes with my meat stick, but Brooke was in a happy mood now that she and DJ were getting back on track.


The bad news: The reason WHY Brooke was in such a good mood was because DJ spent the entire day with HER, visiting HER friends, leaving me to fend for myself. And wouldn't you know it, Kenta Nishioka had come back into town and the old couple had been flirting up a storm all day, turning my little sister into quite the hornball by the time she finally got home.


Well, that part's not actually the bad news. I was happy to hear Brooke was getting along with Kenta again. That sort of thing gave me hope that Dawn and I would eventually find a way to be friends as well.


The BAD news was that Eden and Emma wouldn't turn sixteen for another 5 days. And guess who had to drive them to the mall and then stay there with them for over four hours to play mule?


Yeah ... bad news.


On the other hand, I was able to do a little ring shopping at the mall and measure the size of the rock I wanted for DJ against the number of zeros in my checking account. The ring would probably clear me out, but when I came home and told the girls what I'd been doing, well, I got the Brooke and DJ sandwich. Totally worthwhile.


And then things got even better.





-- THURSDAY, DECEMBER 22, 2005, WINTER BREAK --



My heart skipped a beat as I pulled up to the curb outside baggage claim at John Wayne Airport. Even though she wore oversized sunglasses, a faded New York Yankees baseball cap, and a bulky drab gray peacoat, I knew exactly who she was. I would never forget that face, with that chiseled jaw line and high cheekbones. And not even the bulky peacoat could completely erase the kind of curves that set fire to the loins of millions of horny men and women around the world.


As I got out of the car, it appeared that someone else knew exactly who she was as well. He was a handsome if somewhat older businessman, dressed in a smart, well-tailored suit and starched-collared shirt with no tie. By his side was a black Tumi roller suitcase with computer bag attached to the top. But all of his attention was on a certain world-famous Sports Illustrated swimsuit model.


Thankfully, all of Adrienne's attention was on me. She probably recognized her own car pulling up just in front of her, and as I got out from the driver's side she had already stepped off the curb and was coming toward me. "Ben!" she shrieked happily while thrusting her arms into the air, vaulting herself into my arms as we came together for a fierce hug before she jabbed forward with her head and sealed her lips over mine for our trademark nuclear kiss.


We didn't come up for air for a long time. Probably because we hadn't felt each other's lips since she left the house at the beginning of the school year, neither Adrienne nor I was in a hurry to let go, even to breathe. We managed to make do with flaring nostrils while keeping our lips sealed and our tongues playful. And we remained locked together until I heard an annoyed voice behind me bark in a tone used to being obeyed, "Hey, whose car is this?"


The voice's proximity made me finally pull back. I turned to see a uniformed security guard gesturing to the Mustang and looking onto the sidewalk before spotting me and my guilty expression. "Uh, that's mine," I replied.


At first, a scowl crossed the guard's face as he prepared to bark at me to move. But then his eyes darted behind me, and as his jaw went slack I turned and realized Adrienne's baseball cap and glasses had been knocked off her head in our enthusiasm. Plus, her unbuttoned peacoat had opened up a bit, showing off the body that lay within.


"Uh ... take your time..." the guard murmured in an apologetic tone, still gawking at Adrienne's beauty. Perhaps he even recognized her. "Take all the time you need."


Adrienne beamed at the guy, flashed him a wink, and replied, "Thanks, officer." And then she jerked my head around for another kiss.


We didn't take quite as long this time to finish making out. Only about two minutes went by before Adrienne leaned back on her heels and sighed dreamily, moaning, "Gawd I've missed you."


"The feeling's mutual."


"Oh, but you've had the company of a beautiful young woman this whole time. Several, I imagine."


I chuckled. "So have you, I imagine."


Adrienne grinned. "Touché. But one thing I haven't gotten in FAR too long is a nice, throbbing dick eight inches inside me. And I can't WAIT for us to get home."


Seriously, Adrienne couldn't wait.


I got both Adrienne and her luggage in the car, and as we pulled away from the curb I asked about her businessman admirer, who had disappeared sometime before the security guard began barking about whose car it was. She explained that the businessman been assigned to the seat next to her in first class, and had been hitting on her for the entire flight, despite her assurances that she was in a relationship. By the curb, he'd been trying to talk her into letting him give her a ride in his hired limo, but then I'd arrived and now she wanted to give ME a ride right there in the car.


No joking. At first, Adrienne merely reached across the center console, whipped out my dick, and started stroking it. By the time we got onto the 405, she used her 5'10" height to lean all the way across and start sucking on my knob. And then before we even got to the Culver off-ramp, she made me pull over onto the shoulder, turn on the emergency lights, and then run around to sit in the passenger seat so she could fully recline it, raise up her skirt, and then mount me in broad daylight.


Boomers Irvine was right alongside the freeway, and I knew from experience that their miniature golf course was right on the other side of the fence. There were shrubs along the fence and Adrienne was fully-clothed; but still, if any adventurous teenager decided to climb up by the windmill and peek over at the freeway, they would have a pretty good chance of seeing her body moving up and down in a rather conspicuous motion.


"Jeezus, Adrienne," I gasped while she vigorously humped me, coming quite close to banging her head on the very low cloth top ceiling. "There are kids like twenty feet away from us!"


"Then you'd better ... ungh ... fucking ... ungh... hurry." Adrienne suited her words to action, ramping up her speed while bearing down to really press her clit against my pelvic bone. She started jerking up and down so fast and hard that she DID bang her head a time or two on the roof. Good thing her Dad hadn't bought a hard top all those years ago. And inside three minutes of fucking, she crested over into a shrieking climax.


Not holding anything back, I let her internal spasms draw out my cum as well, and grabbing onto her naked butt cheeks beneath the skirt I pinned her body as deep as it would go around my prick, belching wad after wad of goo into the hot blonde's quaking body. And once we were both done, she collapsed onto my chest and sighed in rapturous satisfaction.


"Oooh, THAT hit the spot..." she sighed. "I've missed cock. I've missed your cock."


"Then move back to the Bay Area and you can have as much as you want of it. Anytime," I chuckled into her ear.


Adrienne giggled and then pulled her head back just far enough to kiss me. "Tempting, Tiger. Tempting..." And then she kissed me again.


I hummed happily into that kiss, really feeling like my world was finally coming together just right. I was back home in Orange County, the place that I knew in my gut was where I belonged. My future was secure, with a wife and a child about to join my life. DJ and Brooke were patching things up, spending the day with Brooke's friends again. And now I had Adrienne in my arms once more (not to mention her pussy wrapped around my dick), and I got to keep her at least through New Year's.


It was a Winter Break I was never going to forget.





-- FRIDAY, DECEMBER 23, 2005, 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. See, last night had not only been MY first time to be with Adrienne in a long while, it had been Brooke's and DJ's first time too. At the beginning, their idea of a reunion was to stay up late in the family room talking, as only now could Adrienne really talk to DJ about the proposal and baby and all that. But my parents had gone to sleep before 11, and the twins had conked out just after midnight. And once they were all gone, DJ and Brooke had decided that they were done talking and the opportunity to screw Adrienne silly had come.


The next time the dark-haired head sucked me into the back of her throat, I woke up enough to crack my eyelids open and see that it was almost 10am. My parents would be out doing last-minute Christmas prep, and it was quite likely that the twins were gone off to visit friends by now.


That is ... unless I had a twin slurping on my dong right now. That thought made my eyes pop WIDE open, and I jerked upright again while reaching down to brush the dark hair back from my mystery fellatrix's forehead.


Brooke grinned up at me around a mouthful of cock, and I visibly relaxed. Just then, a girl squeaked beside me in surprise, "What the--?"


DJ half-sat up/half-crawled out from under the covers, not quite used to being woken up in this fashion the way I was. But she soon started giggling to discover that it was Adrienne who'd pulled the sneak attack, and she only laughed even harder to see Brooke between my legs as well.


"Morning, sunshines!" Adrienne cheered from underneath the blankets.


Brooke popped off my dick and grinned. "Hope you're well-rested. The twins are gone and I want a serious four-way orgy. Yesterday we let you have your reunion with A.D., so TODAY I want at least two cumloads! Adrienne should also get two, and you can't let your wife-to-be down, either. So we're expecting six rounds in the chamber, buster."


"Six rounds? I'm not a teenager anymore," I complained.


Having resumed her blowjob, Brooke popped up again to retort, "And we let you sleep in this morning to recharge, didn't we? Or would you prefer I round up a male friend or two to make the ratio a little more even?"


I looked around, evaluating just how much I'd like it to watch any other man porking my fiancée, my little sister, or Adrienne in front of me.


No.


Hellll no.


Sigh. A man's gotta do what a man's gotta do.


"Bring it on."





There's something special about having sex with people you love ... I mean, really, really love. For example, mowing down Tri-Delts one after the other brings a certain pleasure, but a one-on-one with DJ has a completely different dynamic, even beyond the obvious regarding male-female ratio. A threesome with Brooke and DJ also has a certain exceptional quality, the two of them are just so in tune with each other its almost scary what they can do to my body when working together.


Now take Adrienne. The girl has had sex with me more times than anyone on the planet, Dawn included. She quite literally knows my body and my triggers better than I do, and when you add her into the mix, the results are quite simply ... indescribable.


But I'll give it my best shot.


My statement for the girls to 'Bring it on' apparently spurred some competitive instinct in them. Not with each other, but with me. I had thrown down the challenge, and they accepted. And from the way Brooke inhaled my prick to the root so she could massage me with her throat muscles, and the way DJ and Adrienne abandoned each other to crawl over to me, I realized that I was in serious, serious trouble.


I could only think of one solution: knock the girls out from pleasure overload. Even up the odds, so to speak. After all, I knew each of their triggers even better than they did, and while many of our individual encounters were about sharing tender intimacy or expressing our familial bonds through blissful lovemaking, that wasn't what this morning was about.


This morning: it was WAR.


Letting Brooke continue to fellate me was the quickest way to defeat, so even though DJ had grabbed my head for a kiss and Adrienne was crawling over my torso, physically pinning me down, I forced myself to awaken fully and let my muscles flood with energy. I kissed DJ back, but only for a moment before performing an abdominal crunch and somewhat violently dislodging Adrienne off me. I rolled my hips so that Brooke lost her mouth-grip on my cock, and then I hooked my forearm beneath my little sister's armpit and physically hoisted her onto the bed into the space I'd just vacated.


"Deej, suck on her tits. Adrienne, sit on her face," I barked in my command tone. And then without waiting for their reactions, I jerked Brooke's boyshorts down her legs, batted her thighs apart, and then sank my tongue into her already damp twat.


Adrienne was already responding to the tone in my voice, stripping off her pajamas before obediently climbing across my sister's chest and then lowering her cunt onto Brooke's lips. DJ was a little more hesitant, having struggled with the balance between her best friend and husband-to-be for a while now. But I indicated with my eyes and eyebrows for her to do as I said, and perhaps deciding that to do what I'd asked wasn't choosing sides so much as giving pleasure to Brooke AND following my request, she slid herself half off the bed to give her a better angle before unbuttoning Brooke's nightshirt from throat to tails and then leaning over to suckle at an erect teat.


Thirty seconds after sassing me about her demand for six rounds, Brooke found our roles reversed as SHE was completely helpless beneath the triple onslaught. I ate her out as well or better than anyone she'd ever had, with the possible exception of DJ. Speaking of DJ, she knew just how her best friend liked to be suckled, and when I glanced over I saw that my fiancée knew a thing or two about Brooke's triggers as well, tickling my little sister's nerves just over her ribs and biting down on my sister's nipples with just the right amount of force. Meanwhile, Adrienne was literally riding Brooke's mouth, and her bubble butt kept my sister pinned down so that she couldn't resist the things DJ and I were doing to her.


And we were only getting started.


I waited until Brooke was right at the precipice of orgasm. Just before she reached it, I abruptly backed away until I was standing at the foot of the bed and then yanked on her legs so hard that Adrienne lost her balance and toppled forward onto all fours, my sister's head sliding down between her knees. DJ was also thrown off-balance, and while all three girls were still trying to figure out what had just happened, I fisted my cock and then slammed its entire length into my little sister's cunt.


"FUUUUUUCCKKK!" Brooke screamed at the penetration. And then three seconds later, her back arched and she screamed it again, only now realizing that her body had started orgasming the moment my dick entered her body.


I reached forward, palming my sister's tits and squeezing them until I could flick both thumbs upwards along the inner sides of her nipples. I stroked her melons back and forth like I was giving her a back massage, all while continuing to shaft my cock in and out of her with firm, unyielding strokes. Brooke's chin bobbed back and forth and a little crookedly to each side as her fingers scrabbled to find a grip on the sheets, screaming all the while as her orgasm went on and on. And after what felt like a minute, her head finally turned to the side and her body went limp.


She wasn't out cold, but she was out of commission for the moment. And with the ratio suddenly improved in my favor, I continued to go on the attack. DJ was still marveling over the run-over-by-a-truck expression of satisfaction on Brooke's face when I grabbed her around the waist with my left arm and hoisted her onto the bed with me. My right hand spun Adrienne around so that the even bustier blonde dropped onto her back. And after parking DJ right on top of her so that my fiancée's 34DD mammaries were crushed right on top of Adrienne's 36F's, I bent over to take a bite out of DJ's ass while shoving the fingers of my left hand into her snatch and the fingers of my right into Adrienne's.


Both girls craned their necks to moan at the penetration before taking advantage of their positions to start making out. I had to kneel over DJ's back facing the foot of the bed in order to get my hands oriented just right, so all I could do was hear their wet smacking sounds. But the position allowed me to lean down and begin rimming my fiancée's asshole with my tongue while continuing to slip my index and middle fingers into her pussy, and just below her I started working three and then a fourth finger into Adrienne's box.


Both girls were enjoying the digital manipulation, but I knew I'd need to give them something bigger and thicker than just my fingers. Right around the time I started contemplating which of them to fuck first, I found that Brooke wasn't quite as out of it as I thought, because she reached out with a hand to circle my still erect cock and give it a few jerks.


The little 'war' had begun with the three girls facing off against me, and then quickly been turned into the three of us against Brooke. Now, I caught my sister's eye and asked, "Which one of them do you want?"


My sister grinned at me with glittering eyes, glancing over at the other two girls before replying, "DJ."


"Of course." Abruptly pulling both hands away from the girls' twats, I twisted my torso and wrapped both arms around DJ's waist before jerking her body upwards and swinging her to the other side of my body. The sunny blonde girl squealed to find herself practically upside-down, since I'd been facing opposite to her when I'd grabbed her. And her squeal turned into a shriek of momentary fright as I twisted her in mid-air, straining with all my upper-body strength to rotate her over and then flip her so that she'd land on all fours face-to-face with Brooke.


"Holy shit!" DJ gasped once she found herself in position.


Brooke simply grinned, pecked her best friend's nose, and then sunk two fingers into the blonde's pussy to replace the ones I'd removed.


Meanwhile, Adrienne was still flat on her back, panting from arousal and simply waiting for me to climb aboard. "Come and get me, Tiger," she breathed, a world of heat in her voice.


I went and got her, slotting my prick and ramming home. Adrienne grunted with the impact and then cooed happily as I started up a rhythm. For a self-proclaimed lesbian, she certainly enjoyed the physical pleasure of getting dicked. But then she always said that was more about surrendering control to someone she loved and trusted (me), and as if signifying that very concept, she raised her legs over my shoulders and threw her head back to invite me to really give it to her.


We fucked. We fucked hard. I bent my lover in half and hammered her so hard that her tig ole bitties went wobbling in every direction like they were made of jello. I loved the sight so much that I simply HAD to smash my face into them and smother my cheeks in titflesh. And we athletically bucked and rutted with wild abandon. We fucked hard. It had always been our way of making love, and this moment was no exception. Or so I thought...


I'd forgotten that we were in a war, and I let my situational awareness slacken as I closed my eyes and gave myself over to the bliss of rutting in and out of Adrienne-Fucking-Sports-Illustrated-Supermodel-Dennis' tight wet cunt. I wasn't in danger of popping off just yet, but I felt the tingling in my balls that told me I was having a really good time and would get to the danger zone if I didn't slow down. But in the meantime, I enjoyed the sexual buzz and fucked to my heart's content, never seeing the change in Adrienne's blissful expression.


Had my eyes been open, I might have seen the way her irises sharpened from light hazel to a sharper gold. I might have seen the way her lips curled upward in a silent smirk. And I might have recognized the sudden tension in her thighs meant that she was about to cinch her calves around my neck and then use the grip to roll me onto my side.


But my eyes weren't open. And I didn't see any of that happen. So I was completely at Adrienne's mercy when she rolled us over ... right onto the floor.


Her move might have worked on my big bed in the master bedroom at Berkeley. That was a king size, and there was a lot more room to spread out. But my bed in my parents' house was a full size, and with DJ and Brooke occupying half of it, there was nowhere for my body to go but off the edge. With a shout I felt my body go weightless in the air. And with a grunt I landed on my back about thirty inches below where I'd started.


I was still trying to get my bearings when Adrienne suddenly landed on top of me, her hair wild and partially hanging in her face. Without ceremony, she grabbed my still-hard cock, elevated it, and then impaled herself. And before I could utter a word of complaint she bent forward and smothered my face in her tits.


If this was losing the war, I didn't want to win.


"Unngh! Ohhh! FUCK, Tiger I love your cock! So big! So thick! So fucking FILLING me better than anything I've ever had! Fuck-fuck-fuck!" Adrienne humped her body in staccato rhythm with her exclamations, her wet tightness gripping my shaft like a third hand as she expertly worked her inner muscles around my invading prick.


I couldn't reply, not verbally. Mouth full of Adrienne-boob, you remember. Fuck, I never wanted to open my mouth again.


But open it I did ... eventually. Not right away, and not until Adrienne had her orgasm, which came rather suddenly you see.


One minute, the bodaciously busty blonde was bumping and grinding to her heart's content on top of me while doing her best to kill me from mammary asphyxiation. The next minute, she suddenly tensed up and screamed loud enough to announce to the whole house, "FUUUUUUUUUUCK!"


Her pussy muscles clamped around me like a vise, the sudden pressure abruptly sucking the sperm out of me and forcing me to break my liplock on her teat and bellow my own release. Without letting go of her vaginal death grip, Adrienne's pelvis rocked back and forth like she was spastically shaking my joystick on an ancient arcade game, the movement milking my cock for more and more spunk. My lover thrashed on top of me for a good thirty seconds, wailing her ecstasy the whole time, before finally giving a final jerk and then collapsing atop my chest like so much dead weight, rather accidentally attempting to suffocate me once more with those massive tits while my hips quaked and shuddered and spat out the final few globs of jism into her receptive body.


Adrienne finally went still, and eventually my body cried out for oxygen. For about two seconds, I debated whether or not my continued conscious existence on Planet Earth was worth removing my face from Adrienne's heavenly bosom, and I seriously had to think about it. But the primal instinct to stay alive finally won out, and I slid her body to the side and gasped for air.


Just then, Adrienne tensed up again, her arms cinching around my torso while her pussy clamped down one last time. I felt an odd sensation rubbing against my now-sensitive prick deep within her loins, but then the sensation was gone and my lover relaxed with a sigh.


And that's when I saw Brooke, grinning her evil grin and holding up a familiar neon purple dildo, still glistening with Astroglide lube.


I rolled my eyes and set my head back down with a sigh. Round One to my little sister. But she wanted six total, and I had five more to go.





I didn't make it to six. I didn't even make it to five. Actually, I only came four times, and Brooke didn't even get one of them.


Not directly, at least.


My second ejaculation exploded all over DJ's face and neck while my turgid rod glided effortlessly through her lubed up 34DD tits. Adrienne was busy eating her out, so Brooke got the first crack at licking up my sloppy spending.


I busted my third nut into Adrienne's mouth while she crouched on all fours immediately over Brooke who had a double-ended dildo crammed into both of their pussies while DJ worked the neon purple dildo in and out of the supermodel's ass, making her airtight. Adrienne didn't swallow a drop, instead keeping it all in her mouth before bending down and snowballing all that jizz to my little sister.


And finally, three hours after we'd started, my fourth cumload jetted maybe an inch into DJ's clenching asshole, my own hand squeezing out every last drop while keeping my mushroom head just inside her sphincter. Brooke was beneath my fiancée in a sixty-nine position, and once I finished I grabbed DJ by the hips and sat her down on Brooke's face, practically forcing my little sister to suck out the anal creampie.


I win.


Yay me.





-- SATURDAY, DECEMBER 24, 2005, WINTER BREAK --



By Christmas Eve tradition, the entire extended family (minus Brandi, plus DJ) stayed home to hang out together. I found myself surrounded by sisters on the couch, and Eden and Emma played the "babies of the family" card to kick out DJ and Adrienne so they could use me as their backrest.


Family poker started up in the afternoon, and pregnant with his only grandchild or not, Dad was merciless in making DJ broke. Thankfully, Adrienne was still the prime card shark of the family and she got revenge for her sister-in-law to be.


Then Adrienne proceeded to sink me, and my loving fiancée helped her.


Stupid girls.


But then to my everlasting surprise, first Adrienne and then Brooke went bankrupt, leaving us as the only three out of the game except for my Dad. He still enjoyed watching and providing helpful/manipulative comments to the twins, and with an exchange of glances DJ apparently agreed to stick around to ensure nobody left the family room. And then Adrienne and Brooke rather coyly dragged me upstairs and into Adrienne's bedroom for a three-way quickie we managed to pull off before they finished the card game.


I love my girls...





-- SUNDAY, DECEMBER 25, 2005, WINTER BREAK --



Christmas Day went well, for the most part. Everyone exchanged presents and Adrienne managed to pick up several baby gifts for DJ as well, along with a maternity outfit or two. And then everyone split up to make their traditional phone calls.


Megan Kwan and Cassidy O'Leary called to say Merry Christmas, but those conversations didn't last very long. I found out that both girls had new boyfriends, Megan's not really serious but Cassidy quite in love and hopeful for the future.


After those, I found myself staring at my cell phone for a long while. I couldn't remember the last time Dawn and I HADN'T exchanged Christmas greetings. We'd shared every Christmas together from infancy until fifth grade, and even then we still called each other on the phone. But this year she was up in Morris Camp, and I somehow knew that she wouldn't be calling me this year.


I debated calling her, but then ultimately decided against it. My life wasn't about her anymore. I was building a new one with DJ.


After lunch, Keira Fitzpatrick (née McNeil) stopped by with her husband Sean and baby Colin, now just over two. They and my parents exchanged gift baskets and settled into the living room to chat while the twins took Colin into the family room to play. DJ spotted the toddler and rushed over to him, instantly fawning and cooing over the precious little boy, no doubt imagining what her own baby would look like.


I came over to watch, and was only a little surprised when DJ led Colin by the hand over to me and then parked the kid in my lap. We stared at each other for a long while, me making goofy faces and him staring at me like I was some crazy old guy from outer space. Colin soon warmed up to me, and started giggling like crazy while I tossed him up into the air and caught him over and over and over again.


That was when Keira appeared in the archway with a funny smile on her face. "Ben ... is there something you need to tell me?" she asked in a melodiously reassuring voice that brought back so many memories.


I glanced over as she sauntered into the room, just as beautiful as the day she first brought me into her house to fix that silly towel bar. She was more beautiful, in fact, because she had the happy glow of motherhood and love about her, instead of the melancholy quiet of a young widow.


Turning Colin about, setting him on his feet, and letting him toddle off to less distracted play partners, I flashed Keira a smirk. "I take it my parents told you."


"They did. But I still want to hear you tell me." She sat down on the adjacent couch to me.


I glanced up as DJ came to join me on the couch, interlacing her fingers through mine. "I'm getting married," I replied.


Keira beamed at both of us, and then arched an eyebrow while adding, "And... ?"


I grinned. "And we're having a baby."


She didn't squeal like a schoolgirl, the way some of DJ's froshling friends had reacted. Instead, Keira sighed blissfully, a big smile on her face as she opened her arms, clearly expecting a hug.


I gave it to her, and then pulled back just far enough for her to peck my lips before letting me sit back down beside DJ. There was a lot being communicated between our eyes, but nothing out loud. For one thing, most people in this house still didn't know the exact nature of our relationship. Certainly, her husband Sean didn't know his wife had taken my virginity, and while my parents might suspect something, nothing had ever been confirmed aloud. Later that night, DJ would ask me if I had ever slept with the beautiful older woman. My fiancée had picked up on the vibe, and given that I was about to share the rest of my life with her, I went ahead and told her everything, from my virginity to the "remodeling" and to Keira's request for me to father a child, although as it turned out Sean made Colin all on his own. It was a lot to take in, but I assured DJ that it was all in my past. And she was quite pleased to find out that not even Dawn knew of my history with the ex-Widow McNeil.


But that came much later. In the family room right then and there, we only explained that Keira was our neighbor and that I used to fix things at her house when I was in high school, back before she remarried. Keira also pointed out that she'd been in a similar situation to us, having become pregnant by her boyfriend and then deciding to get married after the baby was born. Though the approach to making a family was not traditional, it seemed to be working for her, and her success gave hope to me and DJ.


Once we explained to DJ who Keira was and why she was visiting us on Christmas Day, the conversation turned to the topic at the forefront of DJ's and my mind. "How's parenthood?" I asked.


"It's great, like always," Keira replied easily.


"Like always? Are you getting more rest? The last time I saw you was last year, and you mentioned that Colin wasn't such a great sleeper."


Keira sighed and shook her head ruefully. "A little. He's definitely old enough to sleep through the night, but we moved him into his own room and he has this habit of waking up once or twice in the middle of the night calling for mommy. He's not hungry or anything, but it's like he just needs to see my face and be reassured that I still exist before he can go back to bed."


"Nightmares?"


"Not usually. He's not scared of monsters or anything, maybe just scared of being alone."


DJ and I both nodded to that, and then DJ asked the most common question presented to the parent of a small child. "So any plans to have more?"


Keira gave us a rueful smile and glanced out the archway. Her husband Sean was still in the living room talking with my parents. "Well..." she began slowly. "Plans, yes. Sean definitely wants a girl."


"I sense a 'but' coming," I commented.


"Well, we're holding off on actively trying just yet. Taking care of a toddler is tough."


"Really?"


"There's just so much of your life that changes when you have kids. I don't mean to scare you, but I do hope you're prepared for what's to come," Keira began seriously before throwing up her hands and cracking a smile. "What am I saying? There's no such thing as 'prepared'. Let's start with that. Sean and I were as prepared as two people could be. We did all our homework and took the baby classes and did all the shopping ahead of time. We had all the equipment and book smarts on how to keep a baby alive, but there's really nothing that can prepare you for the daily ins-and-outs of parenthood."


I frowned. "Nothing? I mean, DJ's not even six weeks pregnant yet. We've got some time to learn, and surely there's some advice you can give us."


That rueful smile was back, and Keira sighed. "There's describing love and then there's being in love. People have been trying to answer for thousands of years: 'How do I know when I'm in love?' Really, the only answer is: 'You know when you know.' Nobody can tell you how it's going to feel. You just feel it. Being a parent is like that. You can read everything you want, have other people tell you what it's like, and do all the research in the world, but you'll never truly get it until you're a parent yourself."


I arched an eyebrow at her. "Gee, thanks for all the help."


Keira laughed. "Well, I can certainly try. More information is better than nothing, I suppose. Just keep in mind what I said about not truly getting it until you're there."


"Fair enough. But really..." I took a deep breath and squeezed DJ's hand. "It's kinda scary facing the idea of having a baby in another eight months. I mean, one that we can't send home to its parents at the end of the day."


"That's really it in a nutshell. Lots of people like to play with babies. Lots of people really WANT to have a baby, without really knowing what they're getting into. I was like that, if you'll remember..."


Keira's voice trailed off and she gave me a look. I certainly remembered how desperate she was for a child, even asking ME to father it, even though she was only 30 and still had lots of time to find Mr. Right, which she eventually did. But DJ didn't know that part yet, and so we moved on.


"People think about how soft and squishy and heartbreakingly adorable babies are. But it's a lot of work. Those first few months when Colin wouldn't sleep for more than three hours nearly killed me. You want to prepare yourself? Set your alarm to wake you up every three hours. And when you do, you can't just hit snooze and go back to sleep. You've got to get up and putter around half-asleep for at least thirty minutes, the way you would if you were nursing a child, and then you'd only have two and a half hours left. Try it for a week and then tell me you're ready for a baby."


DJ and I glanced at each other with nervous expressions.


"There will be times when your kid is crying for no apparent reason, enough for most parents to instantly claim they've got a colicky baby. But it's not colic. The baby's just being a baby, and the parents can't handle it. Babies cry. They can't tell you they're tired or hungry or have a dirty diaper. They can't tell you they just aren't comfortable in the position you're holding them and what seems to work perfectly one week doesn't work to satisfy them the next. A baby's needs are constantly changing and you'll find yourselves pretty much living by trial and error day-by-day, seeing what will get the damn kid to shut up for five measly minutes so your headache MAYBE will go away."


Yeah, that was a pleasant thought.


"And forget about your daily life. I used to watch all sorts of TV shows and go to the movies and visit with friends. That all came to a crashing halt. My coworkers would talk about some movie they'd seen or ask if I was as amazed by some twist on a TV show we all loved. I'd have to tell them I didn't see them. Was taking care of Colin or trying to catch a nap. My friends would call to meet up for dinner but I couldn't find the time to put on a nice outfit and fix my makeup, let alone leave Colin for two hours. Our social lives ground to a halt while we tried to figure out a completely new balance of getting through each day. All of the things we used to do while childless went out the window, replaced by the routines of feeding and rocking and don't even get me started on explosive poopy diapers..."


DJ was gripping my hand pretty tight, and when I glanced over she was starting to look a little green.


But Keira was on a roll. "Making gourmet dinners turns into sending Sean to Del Taco at 2am for burrito grease that will keep my belly from growling for a little while. Getting the news means reading the highlights on the Yahoo! frontpage for five minutes before Colin cries again. And forget about sex. Putting aside the damage done to your precious hoo-ha, assuming they don't cut you open with a pair of scissors like I did, you're rarely ever going to WANT to have sex even once your doctor clears you. Sleep is the new desire, the thing you don't get enough of but crave all the time."


Now DJ's free hand was on her chest while she tried not to choke or vomit, I'm not sure which.


"But you suck it up and deal," Keira insisted. "You do it because you have to, and remember this part, guys. There are only two kinds of people in this world: Parents, and non-parents. Non-parents have it easy. They go about their days without having to constantly worry about the safety, health, and development of this little ball of flesh that can't do a damn thing for himself. And it's more than just keeping him alive. It's nurturing and teaching and forcing yourself to have conversations with him when he can't talk back because in the back of your head you know that's what you're supposed to do for him to grow up healthy and successful. Some days, you find yourself wanting to just turn on the TV and park the damn kid in a playpen and let him scream until he passes out. He's got a diaper so he shouldn't soil the playpen, and inside there he can't get hurt. It's a constant fight with your own conscience to remember to be a 'parent' and not just 'somebody who has a kid', to remember the difference and strive to be better and not just take the easy way out."


Keira sighed. "Sean used to love playing video games. Did I ever tell you he works at Blizzard now? The point is: he's a gamer at heart, and he had to put that all away when he became a parent. No more WoW. No more PlayStation. There's no time. He works long enough hours that he gets little enough time with Colin, and Sean has to make the most of that narrow window between dinner and 9pm when Colin goes to bed. After that, it's a choice between playing his games, spending time with me, or catching up on sleep. Thankfully for our marriage, he chooses me and the sleep. That's parenthood."


DJ's grip was practically cracking the bones in my hand now.


"And then there's me. Sean makes good money, and the house is paid off. Yeah, my salary more than covers Colin's day care, but Sean's always telling me I could quit and stay home with the baby. Sometimes I think about it. As his mother, I do miss my baby during the day. But on the other hand, Colin's right about to hit pre-school and then he'll be in regular school, and if I quit, what would I be doing with myself then? I'm still young. I'm good at what I do and I still WANT to have a career. But then if we DO have another child, maybe it will make sense for me to become a stay at home mom and look after both of them. But I don't know that I'm ready for that. It's hard enough having given up so many things about my social life to focus on parenthood. Now to give up my career as well and be a mother full-time? I don't know that I'm ready to do that."


DJ was nodding thoughtfully, but her grip didn't ease up on my hand.


Keira sighed, raising her eyes and giving me a bemused look. "I don't know how your parents did it, raising five children. I respect the heck of out them for it, and I've been coming over here quite often to get their advice. The twins have become quite the proficient baby-sitters. And really, that's the light at the end of the tunnel. The baby gets older. He learns to take care of himself more and more and more. Potty training is tough right now, but he'll get there. He's already starting to feed himself. And before I know it, he'll be right in front of me the way you are sitting there, Ben, holding hands with his fiancée telling me he's getting married."


I sat up straight, taking a deep breath. DJ relaxed her grip, and right about then Colin came toddling over from where he'd been playing with the twins, literally launching himself into his mother's arms. Keira scooped him up, nuzzled their noses together, and grinned to hear his happy laughter. DJ swooned and rubbed my forearm with her free hand. And then Keira spun Colin around so he could sit on her lap facing us.


"Look at this face. Isn't he the cutest? And this is what gets you through each day: just how amazing it is to know that you created this bundle of adorable-ness, that you're his mama, and that you're the one thing in the entire world he loves more than anything else."


I grinned, catching Colin's eye and then making funny faces again just to make him giggle.


"So that's parenthood," Keira finished. "Any questions?"





Later that night, in bed, I held DJ in my arms while she looked at me with all sorts of nervousness. I hadn't gotten laid tonight; DJ had been introspective and not in a horny kind of disposition. But I'd focused on being strong and by her side all night instead of looking for release from Adrienne or Brooke. The others recognized DJ's mood and gave us space, and so now here we were, two parents-to-be with a lot to think about now that we were alone for the first time all night.


She first asked the question that had been on her mind for a while, the one about whether or not I'd ever slept with my beautiful older neighbor. I told her about everything, including how she'd been like a mentor to me in learning the ways of love and romance and how to treat a woman. I assured DJ that I trusted Keira completely, and that she'd never steered me wrong.


"So you believe all that she said about how hard it'll be to raise a child?"


"Sure, but it's really nothing we haven't heard before. Lots of books and articles talk about sleep-deprivation and lack of free time."


"I guess. It all just sounded so ... dramatic ... the way she put it."


I smirked. "I'm sure there's a good amount of parental frustration in there, instead of the more clinical descriptions you'd get from a book. But in the end, she's happy. And she clearly loves her son."


"But she's not sure if she'll have another one. Knowing what she knows now, about how hard it is, she might very well decide NOT to have a baby."


"Perhaps. I can certainly imagine how two kids would REALLY be a handful."


DJ went quiet for a long few moments, staring at my chest and rubbing my arm absentmindedly. But after a deep breath, she raised her eyes to mine and asked softly, "Are we ready for this?"


"We will be," I assured her. "We've got until August to get ourselves squared away."


"But even then, will we be ready?"


"Well ... maybe it's like Keira said. We can be as totally prepared as possible, but even then there's no such thing as 'ready' for being a parent. I thought for a long time about being in a relationship with you, a serious one and not just friends-with-benefits fucking around within 'The Family'. I thought long and hard about my remnant feelings for Dawn and about the mechanics and operational complications of being with you. But in the end, I knew I was in love with you when I knew, ready or not."


"ARE you in love with me?"


"Deej..." I frowned, wondering how she could even question that. "Absolutely I'm in love with you."


She sighed, although her expression lightened to hear me say it. But then with a deep exhalation, her smile faded and she leaned forward to press her forehead against my chest. "Hold me, please," she requested quietly.


I held her. I held her tight, rubbing her back and scalp and reassuring her with little phrases that I was here for her and would always be here for her. She shivered a little, but seemed to calm down.


"Tell me everything's going to be okay."


"Everything's going to be okay," I answered.


"Tell me we're going to be good parents."


"We're going to be great parents."


"Tell me we're going to be able to handle work and school and losing out on all the fun things we get to do now since we don't have to take care of an infant 24/7 just yet."


I chuckled and looked down to see she'd picked her head up and was looking at me again. "We'll handle work and school. And we won't lose ALL the fun things we get to do. Reading up on things, the waking-up-every-three-hours thing should only last a couple of months. Paige said that April was sleeping through the night at like 4 months."


"I guess. But there are no guarantees. What if we have a colicky baby? What if he ... or she ... wakes up every three hours until he's a year old? What if ... what if she ... or he ... is disabled?"


"Then we'll love and take care of him or her all the more."


"You're really sure about this, aren't you?"


"Absolutely. I want to marry you. I want to have this child. Never doubt that."


"No..." DJ sighed, looking down at my chest. "I don't..."


Kissing her forehead again, I told her I loved her, feeling better that I'd assured her I didn't have any doubts.


The thing is, I never asked her.


Chapter 11: Big Bear


-- MONDAY, DECEMBER 26, 2005, 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. But this morning I didn't stop at pulling back. I sat up, reached down, and forced my sleepy eyelids open so I could take a good look at the head of the girl cramming nearly eight inches of manmeat into her mouth.


Seeing the sunny blonde locks, I sighed in dramatic relief and flopped onto my back. "Thank gawd."


DJ popped off and gave me a strange look. "Thank gawd? You surprised to find it's me? Who ELSE were you expecting?"


For about six milliseconds, I contemplated telling DJ the story about how Eden and Emma had snuck into my bedroom and woken me and Dawn in this very same fashion last year. Then, it was the girls' fifteenth birthday and they were coming to me to lose their virginities. I'd ultimately turned them away and a full year later I'd sort of forgotten about the whole thing. But for some reason, the instant I felt DJ's mouth around my cock this morning, I'd known exactly today's date and known that it meant the twins were now sixteen.


And yes, I was worried that the twins would do the exact same thing they'd done last year.


But I didn't want to explain all that. Some things were better left unsaid, and shaking my head I stared at the ceiling and replied, "Well, Adrienne and Brooke DID pull this stunt on us the other day. And I explicitly told both of them not to bother us this morning. But Brooke's not very good at listening to my orders when she doesn't feel like it, especially when she's horny."


My answer was true enough, and DJ shrugged before returning back to her blowjob. Although I hadn't said anything, she was only too aware that we hadn't had sex last night, and she seemed to be pretty serious about making sure I never went more than twenty-four hours without an ejaculation.


Poor me.





"Have I thanked you lately for joining our family, Deej?" Brooke called from the back seat of Mom's Highlander. "If it wasn't for you, we'd only have seven people on this trip and I'd end up in the back row with the twins again."


DJ, Adrienne, and I all chuckled. What Brooke said was true: Eight people necessitated two cars for this family trip to Big Bear, so while my parents and the twins took up the family van (the newly-16-year-old twins also being promoted to the middle bucket seats), I drove Mom's SUV. And as one might expect with a 21-year-old behind the wheel, I'd passed my parents back on the 91 and figured we'd beat them to our Big Bear destination by a good half-hour.


Mom and Dad had rented the same three-bedroom house they'd gotten for our last trip two years ago, and since they'd given us the code to the lockbox, when we arrived we were able to get the keys and go right in. Adrienne worked the lights while Brooke started up the house's heater. I was on mule duty carrying in the luggage for all four of us, and even though she was barely pregnant, DJ was expressly forbidden from straining herself beyond the effort required to carry in her purse and a water bottle.


It only took a few minutes to dump all our stuff inside. My parents would have the master bedroom, Adrienne and Brooke had the second bedroom, and DJ and I were in the third. I figured that we might as well start to unpack, but Adrienne cornered me against a wall and asked in a deep, husky voice, "You think we have time before the others get here?"


"Uh, I don't think I drove that much faster than Dad."


Pouting, Adrienne pressed forward until her humongous breasts were crushed against my chest and her pelvis was rubbing against the bulge fighting to grow in my pants. "But I haven't felt you throbbing deep inside me since Christmas Eve, and even that one was really rushed because we had to get back before the others missed us."


"Me, too!" Brooke chirped from across the room.


"Later, girls. Later," I protested. "Realistically, we've only got ten minutes."


"You guys can do it in ten minutes," DJ piped up. "An orgasm each, and one cumload you can snowball. Should just be enough time, and I'll knock at the door when I hear the van pull up outside."


"Thanks, Deej," Brooke cheered happily while darting past her best friend and giving her a peck on the lips. "You're the best!"


By then, Adrienne had already dragged me into a room.


My dad drove more slowly than I'd thought. We finished up and made ourselves presentable with three minutes to spare.





The next several days rolled by with everyone having an absolute blast. We skied, snowboarded, shopped, and had sex. We soaked in the hot tub, we ate good hearty food that felt wonderfully warm and satisfying given the weather, and we bonded as one big family. It was a fantastic trip.


Actually, I couldn't remember ever having a BAD trip to Big Bear. All my memories of this place alternated between sliding my snowboard down white powder drifts and sliding my cock into one nubile body or another. Two years ago my parents had given up the pretense and let Brooke and I share a bedroom, with Adrienne making regular visits as well. Four years ago was that crazy week when my family went home while I stayed behind, shacking up with Adrienne, Candy Carter, Heather Wilkinson, and Lynne Arian. And this year, DJ, Brooke, and Adrienne seemed determined to top my previous trips.


Every night I found myself in bed with one or more of my girls, nevermind that my parents were two doors down or that the twins were in the living room. Truth be told, all four of them were having sex as well, as I confirmed one night when I left the bedroom to rehydrate with a glass of water and heard not only the bedsprings squeaking in the master bedroom, but also the erotic moans of the twins beneath the sofabed's blanket.


I also found out that Eden's and Emma's sexual activities were not restricted to each other. One night I had just finished an ATM on a solo ride with Adrienne and then glanced at the clock, wondering where my fiancée had gone to. I'd left the room and found that neither twin was on the sofa. And after hearing erotic moans coming from Brooke's bedroom, I peeked inside to find Eden, Emma, Brooke, and DJ all tangled up in a four-way lesbian orgy complete with various vibrators and that damned neon purple dildo.


I suppose it made logical sense. Brooke and DJ were little more than three years older than the twins, and I'd certainly banged girls three years younger than myself (or more). Also, Brooke would have had plenty of opportunity to assist the twins in their sexual education once I'd left for college, but this was the first time I'd ever confirmed that all of my younger sisters were having sex with each other.


Not that I'd ever wanted that bit of information confirmed. In fact, I did my best to erase this knowledge from my mind as it was. While my cold, rational brain understood that the twins were sixteen now – and I certainly remembered how horny I'd been at sixteen – the protective big brother in me still thought of Eden and Emma as "the rugrats" and I found that I'd rather be willfully ignorant than know the full truth about how sexually active they really were.


Lord help me if DJ has a girl.


Fortunately, Adrienne was still in a frisky mood when I returned, and I happily gave myself over to her 5'10", 36F voluptuous glory.


Even beyond the obviously great sex, I was having the time of my life with all three of my girls. Each of them shared my enthusiasm for being on this trip, and each of them was going out of their way to make sure I stayed happy.


DJ was still flush with the glow of our joined futures, deliriously in love and excited for our impending marriage and child. She was on a mission to please her husband-to-be, and even though she had help in sexually satisfying her man, she still showered me with affection and love every single moment we were together.


Brooke also seemed happier than she had been in a long while. Maybe it was the change of scenery from college to home and now to Big Bear, but the disconnect I'd felt between my little sister and me ever since she'd come to school felt like it was evaporating in the comfortable familiarity of a family vacation. Once again, she was my doting (if mischievous) little sister, and the mingled affection and lust we'd shared when we were both in high school had returned.


Adrienne had flat out missed me. Even when she'd dropped out of school and moved out of the Berkeley house, she'd only gone across the bay to San Francisco. But now that she'd moved to New York, we hadn't seen each other as often. And now that we were in the same place again for more than just a day or so, she was determined to make up for lost time. Adrienne wound up spending nearly every waking moment of the Big Bear trip by my side, save for those evenings when she deferred to DJ as my fiancée and let us have some alone time.


It's funny ... Even though I was engaged to DJ, if you asked a casual bystander which one of the girls was my girlfriend, they'd probably answer Adrienne. We went everywhere and did everything together, from snowboarding as a pair, to chatting in the house's living room, to leaving the ski lodge dining table to go to the bathroom. Adrienne stood in line with me waiting to rent my gear while DJ and Brooke chatted a few feet in front of us. When DJ and Brooke chickened out of tackling a black diamond slope, she went with me and stayed with me for the next hour before we managed to rendezvous with the others again. And the first time I heard some frat boy call out "Get a room!" was while Adrienne was busy shoving her tongue down my throat while we rolled around the snow within sight of the overhead chairlift.


That's not to say I didn't have any quality time with DJ. My betrothed and I certainly sat next to each other on every chairlift except for the time she and I split up to go down different slopes. We sat together in the lodge dining room during meals. And I certainly got plenty of kisses from her on the slopes as well.


I just seemed to spend more time with Adrienne.


Love is love, and friendship is friendship. In a way, things weren't so different from that summer at camp I spent with both Adrienne and Dawn. Then, Adrienne had been the girlfriend while Dawn was the best friend I spent more time with and was more in tune with. Now, the roles were slightly changed as DJ was my significant other and Adrienne was ... well ... Adrienne. I'd simply shared so much more of my life with her, dating back to high school, and she fundamentally understood me a little better than DJ had learned, that's all.


Plus, Brooke was around. For better or worse, DJ and I seemed to have passed beyond the honeymoon phase of our relationship, passed that time when we simply couldn't get enough of each other and could scarcely bear to be apart. I knew she loved me and she knew I loved her, and there was no fear of losing the other if we let them out of our sight. So much more of HER life had been shared with Brooke, and when going out for activities like the ones we were doing, she naturally gravitated toward her best friend.


When our family spent a day in the park making snowmen, a toboggan course, and having a snowball fight, DJ had no qualms about teaming up with Brooke to attack me. And it only made sense for Adrienne to become my ally against them.


Of course, when the twins went on the offensive, all four of us 'older' kids proceeded to demolish the rugrats beneath a literal hailstorm of powdery white balls...


... at least until Machiavellian Brooke negotiated a truce that resulted in all five girls attacking one lonely me.


I didn't win.


But I sure went down fighting.


It only took me about thirty seconds of futile ducking and fruitless complaints about the unfairness of five-to-one odds before I realized there wasn't any number of snowballs I could throw that would make up for the number being thrown back at me. At that point, I realized that my only advantage remaining was brute strength, and so lowering my head to avoid the dreaded face-shot, I charged the girl closest to me, wrapped her up in a textbook form tackle, and then slammed her down into the nearest snow bank.


The cushy white powder gave way beneath her, breaking her fall and ensuring that she wouldn't be injured. But the impact did shove the collar of her snow jacket beneath the surface, and ice-cold ... uh ... ice ... quickly ran down the back of her neck.


"EEEK! COLD!" Eden shrieked while flailing with all four limbs to try and shove me off. Instead, I reached out with both gloved hands and did my level best to scoop even MORE snow down the back of her jacket.


Several snowballs impacted against my back and head, and I sprang off my baby sister in search of new targets. Brooke was next, having been the most adventurous in closing to point-blank range in order to pelt me with a snowball. So I lowered my shoulder into her midsection before standing up and lifting her into the air, turning around and dropping her into the snow bank just two feet away from Eden.


I shoved more snow down the back of Brooke's jacket as well while she shrieked and screamed. But before I could get up, Eden was up and climbing onto my back, doing her best to shove me face-first into the snow.


I spun and tossed her off me, but Eden's actions started a dog pile with me on the bottom. Emma came to her twin's rescue and by the time I got her off, Adrienne was using her weight to pin my legs while DJ pushed down on my chest. I managed to shrug them both off and climb to my knees, but by then Brooke was getting her revenge by shoving two handfuls of snow down the back of my neck. And I spun around to body slam my little sister before the twins were on top of me once again.


Like I said, I didn't win. In the end, I had handfuls of snow shoved into every opening of my snow clothes, including down the front of my pants. Both of my gloves were missing, as the girls correctly figured out I'd be less apt to shove snow into their clothes once my hands started freezing. And my jacket had been fully unzipped, leaving me that much more susceptible to the cold. But I dished out a good amount of damage myself, and copped quite a few feels while I was at it. And at one point while Brooke sat on my stomach to pin me down, I felt Eden trying to slide my hand up the inside of her shirt, although it was a Pyrrhic victory since she squealed once my frozen fingers grabbed onto her naked tummy.


In the end, I threw up the white flag and audibly surrendered. Everyone got a good laugh out of it, including my parents who had watched the whole thing. And then my evil little sister got a new idea.


"Everybody get Mom and Dad!"





They say time flies when you're having fun, and that was certainly true of this trip. We'd driven up on the 27th, the day after the twins' birthday party, and already it was Saturday, New Year's Eve. We only had two more nights before returning home, and with 2006 approaching, everyone was in a festive mood.


Actually, we were in a particularly festive mood tonight, because out of the blue, Mom and Dad told us they were leaving the house to us. Over the course of the week, they'd met and made friends with another couple, and that couple had invited them to a party to ring in the New Year.


Knowing what I now knew about my parents' sexual lifestyle, my eyebrows had gone up at their announcement. But neither parent's expression gave them away, and I let myself believe they would simply go to a large-scale party at some nice house, have a few glasses of wine, and then return to our place shortly after midnight. I told them to enjoy themselves, and the rest of us 'kids' chimed in with their own well-wishes. And the minute they walked out the door, we all turned to each other and cheered in excitement.


Brooke said it best. "PARTYYYY!!!" she squealed with arms upraised in victory formation.


"So what are we going to do?" DJ asked brightly, deferring to Brooke and Adrienne for organizational ideas.


"Hot tub," Adrienne stated immediately.


"Naked hot tub," Brooke added with a salacious grin.


My eyebrows went up and I gawked at Eden and Emma, who were already grinning unabashedly. "Even the twins?"


Brooke rolled her eyes at me. "They're sixteen. They've sucked your dick and had your tongue in their pussies. I think you can handle seeing them naked."


"Fine, fine," I conceded, somewhat reluctantly but not completely averse to the idea. Yeah, I still had a mental block when it came to sex with the rugrats, but my hormones and the sexual creature inside me sure appreciated just how nicely developed Eden and Emma had become. And yes, Brooke had a point. Even AFTER the whole fiasco last year concerning the twins' virginities, I had still allowed them to share in oral pleasures. It may have been a fine line I was toeing, but I'd made my peace with it then and there. Now, I could certainly handle a little innocent skinny-dipping.


Or maybe even not-so-innocent...





Since the hot tub was a private one for the house, it would take a little while to heat up. I braved the cold to start up the heating elements and then returned inside to find the girls breaking out the champagne glasses and making munchies while watching New Year's Eve specials on TV. DJ passed me a champagne flute, and when I took a sip I nearly spit it out upon finding it was entirely Ketel One vodka.


"What the-?" I sputtered in surprise, seeing all five girls grinning at me.


"Relax. It's not just yours," Brooke explained before literally taking a shot from her champagne glass. "The bubbly stuff is kinda weak. We'll finish with that later. Meantime, I brought the good stuff."


"Hey!" Eden complained after tasting her own flute. "This is Martinelli's!"


"You're barely sixteen. Deal," Brooke stated seriously.


"And you're nineteen," Eden shot back. "Not exactly legal drinking age."


"I'm a legal adult; you're not. Behave and we'll let you have the champagne when we open it."


"C'mon. It's not like we haven't had vodka before," Eden whined.


"Yeah, well how do YOU think Mom and Dad will react if they come home to find you puking into a toilet?"


"Fine," Eden grumped. Emma merely shrugged and took another sip of her sparkling cider.


At length, the hot tub had reached a good temperature and Adrienne announced that we were heading outside. You'd think that since the plan was to skinny dip, it wouldn't be a big deal for the girls to undress in front of me. But for some reason, Adrienne shooed me out the back door and onto the patio, telling me to hop in naked while the girls "changed".


"Change?" I asked in confusion.


"Trust me, Tiger."


I groaned and rolled my eyes, but obeyed. Adrienne's Trust Me's could backfire from time-to-time, but I didn't think that would happen tonight, which meant that whatever she was planning would turn out in my best interests.


She was right, although I didn't get that at first.


The girls went into their bedrooms, with the twins following Brooke into her room to change while I dropped trou by the door and went outside bare-butt naked. The frigid air bit into my skin, but I quickly eased myself into the steaming hot tub and let out a sigh of relief. And then I waited ... and waited ... and waited...


It was probably five minutes, but that's a long time to be spent alone, naked, and helpless in a pool of warm water surrounded by icy frost. The house backed up into the woods, which meant that unless someone was out there hiding behind a tree, no one would be able to see us. But for the moment, that privacy only added to my sense of isolation.


But eventually, the girls began to emerge. Adrienne came first, wearing an aquamarine bikini that at first glance had a lot more material than I would have expected her to wear. The bottoms were boyshorts instead of a cut more along the lines of a thong, and while most of her bra cups plunged deep to show off her cleavage and feature naked titflesh pressed together in the middle, this top had shelf-cups that completely covered the lower two-thirds of each breast. But then Adrienne slipped into the tub, and I suddenly got it. Beneath the surface, the aquamarine color blended with the water and seemed to disappear. And above the surface, the strapless top and shelf-cups were completely out of sight once she slouched a bit, leaving nothing but bare shoulders and naked titflesh bobbing on the waves like balloons. It was a bikini designed to be worn in a hot tub, providing the illusion of nudity, and would provide quite the eye-candy even if she never took it off.


Brooke only walked out after Adrienne was settled in the tub, and I began to think the girls were staggering their arrivals deliberately. This way, my full attention was on the buxom brunette as she sashayed out from the house, oblivious to the cold save for diamond-hard nipples that poked through the sheer material of her bright red halter-top bikini, fastened together at her hips, neck, and back with large bows that tempted me to reach out and tug on them.


DJ was next, having spent the time fixing her sunny blonde hair into an up-do that featured a Heidi headband braid across the top. The style accentuated her graceful neck and the expanse of bare skin from her shoulders down across her chest. The navy blue and white bikini featured scooped bra cups that practically hugged the sides of her big tits while revealing even more creamy flesh front and center, just barely covering her nipples. The two halves were connected in the middle of her chest by a gold ring, and identical rings also connected her bikini bottoms at her hips. She came over right beside me, kissing me once she'd sat down while reaching a hand down to stroke my bare erection a few times.


Having been titillated into quite the sense of arousal by the sight of the three elder girls wearing seductively-designed swimwear, not to mention my fiancée giving me a handjob, my mood leaned far more toward sex and less toward big brotherly protectiveness. I'm certain that was intentional. Only once all three girls were in the tub did the twins finally appear, and when they did, my mind (and eyes) went immediately to the curves they were putting on display.


Eden was clad in black with white trim, and Emma in white with black trim. Eden's hair was up and pinned behind her head with a pair of chopsticks forming a cross, and Emma's was down and flowing. Otherwise, the pair looked as identical as identical twins could be, from their height to the shape of their hips and even the precise amount of titflesh they each showed off.


And yes, I was staring at that titflesh. The twins had begun their growth spurts earlier than my other sisters, understandable now that I was aware of their heritage. This had led not only to their acceleration in height, but also in curves. The breasts being prominently displayed before me were not the developing puffies of pre-teens, nor the gentle mounds of middle-schoolers. With my gaze on their bodies and not their faces, there was no way of mistaking these lovely creatures for anything but women, perhaps only slightly skinnier and somewhat more gawky women than the more fully-formed ones who had slipped into the hot tub before them.


Side-by-side, Eden and Emma sat down on the edge of the tub, dangling their feet in but remaining perched on the patio despite the cold while leaning forward and gripping the tub's rim in their hands for balance. They leaned forward, watching me watching them, and when I finally pulled my gaze from their cleavage I found them both staring intently to read my facial reactions to their display.


"You keep growing up," I croaked, my eyes flicking back down to their tits. The globes straining at the fabric of their bikini tops looked so full that I wondered if their breasts were as big as Brooke's already.


"But we'll always be your rugrats," Emma sighed ruefully, and then Eden slapped her sister's arm as if Emma had gone off script and said something she shouldn't have.


Indeed, the reminder that the twins were my rugrats suddenly super-imposed their 7-year-old bodies over the 16-year-old ones, and the chubby that had been forming beneath the water immediately began to soften. I shook my head and averted my eyes, and with the moment broken, the twins hurriedly slipped into the hot water and sighed in relief to be out of the cold.


Once everyone was seated, I voiced the question that had been on my mind since Adrienne first walked out wearing her bikini. "Why am I the only one naked?"


The girls giggled and Brooke answered for the crowd. "You have two choices: Either get up and go put some trunks on, in which case all of us will keep our bikinis on. Or stay here like this and I promise all of us will join you in nudity in due time."


Rolling my eyes, I got up and turned around to get out of the tub. Four years ago I would have been cowed by such a challenge, choosing to go along with whatever plans whatever hot girl(s) had made so that I'd get to see more tits or get more sex. Hell, TWO years ago I would have caved.


But I was done with being manipulated. Going outside naked and waiting for Adrienne's "Trust Me" I could handle to a point. After all, there's a bit of fun and excitement in the mystery of not knowing what's going on. It's like wrapping paper on a Christmas present – you get a thrill in finding out what's inside.


This, however, wasn't simply a mystery present. This was Brooke playing evil, and I was over it. Calling her bluff, I got out of the pool while DJ tugged on my hand and pleaded, "Where are you going?"


Despite the chilly air, I paused and jerked a thumb at my sister. "She gave me an ultimatum. I'm choosing 'clothed'."


"But Bennn," Eden whined.


I shot my baby sister a harsh look and started walking. Only then did Brooke pipe up, pleading, "Okay, okay. I'm sorry."


Her apology made me stop and turn around.


"Get back in the tub, please? I'll stop being evil."


I arched an eyebrow and gave her a skeptical look.


Brooke, contrite, explained, "Well, I'll stop being evil for tonight."


"Fair enough." I went back to the tub, slipping under the warm water with a relieved smile. It WAS cold outside.


Adrienne, seated on my other side, patted my thigh beneath the surface. "Let us play our game, okay? We're all getting naked, believe me. I just thought it would be more fun for you to watch us strip rather than come out here as naked as you."


"Okay, see? Now was that so hard? You girls don't have to play mind games with me."


"But mind games are fun!" Brooke pouted, and to my amusement, I saw Eden and Emma nodding as well. I could only imagine what mind games the twins were playing on the poor boys of high school, most all of whom would be as susceptible as I'd been at sixteen, if not more.


I simply gestured for the girls to get on with it.


"Okay, Truth or Dare time!" Eden announced.


"No," I stated in a gravelly voice, which shut my sister up quick. She gave me a confused look, and I eyed both twins carefully. "No Truth or Dare. Being naked with you two is one thing. But I do NOT want to know any details of your sex lives. Nope. Nuh-uh. Not happening. Allow Big Brother some willful ignorance and let me continue to believe you are innocent, virginal little girls."


"But Bennn," Eden whined.


"Okay, continuing to whine in that tone is NOT going to make me think you've matured."


"Fine," she pouted in the exact same tone.


"Then what? We go straight to the orgy?" Brooke countered.


"No. Can we just relax and enjoy each other's company for a bit?" I pleaded with a sigh. "Believe me, I LOVE having sex with you girls. But seriously, am I just a convenient dick to you?"


"Of course not, honey," DJ soothed, stroking my arm.


"We could play Spin-the-Bottle," Adrienne suggested.


"With five girls and one guy?" I wondered with an arched eyebrow.


Adrienne grinned. "So the ratio is in my favor. Yours too."


"You'd be okay with that?" I asked, surprise evident in my tone. "Even as young as the twins are?"


Adrienne sighed. "I've gotten over that phobia. Besides, look at them. Dress them up, do their makeup right, and give them a fake ID and both girls could pass for 21 to get into a bar."


"Really?" Eden chirped.


"NO, NOT really," I growled. "Do NOT try it at home."


"Phooey..."


Adrienne shrugged. "Eden, how tall are you now?"


"5'8."


"And what's your cup size?"


"34C."


Shit, their breasts really WERE as big as Brooke's. Bigger than Brandi's even. They may have been chronologically sixteen, but the Evans blood running through their veins had certainly given them a jump-start on physical development.


But despite their physical maturity, I knew their mental maturity was still that of 16-year-olds. The day before we'd driven up here, the twins had celebrated their birthday with a bunch of friends and I'd been struck by just how ... childish ... high school juniors could be. I hadn't noticed, of course, when I was the same age myself. But now that I was 21 and a senior in college, I couldn't help but realize that teenagers really ARE immature little shits.


So shaking my head, I said, "No Spin-the-Bottle. It's a high school game designed to create opportunities for people to lock lips with other people they've secretly got crushes on. I can kiss any of you any time I want."


"But can we kiss you anytime we want?" Emma protested.


Sighing, I slid across the tub, keeping my shoulders just a couple of inches above the water the whole way. The tub wasn't very big, so I was on top of Emma nearly before she realized it, and my little sister squeaked in surprise before my hands drew her head in and I seared a white-hot kiss across her lips.


My tongue darted in and out, and the kiss was over before Emma realized what had happened; I was already sitting in my spot between DJ and Adrienne once again by the time she caught her breath. Emma's eyes glittered and a sheepish smile spread across her face, and with the ice now broken, I saw that Eden had gotten it in her head to come over and steal a kiss as well.


But I held a hand up and said, "No, not yet."


My baby sister pouted once again.


I shook my head and favored her with a smile. "Soon enough, little one. I'm serious. Can we all just relax and enjoy each other's company? Our parents are gone until at least midnight. We're soaking in a hot tub together. And we've got plenty of alcohol. Yes, even the twins can have some. Forget the mind games. Lose your suits or keep them on; it's up to you. But PLEASE let's stop trying to manipulate one another and let us just be a family."


"A family that plays together though, huh?" Brooke asked in a voice laced with innuendo and waggling eyebrows that suggested even more.


I smirked. "Yes, little sister. I'm naked and I've got a chubby that your best friend here keeps stroking no matter what I say."


DJ blushed and smiled, but didn't stop her slow handjob beneath the surface.


"You'll get yours, eventually," I promised Brooke. "The night is still young."


"What about us?" Eden complained. "Fine, no mind games in trying to manipulate you into doing stuff with us, but you KNOW what we want."


I sighed, sinking a couple of more inches into the water. It wasn't that the idea of messing around with the twins wasn't appealing to me. Indeed, their spectacular bodies and naughty innocence was quite the turn-on, and it wasn't like we hadn't gotten to third base before. For us to progress beyond a triple and start rounding for home I honestly thought was an inevitability, at least so long as they remained interested in me. But the big brother part of me went to war with the sexual creature inside, and my rational brain could at least hope to delay the inevitable until they were, say... 21. By then I'd be 26 and the age gap wouldn't seem such a big deal.


But here we were, more or less naked in a hot tub with our parents gone for several more hours. There was alcohol to be consumed, a new year to celebrate, and three horny bitches who were sure to take me for a ride tonight. For Eden or Emma, or both, to slip in there somewhere and take what they wanted ... well, it wasn't necessarily an inevitability, but it certainly was a probability.


"I do know," I replied softly, resigning myself to the twins' lust for my body and my own lust for theirs. I wouldn't commit myself to doing anything tonight, and truth be told if I could find a way to put them off for another year or so I would. But at the same time, I did love them and now that they were sexually-active, birth control-protected young women, there really weren't any good reasons NOT to give them what they (and truthfully, what -I-) wanted.


Taking a deep breath, I leaned forward and reached a long arm across the tub, snatching Eden's wrist and abruptly pulling her out of her seat. She flew across the tub toward me on a wave before I caught her, dipped her head back, and seared her lips with a kiss even fiercer than the one I'd just given Emma. Simultaneously, I let my hands glide down her body, stroking her back before finding the clasp of her bikini top. Deftly, I unhooked it and then pulled back with both hands, whipping the garment away from her naked bosom. And still with my mouth locked with hers, I ran my hands back down her sides and into the back of her bikini bottoms, palming both cheeks of her drum-tight ass and yanking her crotch against my naked erection.


Eden moaned, quivered, and came, just like that. The heady rush of the kiss, the titillating surprise at finding herself topless, and the sexual heat of feeling my thick bulge pressed against her pussy took her over the top. And I continued holding and kissing her until her moaning orgasm abated and strength returned to her legs, allowing her to once again support her own weight.


When I pulled away from my horny baby sister, I glanced around and found everyone in the tub staring at us. Brooke, and to a lesser extent Emma, appeared ready to jump in. But after pecking Eden one last time, I gently pushed her back toward her own seat while turning and climbing out of the tub once again. I grabbed a towel that Adrienne had brought out for me, and to everyone's confusion I started walking back into the house.


"Hey! Where are you going?" Adrienne complained.


"Relax. The old TV in there is just on bunny ears. I saw an extension cord and I'm going to move the whole thing out here so we can watch the shows from in the tub. Meanwhile, the rest of you cool off, okay?"


"Cool off? But I'm ready to GO!" Brooke whined.


"Relax ... and enjoy each other's company, remember?" I stated slowly and evenly.


Brooke pouted, Eden was touching her lips dreamily while Emma held her twin sister, and both Adrienne and DJ smirked at each other. They knew what I knew. I was putting the brakes on things for now, but in the end this would be a night none of us would ever forget.





In retrospect, it might have been a better idea to have let the girls start the orgy right away. Everyone was pretty sober, and while an early start would have allowed more time for things to escalate and potentially get out of hand, a few initial orgasms might have sated the girls' appetites sooner and while everyone was more capable of rational decision-making.


As it was, the girls did exactly as I asked, relaxing and enjoying each other's company. We kept up lively conversation for the most part and glanced idly at the television during the infrequent lulls. The drinks got passed around, and once all of us 'elder folk' got a few rounds in us nobody, not even I, protested when the twins got their hands on the good stuff as well. Content relaxation gave way to alcohol-buzzing giggliness. Giggles turned to splashing. Splashing turned to fondling. And fondling started resulting in clothes coming off.


Adrienne got curious as to the firmness and size of Eden's bare tits, hefting them and rubbing the younger girl's nipples in her palms. That led to Emma's top coming off so Adrienne could compare, and Brooke wondered aloud how in the hell it was the twins who ended up topless first.


Adrienne promptly went over and yanked off Brooke's bikini top AND bottoms, tugging at the red bows until the whole thing fell apart into amorphous strips of fabric. More than rubbing Brooke's nipples, Adrienne tweaked them before sliding a hand between my sister's thighs and slipping a finger into Brooke's channel, her path unobstructed by any clothes.


Though my conscience protested, my heartbeat accelerated to watch Eden and Emma's breasts come into view and then get fondled. Once Adrienne started fingerbanging Brooke, I decided I needed more stimulation than DJ's idle handjob, so I pulled my fiancée into my lap, tugged her bikini bottom to the side, and then sat her down, my thick cock penetrating her tight cunny slowly.


DJ didn't make a sound except to sigh. Her natural lubrication compensated for the water's friction, but it was still slow going and she had to have felt every bump and ridge of my dick spreading her open for me. Once I was fully seated, we still didn't draw attention to ourselves, DJ pivoting her hips in a circular motion that carved my shaft around the walls of her tunnel without moving me in and out. But while the twins' attentions were initially on Brooke and Adrienne, Eden soon glanced over and figured out what DJ and I were up to.


I didn't immediately notice Eden noticing us. While my dick was in my fiancée and my hands were underneath her bikini cups so I could palm her big tits, my eyes were ogling a different pair of big tits since Brooke had removed Adrienne's top and was presently motorboating her face in those hooters. The first time I realized someone had joined us was when DJ tensed up slightly, her inner muscles clamping down around me as she stopped her circular rotations. And then I glanced back to see her head tilted while she locked lips with my 16-year-old sister three inches in front of my face.


Seriously, I think my cock may have swelled up to reach a full eight inches watching Eden's tongue snake out and play with DJ's. And if that sight got me going, watching Eden wink at me, reach around to yank open the knot holding up DJ's bikini top, and then bend over to suck on the blonde's teats nearly made me blow my load.


But not yet. The girls had plans for that.


I actually didn't ejaculate at all while we were in the hot tub. Although my instinct was to grab onto DJ's hips and start banging her down against my crotch until I fountained a big load of sperm up and into her womb, she got off my dick before I could do so as she wrapped her arms around Eden's body and carried the younger girl off to a heavier makeout session. Beside them, Emma was watching wide-eyed and downing a full champagne glass worth of vodka/cranberry. And having realized DJ had left me, Adrienne turned away from Brooke, glided over to kiss me, and then set a knee on the hot tub bench to either side of my hips before pulling my cock into position and then sinking herself down on it with a dreamy sigh.


She didn't fuck me. Instead, she simply cuddled herself against my chest while savoring the sensation of being filled with Ben-cock. Behind my head was my half-filled glass of vodka/cranberry, and Adrienne took it, sipped it, and then fed me the sweet concoction mouth-to-mouth. And then she giggled and bent down to lick up the trickle of spillage that had leaked down the side of my chin.


"Having fun, Tiger?"


"How could I not, when I'm inside you?"


"Mmm, good answer." And then she kissed me again, this time without the vodka/cranberry.


Brooke wound up joining in with DJ and Eden, leaving Emma to gawk at all of us nervously. While she was clearly aroused, she was also just as clearly nervous about the situation. Apparently messing around with Brooke and DJ was one thing. Doing so in full view of me and Adrienne, let alone joining me and Adrienne, was something she was still hesitant to do, even with several glasses worth of alcohol in her system.


But it was Adrienne who went out of her way to include the youngest member of our group, even if it was only by a few minutes. Slipping off my cock, she gently approached Emma, whispering soothing thoughts and compliments about the younger girl's developing beauty. Adrienne had put her hands on Emma's body once tonight already, so it was easy enough to do so again without alarming her. And after several husky whispers into my baby sister's ear, Adrienne slowly pecked her way along Emma's jaw line before finally turning the girl's cheek and planting a solid kiss right on her mouth.


The two groups of girls carried on for a little while, eventually ending up entirely naked with all of their suits thrown up along the rim of the tub. I lay back, sipping a fresh drink and watching all the female flesh around me, confident that I would get my own eventually. And sure enough, at length Adrienne and Emma broke apart and then came over to me.


It was Emma in the lead, deep arousal in her eyes as she stared at me. I could only imagine what must have been going through her head all these years, first learning that I was fucking Adrienne in our house at night and then gradually figuring out I was nailing Brandi and Brooke as well. The twins had once complained to me that it wasn't fair for me to sleep with their older sisters but not them, despite our age difference. I'd put them off for a couple of years, but they'd still spent their formative adolescence seeing me as the example of manhood that sexually satisfied the women of the household. I suppose their earliest sexual fantasies included me in them – along with various pop stars and celebrities – and no matter what experiences they may have had since then, their desire for me would likely remain.


But not yet. We were beyond look but don't touch, but my conscience strove to keep me on the side of touch but don't fuck. Thankfully, I didn't have to worry about coming up with any deflections this time, as Emma crawled into my lap while saying in a quiet voice, "I just want to kiss you."


Well, we could certainly do that.


I cradled my baby sister's naked body in my arms, my erection still strong and throbbing but safely trapped beneath her thigh as she sat sideways in my lap. I held her in my arms, and she literally swooned as I took her breath away with my kisses. And together we reveled in the sinfully incestuous pleasure of making out without quite worrying about the inherent wrongness of coital contact.


We kissed and we kissed and we kissed some more, kissing apparently all that Emma really wanted right now and something I was only too happy to give her. Eventually, Adrienne left us to join the other three, and my ears were filled with the sounds of feminine orgasmic moaning as god knows what the four of them were doing to each other.


But when Emma and I finally pulled apart to breathe, I decided that I'd had enough of the hot tub and the limitations of being wet and outdoors. "Let's take a shower," I suggested, and my baby sister's face lighting up was answer enough for me.


Her bikini was left outside, not to be retrieved until much later in the evening by Adrienne. I did grab our towels, patting us dry just inside the house's sliding door before scooping Emma into my arms and carrying her into the single bathroom. The house's heater had done a good job of making the place nice and toasty, but Emma's skin was still goosebumped and her nipples perky while she waited for me to get the shower water warm.


Once in the bathtub, she flowed into my arms for more kissing. We kissed the way I remembered kisses in junior high, when they were the ultimate and well before thoughts of actually having sex entered the equation. I got myself more comfortable with her naked body by soaping Emma up and shampooing her hair. Really, it was more about recovering the comfortability I'd felt with her last year when I'd been willing to get to third base with her in the first place. But then soon we were cleaned off, and as we stepped outside it was to find all four of the other girls scurrying inside and attempting to fit simultaneously into a bathtub not big enough for all of them.


More or less dried off, Emma swung her arms out from her nude body and smirked at me. "Clothes? Or stay naked?"


"Clothes. Pajamas," I replied before thinking an extra heartbeat and adding, "But no bra."


Emma giggled and went to her suitcase parked behind the sofa. I should have gone into my own room and followed my own directions, but instead I stood there with the towel wrapped around my waist, watching my baby sister get dressed.


She put on the same pajamas she'd been wearing most of the week, pants and a long-sleeved top in white with green and yellow accents. Once dressed, she gave me an expectant look, and with a smile I finally turned and went into the bedroom I shared with DJ. Squatting, I fished out my own pajamas from my suitcase and tossed them onto the bed, but I never managed to get into them. That's because the moment I dropped my towel, Emma tackled me across the mattress, parked herself over my crotch, and then jammed her mouth down around the first five inches of my upright cock.


Having been primed for a long time, first by thirty minutes of DJ's idle handjob in the tub, then gently fucking first DJ and then Adrienne, I didn't have a whole lot of control left. Emma's damp hair tickled my inner thighs before she reached up with a hand and swept it behind her head, rolling her baby brown eyes up to look at me looking at her. She smiled around a mouthful of meat, bobbing her head up and down and banging my mushroom head against the back of her throat. She tried to deep-throat me a couple of times, never quite getting past her gag reflex and giving up to focus on jacking the rod in her hands while polishing the knob with speed and pressure.


It was a great blowjob, much better than the ones she'd given me last year. I didn't know what sexual experiences she'd had since then, and I didn't really want to know. That she'd improved was to be expected as a matter of time an opportunity. On the other hand, it was a bit of a relief to find that she hadn't learned to deep-throat. A big brother must maintain some illusion of his baby sister's relative innocence.


Then again, what she was doing to me wasn't exactly innocent. Her mouth was full of saliva which drizzled down onto my shaft and slickened it for her pumping hands. She bobbed rapidly, fucking her own face with my prick and causing exquisite sensations to shoot up into my brain. And I held her head in my hands, moaning, "Oh, Emma! Fuck, baby girl! You're so good! Suck me. Suck me!"


She sucked me. Energized by my encouragement, she sucked my cock with unbridled teenage enthusiasm. At some point, she closed her eyes and moaned rapturously, as if the very act of having my dick in her mouth was going to give her an orgasm. And with her eyes closed, she started mouth-fucking me faster and harder and tighter.


"FUUUCK, Emma. I'm gonna cum!" I grunted. "I'm gonna cum in your mouth! Take it baby girl! Swallow my spunk. I'm cumming, Emma! I'm cumming!"


And then I was actually cumming. Emma jerked as if she'd been slapped the instant the first shot impacted against her inner cheek. Her eyes flew open and she quickly swallowed four inches of cock and worked her throat muscles to drink down my spending. Two, then three, then four shots splattered inside her mouth. But before she could take it all, she abruptly pulled off my prick and clenched her entire face down, crying out her own climax. "EEEYAAAAHHH!!!"


Only then did I see that Eden was just behind her twin, her forearm pumping as she evidently had a couple of fingers inside Emma's twat. Emma screamed with her eyes closed and her hands still pumping my prick, milking out wad after wad of spunk into her face. But soon my well went dry and Emma could focus on the sensations her sister was giving her. And then at last, her orgasm passed, and she turned to collapse on her side on the bed next to me.


Swiftly, Eden moved in to lick up the rest of my jism from her twin's face. She snowballed it back to Emma, giving her younger sister all of what she'd been unable to initially swallow. But then once that task was complete, Eden stared at me with undisguised lust glittering in her eyes, and with an evil grin that would have made Brooke proud, she ducked her head and went to work reviving my spent cock.


I recognized the look. Brooke had it more than a few times herself. It was a look that signaled she was in a very particular mood tonight, a mood under which she would NOT be taking no for an answer. Eden had that look, and I suddenly knew that what had once seemed distantly inevitable, and then most likely probable, now felt like a near certainty tonight.





Yeah, I recognized the look in Eden's eyes, but just because she didn't want to take no for an answer didn't mean -I- had to give her what she wanted. After all, disappointment is a part of life, and learning to temper your expectations to that which is actually feasible is a part of growing up. So despite my baby sister's pure lust for me, I resolved not to give her what she wanted.


Thing is, the longer the night went on, the more my resolve seemed to crumble.


At first, I was able to deflect some of the attention by keeping my focus on the older girls. The easiest way of removing temptation was to stick my cock somewhere the twins couldn't get to it, so once Eden got me hard I got up, went out into the living room, and found DJ in a 69 with Brooke on the shag rug in front of the fireplace. I then rammed myself nearly eight inches up my fiancée's twat, thus safely ensconcing my member out of Eden's reach, and the next ten minutes or so were spent switching back and forth between DJ's pussy and Brooke's mouth.


I let my little sister suck her best friend's juices off my dick, until DJ couldn't handle any more orgasms and rolled away while Brooke crooked a finger to me and spread her legs in open invitation. I circled around, bent to kiss the horny brunette, and then slid myself home.


From this reversed vantage point, I had a point-blank view of the couch. Adrienne was seated on it buck naked, with a twin eagerly exploring her lush body from either side. Emma had her tongue down Adrienne's throat and one hand on the older girl's left breast. Eden had Adrienne's right breast in her mouth while her hand pumped two fingers in and out of the blonde's honey pot.


Watching them, I couldn't help but remember Adrienne's old phobias about getting involved with younger girls. She wouldn't even have sex with anyone a grade below her because of it, male or female. But with time and therapy she'd gotten past her hang-ups, and now even the five-and-a-half-year age gap between her and the twins apparently didn't bother her in the slightest.


So why did it bother me?


Or did it really?


After all, I certainly had no qualms about busting a nut down Emma's throat just minutes ago, or Eden's oral efforts immediately following. I already knew I wouldn't mind going down on either girl, giving them that form of pleasure in a way that certainly would be frowned upon in polite society, not only for the incest factor but also for our ages. And if I was willing to go that far, why not a little farther?


Last year, my reasons for rejecting them had a lot to do with their virginities, but it had more to do with the idea of introducing them to intercourse. I was worried that if I started the twins off with the Big Ben Experience, they would never be able to match it once I was gone and they would spend the rest of their high school lives futilely trying to recapture that kind of bliss. Cocky pride that sex with me would ruin them? Well, yeah. But I also had some unbiased evidence to back it up, and the same thing more or less had happened to Brooke. Even today, despite having a boyfriend, she still came to me for the super-shagging she couldn't find anywhere else.


That was less of an issue now. The girls were high school juniors, and had a full year to have sex with other people. It was no longer quite the exciting mystery it once was, and their expectations had to have been tempered. Yeah, sex with me might still blow their minds, but at least I wouldn't be their FIRST. Having gone through their own experiences, they'd understand that not ALL sex would be like it was with me, and would be able to return to ordinary high school boys without unrealistic hopes for their capabilities.


Also, the "baby sister" rationale was losing steam. I was fucking Brooke right at this moment, and SHE was my little sister. As for the "baby" part, as I watched Eden and Emma climbing all over Adrienne's body, I realized that I simply couldn't see them in that way anymore. An inch taller than Brooke, and sporting the same bra sizes, they were fully-formed women now. Their bodies were ready for adult sex, and there was no way to look at them and deny it.


And if I had to admit it to myself, I WANTED to fuck them.


I wanted to bend those slender-yet-stacked bodies in half and fucking POUND them. I wanted to see their pretty eyes roll up into their heads as they screamed from pleasure overload while cumming on MY cock. The twins were gorgeous, and undeniably fuckable, and I WANTED to be the one fucking them, not some pimply-faced dweeb.


"Ho. Ly. SHIT!" Brooke squeaked beneath me, and HER eyes rolled up into her head while I shook her entire body like a rag doll. I hadn't even realized how hard I'd started fucking her, my mind drifting away to fantasies of having one twin or the other beneath me. Her cries and whimpers drew me back to the real world for a moment, but with my illicit thoughts of stretching a 16-year-old twin farther than she'd ever been stretched before, I couldn't help but keep up the pace I had begun and let Eden's face cover Brooke's similar features for only a moment.


"Cum in me..." Brooke/Eden moaned, and that's all it took. Still fantasizing that I would be sperming my baby sister, my balls contracted and with a bellow I fired both cannons deep within her recesses. My hips went into overdrive, grinding my pelvic bone down on her clit and maximizing her orgasm. And when our mutual climaxes finished, I collapsed on top of her feeling more deeply satisfied than I had recent memory.


But then Brooke broke the fantasy by giggling and saying, "THAT was quite the ride, big brother. What's gotten into you?"


"You just felt so good," I told her, while fighting down my disappointment that I HADN'T just spermed a baby twin. And then I looked up, my eyes meeting Eden's, and I saw the exact same disappointment on her face as well.


You both want it. Why not DO it?



At least that's what the sexual creature inside me argued.


[[You can't. You promised yourself, and you promised Mom.]]


That promise to Mom ended last year.



[[Did it?]]


Mom knows it's gonna happen sooner or later. Why not 'sooner'?



My conscience and my hormones continued their little argument. In the meantime, my body apparently continued having sex on autopilot. I didn't need to call up user manuals with these girls; I knew my way around their bodies by heart. DJ did the honors of reviving me for a third round, and Adrienne was calling for her turn. Spinning around, the busty blonde knelt on the couch cushions and braced herself against the backrest. And with both hands on her bodacious breasts, I got a firm grip and slammed my way in.


After Adrienne got an orgasm, DJ and then Brooke parked themselves right next to her in the same position. I switched over to DJ, and after a minute or two switched over to Brooke. And that's when I realized that Eden had set herself up in the same position next to Brooke while Emma took the empty space on Adrienne's far side.


It was tempting. This far gone into the orgy, it was super tempting. I had five beautiful babes lined up in a row for my pleasure, and I really WANTED to go up and down that row. I was drunk and horny and my rational brain wasn't quite keeping up with me, but despite the near-complete erosion of my resolve, my conscience was hanging on by a thread. Sighing, I shook my head in the negative, and before the twins could really protest, Adrienne backed out of position and ruined the five-ass visual.


"Be right back," she called as she darted into the room she shared with Brooke. In the meantime, I switched over to DJ, focusing my sexual energies on the glorious fuckability of my fiancée. And moments later, Adrienne re-emerged wearing a familiar device.


"You girls stay right there," the blonde ordered. "You wanna get fucked? You're gonna get FUCKED."


You might think that Adrienne going to town pounding Eden and Emma doggy-style might have resolved my dilemma. The twins got to feel their pussies get stretched, and since they were occupied, I was off the hook and free to keep banging Brooke and DJ. But the thing is, watching the twins get pounded only made me HORNIER ... and it made ME want to be the one doing the pounding.


I had to tear myself away from the scene, and grabbing Brooke and DJ by the hands I dragged them both into my bedroom. I flopped onto my back, pulling DJ up to my face so I could smother myself in legal-aged pussy, and I felt Brooke take my cock into her mouth for her special kind of oral worship.


But right around the time DJ clamped her thighs around my ears and screamed her orgasm, I felt Brooke's mouth leave me and a different mouth take its place. The dick knew instantly that it wasn't Adrienne giving me a blowjob, and so process of elimination let me know that at least one of the twins had joined us in the bedroom. And when minutes later that mouth left me, replaced by a tight pussy sinking down around my shaft, I felt my heartbeat race up to the breaking point as adrenaline coursed through my veins.


My mind was so clouded with the possibilities that I couldn't possibly attempt a guess at my coital partner's identity. Could it be Brooke? Could it be Adrienne? Or could it be one of the girls that I shouldn't be doing this with. My mind was playing tricks on me, giving me information about the tightness and wetness and weight of the girl that all conflicted in such a way that I couldn't tell what was real sensation, what was figment of my fantasy imagination, and what was wishful thinking on the part of my conscience. I desperately wanted to believe that a twin hadn't just mounted me, and yet also desperately wanted to believe one HAD. It wouldn't be my fault in this position. I couldn't see, and couldn't resist. -I- hadn't initiated this sex act, and so I should be absolved of all guilt and responsibility, right?


At first, I simply let her fuck me. I closed my eyes and willfully ignored her identity, focusing on getting DJ off to one more orgasm. My hips bucked upward, giving both myself and my partner the extra stimulation, but otherwise I let her do her thing and concentrated on doing my own.


But then DJ squealed in another climax, and she rolled off me. The impediment blocking my vision was gone, but I kept my eyes closed, not yet ready to face reality, for better or worse.


And then reality came to me.


Someone was kissing me – well, half-kissing and half-licking the girlcum on my face. Teenaged giggles lit up in my ear, and I opened my eyes to see Eden grinning at me before giving me another kiss.


For a second, I felt both panic and elation as I felt the pussy still humping up and down my cock, but then I realized that Eden's face wasn't moving in sync with the sensation, and moreover, the angle was all off. Eden was leaning over the bed BESIDE me, which meant...


My eyes drifted upward, and I let out a sigh to see my fucker's identity. Brooke ... NOT Emma ... rode up and down my cock. And I exhaled in both relief and disappointment.


"You didn't?" I gasped at Eden, gesturing with my eyes toward her big sister bouncing happily on my dong.


Eden frowned. "Mounting you unawares while you couldn't even see? We thought about that when we were thirteen, remember? Ana Ramirez? I can't think of another time I saw you SO pissed off at having sex. No ... I wouldn't do that to you."


I exhaled again in relief, setting my head back down on the mattress. And in the meantime, Brooke used my cock to get herself off to one more orgasm.


"But now? Now you can see. Now you're aware. And we both know that we BOTH want this." Sliding herself onto the bed, Eden cuddled herself up next to me. Brooke dismounted my prick, which was still red and throbbing and desperate for its next ejaculation. And when Eden hugged her naked body against mine and then rolled herself backward, pulling me up onto one elbow so that I loomed over her lush tits, I found that my cockhead was aiming of its own accord at her pretty pink pussy.


"The last time Brooke mounted you and you worried that it might be me, you freaked out," Eden cooed happily. "But this time, you simply kept fucking her. Thrust harder, even."


With that, Eden grabbed my hips and pulled me over her. I didn't resist – couldn't resist. I couldn't respond except to breathe, painfully aware of the way my mushroom head had notched itself at her entrance and ever-so-slightly parted her labia with just a little bit of pressure.


"It's time, big brother. It's time," Eden breathed. She was right; I wanted her. And all Brooke or DJ did was slide out of the way, giving me and my baby sister this moment. Emma and then Adrienne appeared in the doorway, both of them with curious smiles on their faces.


This was it. Eden's legs spread around mine, her heels hooking behind my calves. My chest was on top of hers, feeling her diamond-hard nipples etching against my pectorals. My cockhead pushed down into her folds, opening her up, and with a smile, Eden reached up and kissed me. And then I prepared for the lunge that would finally erase all lingering doubts and push me into her body.


And then a phone rang.


It wasn't mine; I didn't recognize the tone. But the sound was jarring enough to stop my forward movement with my head opening her pussy but not yet past the threshold. Eden broke our kiss and turned to look in the direction of the sound, and the musical jingle continued from somewhere over by my suitcase.


DJ gasped and covered her mouth. Her action drew my attention, and she gave me a pained look, "I'm sorry," she said. "That's my phone, and I recognize the special ringtone."


"Who is it?"


DJ sighed. "It's Dawn."





The anxiety on my face was evident, and though Eden could have tugged me into her body with the flex of her legs or a solid yank from her hands currently palming my ass, she didn't. Neither of us wanted the first coupling between us to be anything but just right, and that wasn't going to happen right now. The moment had been broken, and with a sigh, Eden pushed on my hips so that my cock became dislodged and I rolled off of her.


But DJ was already off the bed and going for her phone, muttering, "I'm sorry. I should have turned it off or something. Lemme just shut the thing up and you two can go back--"


"No, no. It's okay," I interrupted, sitting up on the edge of the bed and wondering why Dawn would call right now. It was 10pm on New Year's Eve. She could be calling simply to wish us all a Happy New Year, but somehow I knew the explanation wouldn't be so simple. She hadn't contacted any of us since disappearing back up to Morris Camp, and somehow we all knew this wasn't a social call.


DJ held the phone aloft, gesturing it toward me. "Do you want to talk to her?"


I frowned, shaking my head. "She's not calling ME. She's calling YOU."


DJ paled, and then turned to stare at the screen. A moment later, the phone went silent and the lights shut off, and DJ sighed in obvious relief. Maybe later she would listen to the voicemail and decide then how to feel or react.


But DJ wasn't given that choice. Fifteen seconds later, the phone started ringing again with the same special tone DJ had assigned for her sister. And this time, with a stricken face DJ looked over at me and then opened up the clamshell. "H- Hello?"


A burst of noise at high volume forced DJ to immediately recoil from her cell phone, and it took me a second to realize the noise was the sound of someone's voice. Holding the phone a couple of feet away, DJ thumbed the volume control, taking the noise level down a couple of notches. Only then did she put the phone back to her ear and start trying to get a word in edgewise. "Dawn? Dawn! Chill out! ... Are you drunk?"


The burst of noise shot back again, even with the reduced volume control. DJ again had to pull the phone away from her head, and tiredly she turned around and sat back down on the bed.


The remotest sexual mood was gone. I'd never gotten that third ejaculation, but my prick was deflating and given the situation, it wouldn't be coming back up anytime soon. Eden pouted briefly, but then sighed and got up. She pecked my cheek and then slid off the bed, heading back out into the living room. Meanwhile, Brooke went over to DJ's suitcase, pulling out her friend's pajama top and tossing it to her. It wasn't that DJ was ashamed of her nudity among us, but this just wasn't the time to be naked.


For a minute or two, DJ simply held the pajama top to her chest, more or less covering herself without completely covering herself. Her head was bowed and her eyes closed, and after a while she started thumbing the volume control back up as Dawn's voice apparently came down to normal levels. But despite the reduced volume, there was no doubt that Dawn's words were upsetting DJ as my fiancée's face fell and contorted into a pained grimace. Several times, she tried to interrupt, saying, "Dawn..." A couple of times, she seemed to be defending herself, saying, "I didn't mean--", "It wasn't like that--", and "Of course I never meant--".


But none of those phrases was ever finished, and when DJ's shoulders began to slump, a now-dressed Brooke moved forward and enveloped her best friend in a hug. I looked up to see that Adrienne had also retrieved a pajama top and was settling onto the bed beside me, her hand on my thigh. And all three of us watched DJ continue to wilt beneath whatever verbal onslaught Dawn was dishing out.


At last, I couldn't take it anymore. Reaching forward, I took hold of DJ's cell phone, and she didn't resist when I plucked it away. DJ's eyes were rimmed red, with tears rolling down her cheeks as she turned to look at me, but she merely watched as I thumbed the handset over to speakerphone and then set it down on the bed between all of us.


"I will hate you for all eternity. Shhhuck on THAT. Remember THAT! Every timesh you looksh into hish eyesh, you'll alwaysh have to remembersh how much I hate you. Ssho you're gonna have to livesh with that, bitch," Dawn was slurring, her voice that of a clearly inebriated woman. Still, I took only a moment to get past her lisps and filter out the extra syllables.


"Ruined the family," she continued over the speakerphone. "We'll never be whole again you know. Every family dinner, you're gonna have to look at that empty seat and remember that you're the reason why I'm not there."


"If you're not at those dinners," I interrupted. "It's because you're choosing not to be, Dawn. Don't put this on DJ."


"Ben?" Dawn burped in surprise. "Don't defend her bullshit. This is HER fault. If my baby sister hadn't STOLEN my soulmate we wouldn't be IN this fucking untenable situation."


I sighed while rubbing my forehead. It was just like Dawn to use a word like "untenable" even when stone drunk and bitching about her love life. "It's not HER fault. It's MY fault, if you want to blame somebody. I'm the one that went and fell in love with her."


"That wouldn't have mattered if she'd just do the right thing and give you back."


"She can't GIVE me back to you. Don't you see? I'm CHOOSING to be with her. It takes two people to be in a relationship here."


"And if SHE quit you then you'd HAVE to come back to me!"


"Doesn't work like that. It wouldn't work like that. We're done, Dawn. I'm over you. End of story."


"Bullshit. You love me, and you'll always love me."


"As a friend. As a childhood friend. But we're grown up now, and we make grown up decisions. You made yours when you decided to shack up with Jaron behind my back."


"It was a mistake. I'm SORRY for that. Can't you see how much pain I'm in over that fuck-up? I RUINED my life. I RUINED my perfect relationship with my soulmate, don't you see? If I could go back in time and make everything better I WOULD."


"But we can't go back in time. Everything in our past is a sunk cost, and all we have left is to move forward. I'm moving forward, and so should you."


"How can I? How can I move forward when everything I love is in my past? Don't you get it? Without you, I have NOTHING left to live for! Because she STOLE MY LIFE. She stole my husband. She's stealing my babies! OUR babies, Ben! Ours!"


"That's a life that's never going to happen. I'm moving on, and you are drunk. You should hang up the phone and get some rest."


"FUCK YOU!!!" A burst of static joined her exclamation, loud enough to make me think about thumbing down the volume once again. "FUCK YOU!!! FUCK YOU!!! FUCK YOU!!!"


Grimacing, I looked up at DJ, Brooke, and Adrienne, all of them staring at the phone and the ranting coming from it as Dawn screamed that two-word phrase perhaps a dozen more times. Eventually, she switched it up to "FUCK YOU AND FUCK THAT FUCKING BITCH!" And then came the choice "I HOPE YOU MOTHERFUCKING BASTARDS FUCKING ROT IN FUCKING HELL FOR THE FUCKING HELL YOU'VE PUT ME IN!!!"


It hurt a little to hear the anguish in Dawn's voice, but I felt my own rising anger at her vehemence. Just when she started to lose steam, I picked up the phone in one hand and started barking into it like a walkie-talkie. "You wanna know whose fault this is? It's YOURS, Dawn! YOUR FAULT! ALL YOURS! I LOVED you. I wanted to MARRY you! And you had to go and flush it all down the fucking TOILET by CHEATING ON ME! How the hell am I ever supposed to truly forgive THAT? How could I ever DREAM of trusting you again, as a friend let alone as a wife. Sure, maybe we'd be happy together for a little while, but at the first sign of danger I'd have to IMMEDIATELY start panicking about whether or not you'd step out on me. What kind of a life would that be? Huh?"


"I'M SORRY! ALRIGHT! WHAT MORE DO YOU WANT FROM ME?"


"NOTHING! I WANT NOTHING FROM YOU! BECAUSE WE'RE OVER. IT'S OVER. AND THERE'S NO FUCKING GOING BACK!"


Dawn started crying then, and for a long while her sobs were the only sounds in the room. I looked up to find DJ, Brooke, and Adrienne all looking at me. And a moment later I realized the twins had dressed and were standing in the doorway as well.


"I'm sorry..." Dawn pleaded between sobs. "I'm sorry..."


"You hurt me," I stated quietly, feeling a shudder in my heart as I said so. "I don't think I ever explained that quite fully when it happened. The day you came home and broke up with me, all I could think about was not losing you. I promised you we'd work it out. I'd forgive you. We'd fix your issues, whatever they were. I'd have done anything for you, because I was afraid of losing you. But you didn't stay. You didn't work things out. You took off, disappearing across the country, and THAT hurt too."


Dawn's sobbing only got even harder.


"Even after that, I couldn't get over you. I tried ... really, I tried. I rebounded into other relationships. I tried to drown myself in fucking other girls. None of it worked. I still loved you. And FINALLY I got to talk to you again, only to have you say you were up and leaving me AGAIN!"


"I'm sorry..."


"Sorry doesn't cut it anymore," I admonished severely. "You abandoned me to my grief, and it's taken a long time to get over it. I had to give up ... to give up on you. I know we talked about maybe fixing things in the future, that maybe our history would give us the cushion we'd need to figure things out together again. But you were just gone too long. I moved on. I found happiness. I found love."


"With my little sister."


"Yes. Because she's the right one for me. She's like you, but without your flaws. She adores me, and she's never hurt me."


"Yet. Maybe she will."


"Maybe everyone will, eventually. But she hasn't yet, and maybe she never will. I'm giving her that chance. I believe that we will last. I'm counting on our love seeing us through. Because I've moved on from you, Dawn. I'm over you. And now that I can cut through the haze of love that was blinding me to all your faults, I can see now just how BAD of a girlfriend you were for me. Talking me into all those orgies when I didn't really want them? Talking me into letting you screw other guys and making me watch? Really, who DOES that?"


"You made me watch you screw all those girls."


"So you could suck my cum out of their pussies every time. Face it, you got OFF watching me fuck other girls, while I always had to stomach my queasiness to see you with another guy. Maybe it's not fair, but that's truth. That's real feeling. You knew it, and you took advantage of me. You got to go buck wild and still have me waiting patiently for you at home. Until the one time you went and did it without my knowledge or permission. And even then you knew right away that you'd fucked up."


"I DID. Give me credit for realizing I'd made a mistake and not trying to cover it up!"


"But you DID hide things from me. You hid your inner turmoil, even while proclaiming me to be your soulmate. If I was your soulmate, why didn't you share with me? Why didn't you communicate with me, huh? I was the one person in the world who would have listened without judgment. I would have moved heaven and earth to help you out any way I could. But you abused my trust. You didn't confide in me when you should have. And you fucking broke my heart."


"And now you're breaking MINE!"


"Then we're even. Nothing more. I don't owe you a thing."


"BEN!"


"This conversation is over. Happy New Year, Dawn. Move on with your life. I do hope you figure out a way to show your face in the Evans family house again. Your parents and sisters would miss you otherwise. Until then, don't call me. Don't call your sister and blame her for YOUR actions and make her cry like you did today. She doesn't deserve it. She's done nothing but try to be happy, and she doesn't need you trying to undermine her. Leave us alone. Stop bothering the true family I'm trying to build here. Figure out your own fucked up shit. Until then, go the fuck AWAY."


And with that, I hit END on the phone.


I didn't need to look up to know that jaws had dropped all around the room. I was breathing hard, still worked up with a lot of residual anger flooding my limbs. Still naked, I stood up and felt like my pecs, abs, biceps, and quads had all swelled in size from rage-filled adrenaline. I clenched my hands, still staring at the ground, and felt like my body was visibly radiating heat.


I had to burn off this energy, and for a moment my head went to the obvious relief. Glancing down, I found that my cock was rock hard for some weird reason, and then I looked up to stare down all five girls in the room, wondering which one of them I'd take out my rage-lust upon. DJ, my loving fiancée whose legal job it would be to satiate this sort of need? Brooke, my wicked little sister who often got off on rough sex and certainly deserved a little punishment for her mischievousness from time to time? Adrienne, sex goddess personified who literally lived to let me have my way with her? All of them would take my cum and thank me for it, or so I believed in the state I was in.


How about Eden? She certainly wanted to go for a ride, and I'd give her the fucking of a lifetime that she'd never, EVER forget. Or Emma, sweet Emma? So innocent? So delicate? I'd fucking RUIN her, and it would feel so fucking GOOD.


But even in my rage, I knew that what I was feeling wasn't quite right ... not quite natural. I loved these five girls way too much to subject them to what I had in mind. Not in this state. Not in this kind of anger. Some hapless Tri-Delt, perhaps. Maybe Gwen Tannenbaum if she'd been within reach. But not them.


So I dropped DJ's cell phone to the bed and stomped out of the room. I went straight into the bathroom, locking the door behind me and then grabbing hold of my meat. Summoning all my anger, I pictured a naked Dawn bent over before me, wearing Adrienne's collar and leash and both blindfolded and handcuffed. In my mind's eye, I imagined all the pain I'd inflict on her. I'd spank her ass not in a pleasurable way, but truly intending to hurt her physically the way she'd hurt me emotionally, at least until I thought about Viktoriya's riding crop and I started thrashing her with that instead. I'd rut myself through her pussy, pounding that tight snatch with such speed and power until she couldn't take anymore. And then I'd pull out and ram my dick dry through her anal cavity, rutting away and ignoring her screams of anguish.


Somewhere along the way, I started crying. I didn't realize it at first, only opening my eyes when I felt wetness falling onto my forearms. I was still pumping my shaft in my right hand, my left hand bracing my hunched over body against the sink. But the tears wouldn't stop and I couldn't for the life of me figure out why.


In my vision, I looked down at Dawn's broken body, bound and blindfolded and covered with welts from the riding crop. I watched her sobbing beneath me, ass red and bleeding from my cruel rape, and I waited for the sense of victorious revenge I believed was my due.


But I didn't feel it. All I felt was sadness ... pity for Dawn ... pity for me. I mourned what I'd lost ... what WE'D lost. And I realized that as much as I hated her for what she'd done to me, she didn't deserve this mental rage. I surveyed the damage I'd done to her with my evil fantasy, and I broke down crying even harder. I put both hands onto the sink and lowered my head, shuddering with each of my heaving sobs.


And yet my fucking cock STILL wouldn't go down.


Traitor.


I couldn't stand this pain anymore, this mental anxiety or this mix of anger and pity and bitterness and sadness. My lungs burned, and I realized that I was hyperventilating. My muscles ached and I started feeling dizzy. And my brain throbbed so much that I couldn't figure out how to make ANYTHING stop!


On instinct, I burst out from the bathroom and staggered for the one thing I could imagine would numb away all this pain. Like... literally numb me. I went out the sliding door, and went past the hot tub that despite being turned off still had a lot of residual heat creating steam that gently oozed off the water's surface. I walked around it, going to the furthest corner of the yard where snow had built up against the fence. And heedless of anything but the anguish I felt inside, I flung myself into the snow bank.


It was painful. Like, REALLY really painful. Especially for my poor testicles. Really, sub-zero ice is NOT good for swollen nuts that were meant to have an ejaculation but never made it that far. Brings whole new meaning to the term "blue balls".


I remember screaming, but not much else. I don't remember how I got back inside, or who put me there. I remember regaining awareness beneath the covers of my bed, still naked but dried off and wrapped in warm blankets. Adrienne spooned me from behind, and DJ hugged me from in front. I started crying again, and then sobbing. And that's the last thing I remembered before waking up the following morning.


I missed the New Year.





-- SUNDAY, JANUARY 1, 2006, WINTER BREAK --



Everybody slept in on New Year's Day. I found out that DJ and my siblings stayed up until just after midnight watching Ryan Seacrest host Dick Clark's Rockin' Eve. They saw the ball drop and toasts went around, but the celebration was rather muted. I felt bad, realizing that it was my outburst on the phone that had killed the festive mood.


At least Mom and Dad had a good time, or so their 2am return to the house suggested. They slept in even later than we did, and only emerged from their bedroom after the rest of us had eaten nearly all the food.


But despite our late start, we all wanted to get in one last day on the mountain before driving home tomorrow morning. We picked up half-day lift tickets for Snow Summit and got in as many runs as we could, or at least most of us did. I was still in a ... melancholy ... mood, and sometime in the afternoon, DJ pulled me out of our next chairlift line and suggested, "Hey, let's get something to eat. You always feel better with a full stomach."


"It's alright. Our rendezvous isn't until 3pm. I can wait that long."


But DJ shook her head. "We'll get a head start and find a table, okay?"


My stomach grumbled on cue, and with visions of chili cheese fries in my head, I agreed.


About twenty minutes later, we had our food and our table. The group of six next to us was just finishing up, and we figured we could snag the extra space right around the time the rest of my family joined us. I hovered over my Gatorade bottle and wonderfully aromatic pile of food, still trying to wrap my head around my own mood while DJ snuggled against my side and did her perky best to cheer me up.


She was doing a pretty good job. When a snow bunny as gorgeous as DJ goes cruising across the snow in her form-fitting sky blue jumpsuit and blonde braids hanging down from her matching beanie, she draws attention. When the same snow bunny unzips said jumpsuit to combat the heat of the lodge dining room and shows off quite a bit of cleavage, she stops traffic and causes accidents. I noticed more than one slack-jawed snowboarder lose their balance or walk into an innocent bystander ogling the personification of female sexuality wrapped around my arm, and I have to admit it gave me a little thrill to know how much she loved me. And as long as this beautiful, beautiful person loved me, what was there to be depressed about?


And yeah, the taste of chili cheese fries filling my previously-complaining stomach helped quite a bit, too.


The point is: DJ didn't have to give me some mind-blowing speech or otherwise talk me into feeling better. She just had to be herself (and feed me a few chili cheese fries), and my mood was steadily improving. Our contentment with each other was quite obvious to all those around us, which meant that I didn't have to fend off unwanted suitors for my fiancée's attention. But it did draw the attention of the young pregnant woman in the party of six finishing up their meal.


"Honeymooners?" the brunette in the black and red beanie asked a couple of minutes after we'd sat down across the table from her.


"Not yet," I replied with a smile, holding up my ringless hand. "But hopefully soon. I just asked her to marry me right before Christmas."


"Ooh, lemme see the ring!" the brunette enthused, her eyes brightening.


DJ blushed and showed her ringless hand. "Sorry, but not yet. It was kind of an impromptu proposal, and we haven't gone ring shopping yet."


The brunette frowned. "No ring? You sure he's the right guy then?"


DJ giggled and hugged my arm even tighter. "I'm sure." She then pecked my cheek enthusiastically.


"Well, best of luck to you," the brunette offered before glancing up to see her husband stand up and grab several semi-empty trays from the table, readying themselves to go. "Meantime, a little advice."


I nodded. "Sure."


"WAIT to have kids," she sighed, patting her belly. "Or better yet, NEVER get pregnant."


DJ frowned. "Surely you don't mean that."


"It's HELL," the young woman sighed with a frown. "Pregnancy is the WORST. I've been miserable for eight months and regretting every moment of it. The first trimester it was morning sickness. Only it wasn't 'morning' sickness. It was more like 'all day'. Couldn't keep a thing down. Always hungry. Lost ten pounds in those first three months instead of gaining anything. And just when nausea finally started to lighten up, my hormones went all out of whack. I was always flushed and hot and sweaty – not a good thing to feel in mid-August – and I could barely sleep. You get itches in places you didn't even realize could itch, seriously. As for your husband, even though your boobs get bigger – although dear, I don't think you have any problems in that department – you're always too grouchy for sex. And then nobody's happy."


DJ squeezed my hand and glanced at me nervously. I squeezed it back and then regarded the pregnant woman across from us. "But everything passes."


"Eventually, but you never forget the misery. By the time that's done, your belly is this massive weight that you can never put down. It's impossible to find a comfortable resting position and you can't sleep because of the forty pounds sitting on top of your vajajay. And when you think of all that weight putting all that pressure right there, you find you can't control your bladder and you keep peeing in your panties. I've already gone through two pairs today."


DJ clutched my hand a little tighter and we watched the brunette exhale wearily. Looking a little more closely, I could see the dark bags under her eyes and the paleness of her skin. She really did look exhausted.


"I'm twenty-two, but I feel forty-two. And I wonder if I'll ever get my life back. Even ignoring all the demands of raising a child for the rest of my life, I've already got stretch marks in places I'll never want to see the light of day, so that means no bikinis for the rest of my life. I'm still trying to figure out how I'm going to work off all this weight once the baby's born, and no amount of crunches are ever going to get rid of this layer of blubber I've developed right on my pooch. I used to be hot; but from now on I'll have to wear mom jeans and my ass will never be the same again. Ughh ... I'm going to miss all my really nice clothes I'll never fit into again..."


The brunette sighed and glanced across the room, where her husband and another companion were still depositing their trays, and then she fixed me with a smirk.


"It's easy for the guys. They can keep drinking and eating sushi and do all the fun things like snowboard. THEIR bodies don't get all fucked up during this process. Me? My doctor says I can't wear high heels for fear I'll fall down. Snowboarding? Yeah right. I can barely WALK fast enough to keep up with everyone. They all spent the last few days just having a blast going up and down the mountain while I sit here all by myself wondering why the hell I bothered to come on this trip. And that's even just here, three hours from home..."


Shaking her head, she continued. "Eric and I used to talk about going on vacation, like backpacking in Europe or seeing the Forbidden City or something. But now it looks like we'll never leave America until our kids are grown up. Really, can you imagine bringing an infant on a fourteen hour flight? Air pressure fucking with his eardrums making him squall the entire way. No baby swing or grandparents to help, or even clean American restrooms? And what, you're gonna fill an entire suitcase with diapers and truck that out with you? No, once you get pregnant, life as you know it is OVER."


"Hey, honey..." The brunette's husband, apparently Eric, arrived and leaned over to kiss his wife's cheek. "Wallowing in misery again?"


"Giving sound advice to this young couple. Telling 'em NEVER to have kids."


"Babe, you wanted this baby more than anyone."


"Worst mistake of my life."


"Come now ... You don't mean that."


"Like hell I don't."


Eric turned and gave us a tight, somewhat embarrassed smile. "Due date is in two weeks. She can't wait to pop this sucker out." He then turned to his wife and rubbed her shoulder. "And then you'll see our little angel and you'll know it's all been worth it."


"Hmph. Fat chance."


Eric rubbed his wife's shoulder again, and then stood upright while holding her hands to help her up. The other four in their party were also getting to their feet. At the same time, I heard Emma call from across the room. "Hey, they've already got a table!" Perfect timing.


"Good luck with everything," I wished warmly to the still sour-looking woman.


She shrugged and replied, "Thanks. Sorry for venting. Hope I didn't ruin your day."


"Not at all," I replied easily, squeezing DJ's hand for reassurance. She nodded with me.


"But I mean it: Take your time, enjoy your lives. You two are plenty young enough to have kids when you're older. Dead serious."


"C'mon, honey..." Eric tugged her hand. "Stop scaring the little ones."





DJ was a little quiet during our late lunch, and I asked if the bitchy pregnant lady had scared her off. But after a 'well sorta' waggle of her head and widening of her eyes, she shrugged and replied that the horror stories were nothing she hadn't heard before. She quickly returned to her bubbly self and we soon returned to racing up and down the mountainside.


Thing is, I got the sort of vibe that DJ was more spooked than she let on, and was trying to play off her feelings like they were no big deal. But perhaps because of that contentious phone call last night, I was hyper-sensitive to my fiancée's moods. The LAST thing I wanted was to have a repeat of Dawn: for DJ to pretend she was "fine" when she was actually going to pieces beneath the surface. So I went out of my way to reassure DJ that I was here to support her and probably asked one too many times whether or not she was really okay.


"I'm fine. Really. Now stop harping on me before I start to wonder whether or not YOU'RE worried about surviving this pregnancy," DJ insisted with wrinkled nose and a mock-annoyed expression.


I grinned and hugged her, nearly causing us both to lose our balance. My latest attempt to maintain open communication about DJ's true feelings had taken place on the chairlift up, but now we were off and at the top of the run, buckling our boots onto our boards.


"Well, if there's one good thing about YOU worrying about ME," DJ said with a smile as she pulled her goggles on. "It's that you seem to have forgotten completely that you were in a funk before."


"Huh..." I thought about that. Truly, it seemed that the best way to get me over whatever was bothering ME was to have someone ELSE I cared about need my attention. I'd have to file that one away for memory.


In the meantime, DJ smirked and took off, calling back, "Last one down is a rotten egg!"


I quickly gave chase.


Soon after that run, though, darkness began to set in and my family gathered up for the drive back to the house. Once there, we settled in for one last lazy evening. After nearly a full week on our ski trip, everyone was thoroughly worn out. Nobody felt like cooking so dinner was at a nearby restaurant. The evening was spent just relaxing in front of the fire. And even the girls seemed sexed out, as DJ and I had no late night visitors. We fell asleep in each other's arms and then quietly made love in the morning when we awoke. And then it was time to pack up and head home.





"Do you all have to leave tomorrow? It feels like we just got you home!" Mom exclaimed after dinner on Monday the 2nd.


"We've been here for more than two weeks already," I replied, leaning back in my chair. "DJ would like to spend some time with her family and friends too before going back to school."


Brooke jerked a thumb at me. "He's my ride."


Adrienne smiled and shrugged. "I've got a shoot lined up."


Mom sighed, gesturing at DJ. "Deanna gets to see you two all year as it is. Brooke could fly up next weekend. And Adrienne ... well ... well... fine."


I laughed. "You and Dad are going back to work tomorrow anyway."


"I just feel like I never get to see my kids anymore. And now you tell me about this job you've got lined up in Palo Alto and ... Michael, we're going to have to get transferred back up to NorCal once the twins go to Berkeley."


"Sure thing. I'll tell that to Peter tomorrow morning," Dad replied with a laugh, referring to his boss the CEO.


Mom sighed again, and then gave me and DJ a significant look. "Well, are you guys seriously thinking about a wedding sooner than later?"


I glanced at my fiancée and shook my head. "No, not yet. We talked about things on the trip and decided to take things slow. DJ said she's fine getting married even if her belly is showing, as neither of us is worried about what people might think. We'll probably do it before the baby comes, and we talked about having a small ceremony in June after everyone is out of school. But first things first: I'm taking DJ ring shopping once we get back up to the Bay Area."


"Well you'll let us know once you set a date, won't you?"


"Of course. You'll be my first call, Mom."


Momentarily satisfied, she finally sat back in her seat. "I'm just anxious, that's all," she explained. "In a few more months you won't be my little boy anymore. You'll be her husband."


"Mom, I'll always be your little boy."


"Perhaps. But as a married man, your priorities will have to change. Your first duty will be to your wife and to your child, not your parents anymore. I won't be able to boss you around like I used to."


I grinned. "Somehow, I think you'll still find a way. Meantime, I think I'll do my duty as a son and start cleaning up the dishes."


"Ha," Mom smiled and pushed back from the table. "You do that."


"I'll help," Adrienne offered, standing up and collecting plates as well.


"Brooke, you got a minute?" DJ asked, sliding back her chair as well. She stood and pecked my cheek, saying, "Girl talk. I'll see you later."


"Of course."


DJ then leaned in a little closer, whispering, "Much later. It's your last night with Adrienne, so go ahead and give her a proper goodbye."


My eyebrows went up, but it really wasn't such a surprise. After all, this was just the kind of girlfriend DJ had always been for me, and I loved her all the more for it. "I'll still save some for you."


She gave me a wan smile and then headed for the stairs with Brooke in tow. The twins magically disappeared once the chore of doing the dishes had been mentioned, and Mom and Dad were already heading into the family room.


"C'mon, Tiger." Adrienne bumped her hip into mine, causing me to do a balance check on the stack of plates and cutlery piled up in my hands. Her grin was all teeth. "Let's get these done, and then get ME done."





I thrust forward a final time, closing my eyes and throwing my head back as I grunted out my orgasm, feeling the delight of a quart of spunk flowed out of me and into Adrienne's still quivering pussy. My fingers tightened their grip on her shoulders, the nails leaving red marks that wouldn't go away for a couple of hours. My pelvis pivoted forward with my knees as fulcrums such that my feet came off the bed, all of my weight and energy being put into that final deep thrust. And I kept my cock buried at full depth down the gorgeous supermodel's vaginal canal, straining with my back and leg muscles while I spat out glob after glob of boiling cum into the deepest recesses of the most desirable pussy in the world.


"Ohhhh ... migawwwddd..." Adrienne groaned in response while she pressed her right cheek into the mattress beneath her. A small puddle of drool darkened the sheets, and a quivering from her lower lip eventually carried down across her body in a shiver as she recovered from her last orgasm as well.


Like a light bulb going dim, I felt the energy of my climax fade from me, as did the tension in my shoulders and chest. Releasing my tight grip from her shoulders, I slid my palms outward across the mattress and slowly lowered my chest onto Adrienne's naked back. And then I tilted my head to give her a tender kiss on her cheek.


She hummed happily and turned her face further so that our lips could meet. And with my cock still snugly embedded inside her, I brought my legs together on the outsides of hers while bringing my arms in so that I could wrap my entire body around her, almost as if we were spooning vertically.


Eventually, we recovered from our athletic shagging and my cock shriveled up, eventually popping free of my lover's pussy. I rolled off Adrienne and flopped onto my back, and she removed the pillow from beneath her waist where it had been supporting her so that we'd have just the right angle for that last fuck.


"I'm going to miss that," she sighed as she remained face-down right beside me. "I wish I could keep this part of you inside me forever."


"You could come back here and keep getting regular doses."


Adrienne gave me a wan smile before shrugging and folding her arms beneath her chin. "I guess. But then I worry that I'd start to take your presence for granted. As much as I hate missing you, I kinda... like ... missing you. It reminds me how much I love and need you."


"I'll always be here for you ... wherever here might be."


She smirked and then slid over to kiss me. Blinking slowly, she gave me a sideways smile and asked, "Sure I can't talk you into one more round?"


"I promised I'd save one for DJ."


"But we didn't finish the trifecta. You never came in my ass."


"I was quite satisfied with the two we just had, thank you very much. And technically, I never came in your mouth, either. The first one was a pearl necklace."


Adrienne giggled. "Still, we should take a shower after that round. What do you say I get on my knees in the water and use my breasts to soap your dick clean?"


I smirked. "Have I told you lately that I love you?"


Adrienne beamed right back. "Yes. But I never get tired of hearing it."


"Let's go."


Adrienne did use her breasts to soap my dick clean (and most of the rest of my body too, for that matter). But she only asked once about turning around and having me stick it in her ass, respecting my wishes to save one for my baby-mama. And once we were dried off and wrapped in towels, we separated in the hallway so she could go to her room to get dressed and I went to Brooke's room to retrieve my fiancée. The night was still relatively young, and since this was our last night before driving back up to NorCal, I thought it would be best to join my family downstairs for one last evening together. DJ and I could make love before we went to sleep.


But the girls didn't answer the first time I knocked at Brooke's door. Arching an eyebrow in curiosity, I cocked my head, listening to see if the best friends were fucking each other, in which case perhaps I'd go downstairs by myself and re-join my family. But I didn't hear any moans or cries of ecstasy, only the low murmurs of conversation.


So I knocked again, more loudly this time. The girls apparently heard this second knock, and Brooke replied, "Hang on a minute."


"Uh ... okay..." I began. "Should I come back later? Give you two more time?"


"No," DJ replied. "Ben ... you should come in."


There was a strange tension in her voice, something that put my senses on alert. Whatever was going on in there, my fiancée wasn't in a good mood. And gently twisting the doorknob, I pushed the door open and stepped through.


Brooke and DJ sat facing each other on Brooke's bed, DJ against the headboard and Brooke on the edge with one leg dangling off. They were still wearing the clothes they'd had on all day, and right away I realized that DJ was crying.


"Hey ... babe ... What's wrong?" I swiftly went over to her, my arms open for a reassuring hug. But just as I got to her, she held a hand up in a clear 'stop' gesture, and even when I sidled onto the bed beside her, she pushed that hand against my chest to keep me at arm's length. I repeated, "What's wrong?"


DJ took a deep breath, staring at me through red-rimmed eyes. There was an apology in her expression, a stricken sadness and guilt that I'd never seen in her before. She glanced at Brooke for a moment, perhaps looking for some kind of reassurance, and my sister nodded while gesturing for her best friend to 'go ahead'.


DJ took one more deep breath, swallowed thickly, and then winced in another apologetic expression. "I'm sorry," she began quietly, staring right into my eyes. "But I think I should abort the baby."


Chapter 12: I'll Take Care of You


-- TUESDAY, JANUARY 3, 2006, WINTER BREAK --



A stray beam of sunlight woke me up in the morning. So much had been going on last night, I must not have been very careful about shutting the curtains all the way. 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.


I found myself in a familiar position, spooned around the love of my life with one arm beneath her pillow and the other arm wrapped around her torso. But for once I didn't hold her breast in my palm, and for once I didn't have a morning erection.


How could I? My dreams last night were NOT about sex.


They'd been about babies. Lots of babies. Little blonde babies. Little brunette babies. And one very prominent redhead. For some weird reason, I'd dreamt that April Jacobsen was my daughter. I vividly remembered taking the little girl to daycare, having her reach up with those short, stubby arms to hug me goodbye, only to have her clutch my neck and refuse to let go because she didn't want me to go to work. Eventually, one of the staff came over to assist me, and I handed over my squalling toddler. She bawled and reached for me, pleading for me not to leave her even though I knew for a fact that thirty seconds after I was gone she'd calm right down and settle in to play with her friends. But that would be thirty seconds after I was gone. Right now, all I could see was squirming, despondent baby who desperately wanted her Daddy. How could I leave her? It was for the best, sure, but how could I truly look at that adorable face contorted in agony at my impending departure and still walk away?


DJ was still asleep beside me, her face tight from nightmares of her own. I stroked her back soothingly, and then pulled the blanket a little further up her shoulder to make sure the sunbeam wouldn't hit her face if the sun shifted in that direction. She seemed to relax, and I whispered softly in her ear, "I love you." Hopefully the warmth in my voice would bounce around her subconscious in such a way that helped bring her some peace.


She needed it. My fiancée had gone through a riot of emotions last night, trapped between what she wanted to do, what seemed the most practical, and what she thought she was supposed to do. None of those concepts were very concrete, either: the two options of 'keeping the baby' or 'aborting the baby' took turns being what she wanted, what was most practical, or what she was supposed to do, depending on where we were in the conversation.


Mom, Dad, and the twins were downstairs watching a movie and willfully being ignorant of (A) me and Adrienne having sex and (B) whatever conversation Brooke and DJ were having, which may or may not have included sex. The point is: they stayed downstairs and we stayed in Brooke's bedroom trying to work things out.


DJ obviously wanted to know what I, the father, wanted to do. I told her for about three minutes that I would support whatever DJ wanted to do before she convinced me that she KNEW that, but that she wanted to know what I wanted to do even if it meant disagreeing with her. I told her the truth: I wanted the baby.


DJ was skeptical. After all, wasn't the male supposed to be relieved if his girlfriend didn't want to keep the baby? Especially a 21-year-old male? Not that I was an ordinary 21-year-old male. Most guys my age still wanted to explore, to be free, and to have experiences they hadn't gotten to have yet. Me? Been there, done that. Done "her", at least a whole bunch of "hers" more than was probably my fair share. I didn't need to sow any more oats. I was ready to settle down.


But was DJ ready? Maybe not. She was scared. Understandable, really. She was nineteen, still in college, and with her whole life ahead of her. She wasn't Catholic and her family was Pro-Choice and at least conceptually she'd never objected to abortion. Of course, she'd never truly thought she might have to abort her OWN child, and the idea that a little life was growing inside her belly was the most compelling argument to keep it. But Keira's description about the horrors of taking care of a baby, coupled with the ski lodge brunette's description about the horrors of pregnancy had shocked DJ into facing the reality of actually carrying a child to term and beyond, and now that she stopped to really think about it, she wasn't so sure she was ready to go through with it.


She wanted to have my child. Really, she did. But she wasn't so sure she wanted to have my child now. The idea of keeping the fetus that was already inside her had been an easy decision in the beginning. It was mine – it was ours – so the decision to keep it was a slam dunk. But it's one thing to make that decision right at the point of taking that pregnancy test, and quite another to make that decision after careful consideration of all the variables. It's one thing to tell yourself everything will be alright while you still have your perfect 19-year-old body, and quite another to truly understand the changes that will happen to it. And it's one thing to believe in the ideals of love and family and getting married to the man you love, and quite another to really process all the sacrifices and consequences that lay ahead.


It's not that DJ had never thought of these things before, she had. But for whatever reasons, those sacrifices and consequences had never truly hit home. Maybe it was because we were flying on so much adrenaline and love in the beginning. Maybe it was because I went and did something rash and proposed. Maybe it was because we'd been caught up in the celebrations and the praise from family members and the holidays and finally our weeklong ski trip.


But now we were back home. Now we were about to return to NorCal.


Now we were returning to the real world.


And all of a sudden, DJ wasn't so sure...


Last night hadn't been the first time she contemplated getting an abortion, but last night had been the first time she really thought it might be the better course of action. She'd brought best friend Brooke into the room to discuss what she was thinking, and their conversation had lasted throughout the entire time Adrienne and I did the dishes, had two rounds of sex, and then took our shower. Even so, she and Brooke hadn't quite come to a consensus about what to do or even whether or not to tell me. But once I knocked on the door DJ's decision on that was made, and she brought me in.


We talked for most of the night, long enough for Adrienne to join us. At one point, when I was trying to reassure DJ that she and I would be able to handle the daily grind of child-rearing despite Brooke's and her worries that we wouldn't, I'd fished out for any support and asked Adrienne to back me up.


"What, you think I'm going to convince her that it's the right decision to have a kid? Me?!?" Adrienne had replied incredulously. But to her credit, Adrienne didn't try to insist that aborting the child was the right decision either. "It all depends on what's right for the both of you."


The problem was: neither of us was entirely sure what that was. In the end, we'd agreed that we wouldn't BE sure tonight, and instead would have to be content that at least we were openly communicating about things. Still, that open communication would begin and end with the four people in the room. If we ultimately decided to keep the baby, then there would be no point in worrying my parents or anyone else right now.


Sleep had come fitfully. DJ cried a lot in my arms. And despite my promise to save one for her, neither of us felt in the mood for making love.


But that was last night. This morning was this morning. Who knew what this day would bring?





"I can stay, you know. Drive up with you guys. Catch a flight to New York some other time."


I glanced over at Adrienne, riding in the passenger seat as we passed Jamboree and I merged to the right for my exit. All the goodbyes had been done. My parents had left for work this morning and the twins had driven off to meet up with their friends at the same time I loaded Adrienne into my car. Brooke and DJ were back at the house to finish packing up, and after this short trip to run Adrienne to the airport, I'd swing back to grab them, load up, and then start the drive for NorCal.


"What? No, of course not," I replied immediately. "You've got your shoot lined up."


"There's always another shoot. I can stay if you need me," she insisted, reaching a hand over to rub my knee.


I took a deep breath, weighing her offer. On the one hand, it would be nice to have someone by my side who was entirely ON my side, no matter what. Adrienne's only stake in this decision was my happiness, and while she herself could completely empathize with DJ's hesitation to have a baby, she knew that I wanted it and would fully support both me and that desire.


On the other hand, this decision was truly between me and DJ. Yeah, our families would have their opinions and potentially-conflicting desires, but the bottom line was that DJ and I would be the actual parents. All the burdens of responsibility began and ended with us. And while I certainly wouldn't object to Adrienne's presence and support, I didn't want to take her away from her life and career.


"No, no," I replied firmly. "I'll be alright. And we still have the phone."


"You HATE phone calls. You can't see who you're talking to and it creates this disconnect you have a hard time getting around."


"Yeah, but I'm used to it. I enjoy it each and every time you call me, and I'll certainly keep you in the loop on this one."


"You'd better. Don't make me worry about you, alright?" Adrienne laughed, knowing that by pretending to make the issue about herself and HER worrying, she was actually strengthening my resolve and confidence. I never rose higher than when I believed I was working for the benefit of those I cared about.


I smiled back at her, understanding what she was doing and pleased about it. But the stoplight at MacArthur was green and I focused on making the long left turn and avoiding the moron silver BMW that had taken the inside left lane and now was frantically trying to cut across three lanes to the right so he could turn into the airport ahead of me.


Once settled, as we all slowed down for the red light at the airport intersection, I glanced over again and asked, "What do you think she's going to decide?"


"I don't know."


"I know you don't know. I asked what you thought."


Adrienne sighed. "I don't really want to speculate. I don't know DJ very well, and it's hard for me to predict her."


"Try? For me?"


The 'for me' was Adrienne's trigger, and although reluctant, she took a deep breath. "If she was anything like me, she'd have run screaming from the idea of carrying the baby the moment she found out she was pregnant. But she didn't run, so we know she's not like me."


"Thank goodness. Now I don't have to worry about her setting me up with someone else as a distraction just so she can dump me for another girl."


Adrienne shot me an unfriendly glare, and then rolled her eyes and looked out the window. The light turned green and I rolled forward to make the right turn. We were almost to the drop-off curb, and perhaps feeling the time pressure, she looked back at me and sighed before saying quickly, "I think the most important thing in the world to DJ is you. She's been in love with you forever, and now that she has you, she's terrified of losing you. I think she's also terrified of having this baby, but since she's more terrified of losing you, she's willing to keep the baby just to make sure she doesn't lose you."


"You think so?"


Adrienne nodded. But before I could respond any further, that damn silver Beemer was cutting me off trying to get over to the Alaska Airlines drop-off area. I had to sharply hit the brakes and then focus on navigating the cars merging out from the parking garage to my right and the shuttle bus also deciding to merge in from my left. Moments later, I pulled alongside an old Cadillac in the drop-off zone and shifted the gear into "Park".


Adrienne's hand was still on my knee. "I can stay with you," she repeated.


"I'll be fine."


"I know you tell yourself that, but if you need me, I'll be there."


I took slow, deep breaths, and then reached down to pat Adrienne's hand on top of mine. "That's a nice offer, but I have to believe I'll be fine without you. Because let's face it: I'm engaged with a baby on the way and I'm very happy with that whole setup. Everything should be fine, and really, the only way I'm going to need you is if my entire life falls apart."


Adrienne gave me a brave smile and nodded. "Then I'll hope for both our sakes that you don't need me."


"Me, too."


Adrienne shot forward then, closing the gap between our two faces and searing her nuclear kiss across my lips before pulling back just as quickly as she'd moved in. "I love you, Tiger. Forever and always."


I smiled and nodded back. "I know."





DJ was in the family room with Brooke, the TV on but neither of them watching it. From the serious looks on their faces it was clear that the topic of conversation had been the same as last night's, and it was also clear that DJ was no closer to a decision that she had been then.


I didn't know whether or not the girls had finished packing. Most likely, they'd been busy still discussing the pros and cons of our big decision. I didn't know whether or not I could cut through all our hand-wringing and second-guessing in one fell swoop, but Adrienne's last speculation about what really terrified DJ had been on my mind for the entire drive home, and I wanted to know if she was right.


I didn't say "hello" or otherwise greet the girls. I didn't ask inane questions or casually approach them. Instead, once they noticed my approach I simply came to a stop five feet away from the couch and gave my fiancée a steady look. And I asked her, "Do you believe that I'll love you no matter what?"


DJ heard the weight in my words and took a moment before responding. She understood that I didn't want a knee-jerk 'of course' response. And in a hesitant, wavering voice, she replied, "I want to believe."


"Do you worry that I'll break up with you if you have an abortion?"


Again, DJ took a moment to consider her response before replying. "Yes..." she said even more quietly. "Yes, I worry."


I took a deep breath, gathering myself before stating clearly and sincerely, "DJ, I didn't ask you to marry me JUST because you became pregnant. Yes, that played a part in my decision, but we've been over this time and again in these last few weeks. I want to marry YOU. I'm in love with YOU. And yeah, I really want to have this baby. Yes, I really like the idea of raising a family with you. But you have to understand that my love and my desire for family do NOT have a time limit. I will love you whether or not we have a baby right now. I will love you whether or not we raise a family together right now. What's important is that we DO, eventually. 'Now' would be nice, but I understand if you're not ready. If you DID have an abortion, I would mourn the loss of what could have been, and we will carry that with us forever. But that would be but a small blip in our lifetime together. I'm happy with you as you are, pregnant or not."


DJ's lower lip was quivering, and there was fear in her eyes. But she was listening to what I had to say, and I plowed straight on.


"I chose YOU, chose to be with you before you got pregnant. We both knew that given our family history and given the difficulties we would face with Dawn and with Brooke and how our relationship would impact those friendships that you and I could NOT be together unless it was going to be for REAL. You were always ready for that, always knew that once you had me you were never going to let me go. -I- was the one that needed more time to get over my past, but I did. You are not a rebound. You are the relationship I chose, and I did so knowing it would have to be forever."


DJ took a big gulp, the worry still on her face but the fear started to melt away.


"I'm going to marry you, whether you're pregnant or not. I'm going to grow old with you, which means that we have plenty of time to have our family. I won't lie: I would LOVE to start right now. I have dreams and fantasies of just how indescribably adorable our children will be, how much we'll love them, and how much they'll love us. I want a family with you, and I want it so bad I want it to start right now. I feel like we've already started on this road, and that we can overcome any difficulties in our way. But..." I took a deep breath. "But ... I'll understand if you're not ready just yet."


DJ bit her lip nervously.


"You're not at the same place I am, age and experience and career-wise. You're not about to graduate, and you don't have a good job lined up, and there's a lot about your world that is still unsettled. I get that, and I can't be selfish and not consider how difficult this will all be for you. -I- won't have to carry this child for the next eight months and -I- won't have my belly swell up and throw all my hormones out of whack and -I- will never have to face the act of squishing this ... this... thing out of my hoo-ha."


Brooke stifled a chuckle, and DJ blushed.


"The point is: I WILL love you no matter what. The next time I ask you that question, I don't want there to be any hesitation. I don't even want you to merely believe it's true. I want you to KNOW it's true. I want you to FEEL it in your pores with every breath you take that I LOVE YOU. For better or for worse. Through sickness and in health. Until death do us part."


Now DJ started crying, and she got up off the couch to throw her arms around my torso and clutch me as tightly as she'd ever done. Sobbing against my neck, she held me as tightly as her muscles would allow, and it was a good thing I was in as good shape as I was, otherwise my ribcage might have buckled beneath her grip.


I had to work hard to keep my lungs pumping, but I did and endured her hug while rubbing her back and repeating over and over again into her ear, "I love you, DJ. I love you. I love you."


I repeated it more and more, never wavering, never slowing, until eventually her grip eased up, and her sobs subsided. At last, she pulled back just a few inches, enough to look me in the eyes. And after mouthing the words, 'I love you, too', she moved in and kissed me, pouring every ounce of her soul into our lips.


And when she pulled back, she sniffed and said, "I want this baby for you."





Despite sleeping in my arms, DJ understandably didn't get much rest last night. Her nightmares had woken her repeatedly, and between the lack of sleep and the recent bout of crying, her eyes were red with dark bags beneath them. She voluntarily gave up the shotgun seat for the ride home, preferring to curl up in the back seat and close her eyes. We hadn't even gotten out of the Orange Crush before she was unconscious and even snoring just a little bit in the back. That left Brooke and I both time and opportunity to talk, and we did.


"So how are you doing in all this?" I asked, after one of the random snores from the back seat told us we had privacy right around the time we drove past Disneyland. "I mean, everyone's been so concerned with how DJ and I are handling this and about us making this decision whether or not to keep the baby. But how are you?"


"I'm fine, really."


"That's it? Fine?"


"Sure. What do you want from me?"


"Well ... Ten minutes before DJ showed you the pregnancy test you weren't sure whether or not you would return to the house. You were feeling left out, like a third wheel, and at one point you insisted that you wouldn't be coming back to the house unless DJ broke up with me. But she didn't break up with me, and now we're at the exact opposite of breaking up: engaged and pregnant. So ... how are you?"


Brooke gave me a rueful smile and stared forward out the windshield, freeing me to do so as well. We were in the carpool lane and cruising along in very light traffic, given the late morning hour and the date this close to the holidays, but it was still a good idea for me to keep my eyes on the road.


"I'm good. I'm happy with the way things have turned out."


"Happy?"


"Yeah. It wasn't quite the way I expected it, but I got my best friend back. Sure, DJ's spending her nights with you and all, but she's really confided in me and leaned on me for support these last couple of weeks. She's shown that even with everything that's going on between you two – or perhaps because of what's going on – that she'll still have a place for me in her life."


"That's what -I- tried to tell you."


"I know, I know. I suppose I got jealous of you, and you have to admit that you two were all over each other and keeping me out in the cold quite a bit when you first got together. But I think I realize now that it was just a phase, your honeymoon period, and that once it passed that I'd get her back."


"You will, even after we're married. But if it's time with her you're worried about, I think you'll soon have to get used to being jealous of our kid. He or she is REALLY going to suck up all of DJ's attention."


"Well, yes and no. We talked a lot about that last night and today, about losing the ability to hang out with her friends and having to devote so much effort and energy into taking care of the baby. But I told her I didn't think it would be such a burden. For one thing, the kid will be at her parents' place all week, right? So when she's at school, she'll only be with us."


"The key is 'when she's in school'. At the very least she'll be taking the first semester off, and you won't be able to see much of us then unless you're driving all the way down to visit. And even once she returns to school, she'll be commuting back and forth and won't have nearly as much free time to 'hang out'."


"Yeah, but I can be okay with that. We'll value what time we DO have together that much more."


"I suppose."


"Besides, I know that having her parents' support as caretakers is a BIG thing in convincing her she can handle being a mother. She won't be one of those mothers with no help, left to her own devices to try and handle the work/life balance. Her parents have already said they'll be willing to take shifts in the middle of the night or even take the baby entirely so that she can get a full night's sleep. All the horror stories about raising an infant revolve around lack of sleep and opportunity to get away, but you two will easily be able to go see a movie or spend some quality time together if you need to."


"Yeah ... It's a nice luxury to have."


"So long as you're okay with living under the roof of your in-laws."


"Huh ... I suppose I never really thought about that."


"Not like being Mr. Big Shot at the Berkeley House: do what you want, screw whomever you want, stay up all night. It'll be your Mother-In-Law's house, and HER rules. Might even put a dampener on your sex life."


"Pssht. Deanna knows DJ and I will fuck up a storm."


"Maybe, but I don't know if anyone else will go to that house to join you. No more threesomes with Paige or Sasha or anybody else."


"What about you?"


Brooke giggled and reached over to pat my bulge. "Don't you worry about me."


I grinned, putting my hand on top of hers and grinding it down tighter on my package. "Then I'll have everything I need. No worries."


"That's what I told her. It hasn't been easy convincing her to go ahead and have this kid."


"So you're on MY side? You want us to have this baby?"


"I'm on DJ's side, always. I'll support whatever SHE wants to do. But yeah, I was arguing in favor of baby. Is that really such a surprise?"


I shrugged. "I dunno. If there's no baby, then there's nothing taking her away from you. Again, I'm still not entirely convinced you even want her marrying me, let alone having a family with me."


"I want her HAPPY. That's what's most important. Okay, so maybe I got selfish for a little bit. But with everything else going on, my petty squabbles just seem that: petty, and I do now remember how much I value her happiness. DJ loves you. You're her dream guy, and now she's got you. Having children with you is just icing on the cake. I always knew she'd have kids, and I looked forward to being Auntie Brooke. Now I literally will be 'Aunt' Brooke."


"You all will be Aunts. Brandi and Adrienne and Eden and Emma ... and from her side Dayna and ... well ... Dawn. Who'd have ever thought MY kids would have both an Aunt Adrienne and Aunt Dawn, huh?"


Brooke giggled. "Yeah ... I think most of us thought it would either be Mother Adrienne or Mother Dawn."


I sighed, my attention now on an Evans daughter, and not the one asleep in the back seat. I wondered what Dawn was doing right now. I wondered if she was in our clearing, thinking about me. And I wondered if SHE was thinking about those cute little kids that would have called her 'Mom' and me 'Dad'.


Brooke's voice brought me back within the confines of the car. "Thing is: DJ and I did talk about abortion back when we first got on birth control and recognized the possibility that one or both of us might end up pregnant before we necessarily wanted it. Both of us agreed that we were Pro-Choice, that we respected a woman's right to choose, but we also both agreed that we didn't think we'd ever be able to terminate a pregnancy ourselves. To our minds, a viable fetus is a baby waiting to happen, and barring any extreme circumstances like rape or severe disability, we couldn't imagine choosing to not let that baby come out. Someone else making that decision for themselves? Sure. But DJ or me? No. And especially not since that baby is yours."


"What would YOU have done if I'D somehow knocked you up?"


Brooke gave me a serious look, a startling intensity in her eyes. "I'd keep it, of course. Not a moment's hesitation."


"Really?"


"It would be your baby, Ben ... and mine. How else could we possibly be any closer?"


"Brooke, there are SO many reasons not--"


"Not to," she interrupted. "Of course, starting with the fact that I'd never be able to claim you as the father. But I'd make it work, if I had to. And who knows? Maybe someday ... when I marry Kenta ... I'll go off my birth control ... And then what happens, happens..."





I parallel parked outside a familiar house, unbuckled my seatbelt, and then leaned across the center console to kiss my fiancée awake. She'd traded places with Brooke when we stopped for lunch, but ended up reclining the seat all the way back and falling asleep again while Brooke dozed behind me.


DJ's eyes fluttered and she smiled before returning my kiss. And then still groggy, she sat up and glanced out the window. "Oh, we're here already."


"'Already' to you two. Me? I'm all stiff from doing all the driving."


DJ put her hand behind my head and pulled me toward her for a kiss. "I'll make it up to you, I promise."


I pecked her and then shook my head. "You're going to be my wife. That means you'll never have to 'make it up to me' ever again. Everything I do for you will be because I love you, not because I expect anything in return."


DJ grinned. "Still ... I'll make it up to you."


DJ roused Brooke, doing the lip-locking honors this time and causing my little sister to giggle and push her best friend in the chest. By then, I was already pulling suitcases out of the trunk, and a minute later all three of us were cruising up the sidewalk.


DJ didn't bother with the doorbell, fitting her key into the front door's lock and then letting us in. Immediately the savory smells of dinner wafted over to us from the kitchen, grabbing the attention of all three of us just as Deanna poked her head out and exclaimed, "Hey! You're here early!"


Deanna Evans meant that we'd arrived well before dinnertime; DJ had already told her a week ago that we'd planned to drive up today. She hugged her daughter first, then stepped back and placed a hand on DJ's belly. "You're not showing already, are you?"


"Mom, are you calling me fat?"


"Well, we HAVE been pigging out on holiday food these last couple of weeks," I commented.


"Too many chili cheese fries," Brooke chimed in.


Deanna simply hooked an arm around DJ's neck, and then reached out with her left arm and did the same to me. Once she had both of us in her grip, she grinned and walked us forward so that Brooke was in on the four-way group hug.


I love this family.





The next day, I took DJ ring shopping and while we saw a couple of designs we liked, she couldn't settle on one right away. For one thing, DJ kept falling in love with the beauty of one ring or another right up until the point she found out how much it cost, and despite my insistence that she was worth it, she refused to let me spend that much money on her.


Over and again I told her that this ring would have to last us a lifetime, and the last thing I wanted was for her to regret choosing a smaller rock than she truly wanted. But she kept on targeting smaller, less costly rings, and then it was MY turn to insist that we find something better.


Brooke sided with me, drawling, "Bigger IS better in this case."


DJ and I agreed that we were in no rush to pick out the perfect ring, and she believed, "When I know, I'll know. Just like I know about you."


The following day we drove up to the City and spent some time hanging out before meeting up with Dayna and Brandi for dinner. We spend the evening with our sisters (and yes, ended up in a five-way fuckfest). But we returned back to the Evanses to sleep.


On Friday, we finally rendezvoused with DJ's high school friends, including Faye Nguyen. Faye was the only one who knew DJ was pregnant, but that little factoid remained a secret and would remain so until DJ finished her first trimester. In the meantime, I was suitably harassed, interrogated, and flirted with as DJ's new/old boyfriend. In particular, there were two pretty young coeds named Melissa who seemed particularly interested in getting to know me a little better.


Yes, you read that right; both of them were named Melissa. Melissa T was a 5'7" dirty-blonde chatterbox with a tight body and nice ass while Melissa V was a 5'6" Vietnamese chatterbox with a tight body and nice ass. The Melissas had been best friends since grade school after bonding as 7-year-olds over having the same name. Both were quite flirtatious. And both, DJ warned me, had a habit of going after the same guy, not always with good results.


Not that I was terribly worried about these girls going after me. After all, I was quite clearly taken given that I'd arrived as DJ's boyfriend. But at the same time, something about me must have captured the Melissas' interest because they both seemed to spend an inordinate amount of time flirting with me.


When I asked DJ about it after lunch, she told me I had that effect on a lot of girls. I oozed casual confidence, with none of the nervousness OR lechery most guys would have around a pretty girl. I walked around like I had everything figured out, even if I didn't necessarily feel that way inside. And when girls flirted and tried to get a reaction out of me, I always managed to flirt back just enough to be interesting while NOT reacting in such a way as to make a girl believe she had the upper hand on me. And nothing intrigues a girl more than a guy she can't seem to crack.


So apparently I had intrigued the Melissas. As a group the girls elected to see the new Heath Ledger movie Casanova, a title both Brooke and DJ thought highly ironic for me. For a movie about a supposed lothario bedding a variety of women, I found the movie disappointingly lacking in both nudity and sex. Really, the picture was a standard rom-com with a bit of Venetian window dressing, enjoyable on its own merits but ultimately forgettable. I spent most of my time casually ignoring Melissa T sliding a hand up and down my thigh trying to get a reaction out of me before Melissa V switched seats with her and repeated the maneuver. I'm not entirely sure how I would have acted had DJ not told me just twenty minutes before the movie started that I wasn't supposed to react to their antics. But efforts to remain impassive or not, when Melissa V abandoned all subtlety and simply grabbed my package, I had to firmly grab her wrist and place her hand on her own thigh, giving her a stern, almost condescending look of disapproval at the same time.


Such a response apparently only stoked her interest even further. It didn't matter that I was "taken", since my having a girlfriend shouldn't have prevented me from at least reacting to the Melissas' charms. They couldn't know that my rather expansive sexual experience had rendered me effectively immune to being swayed by a pretty smile or a flash of cleavage. And the fact that DJ not only didn't seem to mind, but actually giggled and winked watching the girls go to work on me, fueled their aggressiveness.


When the movie was over, as usual everyone headed straight for the bathrooms. As one of the few guys in the group I was in and out quickly, and to my surprise I found that DJ had never gone inside in the first place. I went straight to my "girlfriend", and as she pecked my cheek she whispered in my ear, "Having fun?"


"Yeah. Other than the movie being kind of a dud, yeah, I'm having a good time."


"I didn't mean the movie. I meant the Melissas."


"What about them?"


"Well they certainly seem to be having fun."


"They're harmless. They're pretty girls, but neither of them holds a candle next to you."


"C'mon. You wouldn't turn down fresh pussy."


I barked a laugh and glanced around to make sure nobody was in immediate earshot. "Deej, honey ... You're all I need."


"Oh, I know. But still, they're certainly interested. I think we should fuck 'em."


My eyes popped open wide. "Excuse me?"


DJ grinned. "Why not?"


I frowned. "Are Brooke and I not keeping you satisfied? Because the last thing I want is for you to feel like--"


"Oh reLAX. This isn't a Dawn needing to spread her wings kinda thing. I'm just curious. There were always rumors about the Melissas in high school. People talked. While they're both clearly into guys, the word was that they also dyked it out in private. Now such a rumor might not be such a big deal to a true Casanova like you were, but our school wasn't quite so ... disreputable. For one thing, I was a lot more buttoned up about my bisexuality back then, with only Faye really knowing I swung both ways. The Melissas and I were friends, but I couldn't confide in them about that sort of thing. Still, I always wondered what it would be like to nail them, and now here's my chance." DJ's eyes glittered, and I turned to follow her gaze and see both Melissas coming out from the bathroom. DJ leaned in close to my ear, whispering in a husky voice, "Seriously ... let's fuck 'em."


"What about Brooke?"


"She can come too. I don't think she'd turn down fresh pussy either. They're clearly jonesing for you, and while most girlfriends would make them go home with damp but unfulfilled panties, I think I'm going to take a page from Adrienne's playbook."


"Adrienne's what now?"


"The gateway to your cock..."


I chuckled, remembering my ex-girlfriend's mantra from college. And I finished, " ... is through your pussy."


"Exactly." DJ grinned.


I sighed. "You don't mind sharing me with them?"


"Seriously? After everything we've been through together? You think I'm expecting monogamy out of you or something?"


"Well, I HAD to ask." I took a deep breath, shrugging and sighing. "Okay then. Your game."





We and the Melissas didn't hop in the sack right away or anything. So far, this was just a game, and there were many moves yet to be played. It was still mid-afternoon, and we collectively decided to go hang out at someone's house. Tina's parents would be at work until close to 7pm, and they weren't too particular about locking down the liquor cabinet.


Though we'd started with thirteen, some people went home and our group of nine arrived at a nice suburban two-story in a small, gated development. One of the girls mixed up a few Midori Sours and raided the fridge for wine coolers. My male ego wouldn't let me accept one of those, so I settled for pouring my own 7 and 7. And then somebody broke out a pack of cards to play Deuces.


My competitive instinct kicked in and I joined three others around the coffee table to play cards, with Melissa T to my right. DJ and Brooke were chatting up one of DJ's high school friends and to my momentary consternation, I spied DJ sipping at one of the wine coolers. Shooting her a look, she rolled her eyes and gave me a "chill out" look. I forced myself to relax. Really, we'd both read material about how she didn't have to go cold turkey on alcohol, especially not this early in the pregnancy. It was a single wine cooler, and it would have raised suspicions for her to turn the drink down.


The group socialized and played games for the next couple of hours. Melissa T kept flirting with me, and when she wasn't, Melissa V was flirting with me. DJ even joined in and didn't do a thing to put the brakes on either of them, which only emboldened them further. I tried not to notice DJ starting a second bottle of Bartles & Jaymes, and found myself squished onto a couch during a conversation with Melissa T sliding off the armrest and into my lap. I didn't move her, and she didn't move herself, and I got a couple of suggestive eyebrows from the others over the next few minutes while I slowly stroked her lower back.


Melissa T had nice legs, and I didn't mind rubbing her knees either.


But eventually dinnertime approached, and we were careful to clean up after ourselves and put all the liquor back where it belonged in Tina's parents' cabinet. One more friend decided to go home after that, reducing our group to eight. The rest of us headed out to dinner at a local café the girls had known since they were young.


After dinner Melissa V wanted to go to Golfland, and I should have paid attention to her enthusiasm. That evening was the first time in recent memory that I'd lost a round of miniature golf, and the competitiveness between her and me did more to stoke my desire to fuck the pretty Vietnamese girl blind than any of the day's flirting had. She even hit the hole-in-one on the 18th.


Our long day then ended at a tapioca joint, drinking boba and eating fried chicken skewers. We'd dropped down to seven after Golfland, and now that it was approaching 10pm, the remaining couple decided to head home. That left just me, DJ, Brooke, and the Melissas. But to my surprise, once our drinks and snacks were done, the Melissas got up to go leave while Brooke and DJ hopped into my car to go home.


"Interesting day," I told DJ as she buckled herself into the passenger seat beside me. "Although not the ending I would have expected, given your suggestion in the movie theatre."


"Oh, the night's not over yet," my fiancée giggled.


I grinned. "Ah, so I work up all this sexual frustration with the Melissas pawing at me all day, just so I can take you two home and pound the shit outta you both?"


"Not exactly," DJ replied before jerking a thumb into the backseat. "We're dropping Brooke off at home. You and me, on the other hand..."


I glanced over to see DJ holding up a paper menu from the tapioca joint with what looked to be an address scrawled on it.


"It's the Melissas' apartment by San Jose State. We're meeting them there in twenty minutes."


I arched an eyebrow in confusion. "When did you--? How did you--?"


Brooke piped up. "Still a rock for brains. We have ways of communicating without you poor males ever noticing."


We came to a red light and I glanced into the backseat. "But you're not coming?"


Brooke shook her head. "With strangers around? Don't trust myself to keep my hands off you. But don't worry about me feeling left out. I've gotten plenty from both of you these last couple of weeks, and I do know you both love me. I'm good, really. This will be fun for just the two of you."


"Aww ... I love you, sweetie," DJ said sincerely to her best friend.


Brooke grinned and reached forward, rubbing DJ's shoulder. "Love you, too."





"Please ... please..." the crying Vietnamese girl begged, bent over on all fours and naked save for the cute white Keds she was somehow still wearing. "I can't ... I can't..."


"Sure you can," DJ growled, still feeling juiced. "All you gotta do is lie there and accept." Coating two fingers in a fresh coat of Astroglide, she pressed them into her high school friend's ass while firmly holding Melissa V's left buttcheek to the side.


"Oh my ... Oh my ... Shit-shit-shit-shit-SHIT!"


Melissa V's last word escalated in both urgency and intensity, understandable since that was the moment my cockhead popped through her previously-virginal anus. She'd taken DJ's fingers well enough, as well as the bullet-shaped vibrator DJ for some reason had carried in her purse along with the tube of Astroglide. But still, nothing could truly prepare her for the sensation of a thick, nearly eight-inch long schlong slowly burrowing all the way up her poop chute.


"Holy SHIT, she's taking it!" Melissa T breathed from directly beneath our joining, her eyes wide open in astonishment.


"Get back to licking her. Help her get through this first part!" DJ ordered.


Obediently, Melissa T grabbed onto her best friend's ass, accidentally prying the brunette's buttcheeks further apart and helping me sink another inch deeper. She went to work licking and munching on Melissa V's prominent clit, which initially caused my ass-fuckee to tighten up momentarily. But soon the pleasurable sensations coming from her loins relaxed her, and I was able to smoothly drive the rest of my dick up the younger girl's butt.


"Gawd, you're such a fucking stud," DJ breathed when she saw my pubes press up against Melissa V's ass. Grabbing my head behind the neck, she turned me to her for a hot open-mouthed kiss. But moments later, she turned my attention back to the girl who had beaten me at miniature golf tonight, and she growled, "Really give it to her."


Well, I couldn't disappoint the mother of my child now could I?


Pretty much the entire night had gone this way. From the moment DJ entered that apartment she'd taken charge of the situation, insisting that her high school friends thank her for bringing the greatest cock in the world to their humble abode and promising them a night they would never forget. She told the girls to make themselves comfortable on the couch before turning around and dropping to her knees before me, unzipping my fly and extracting my half-hard member before giving me a hot, wet, and messy warm-up blowjob.


The way she fellated me was more for the Melissas' pleasure than mine, but there's really no BAD way DJ could be sucking on my dick. After bringing me to full mast, she told the girls to feel free to get started on each other while we put on a show for them, and put a show on we did.


DJ and I made out with sloppy kisses while slowly stripping our clothes off. I made sure to profile her for maximum exposure, letting the girls watch wide-eyed when DJ's bra finally came off and those 34DD tits a Barbie Doll would have envied were put on display. I turned us so that the Melissas could really ogle my fiancée's ass. And then I lay DJ across the girls' coffee table right under their noses, palming her tits and making her scream while I knelt between her knees and ate her out with a fury.


The Melissas had started rubbing themselves first outside and then inside their clothes while all this was going on. But it wasn't until I started eating out DJ that they began to join in. Melissa T was the first to tentatively reach out and rub DJ's perky nipple, only two feet away from her. DJ cooed and held up the other boob for equal treatment, and then it didn't take long for the two blondes to begin swapping spit and pawing at each other.


Meanwhile, Melissa V had come to me, and when I knelt upright I told her to put me inside DJ. Almost reverently, the young Vietnamese girl took hold of my hot, throbbing shaft, stroking it experimentally before gushing that it was the biggest one she'd ever seen.


I nodded and told her she'd get to feel it inside her as long as she made sure DJ was happy, and then she did as I'd originally ordered by placing my cockhead into my fiancée's folds and holding on until I'd shoved the first couple of inches inside, her hand-grip preventing the last few inches from entry.


I pulled the near-stranger to me with one arm and crammed my tongue down her mouth. She let go of my cock to touch my bare chest, tracing my musculature while I began rocking my hips to fuck myself fully into DJ. I freed my arms to pull her shirt over her head, unsnap her bra, and then feast on her pretty, perky B-cups. Melissa V moaned and held my head to her bosom before I began tugging at her jeans. She stood up to pull them and her panties off, leaning in to let me lap at her bare-shaven twat before falling back onto the couch and tugging her remaining garments off her legs.


I told her to put the white Keds back on, a request that caused her to smirk in surprise. But she did as I asked and then came back to me for more exploratory kisses. And then we both turned to see how DJ and Melissa T were doing.


Even though I was still fucking her, DJ's attention had been on the other blonde. She'd also removed her friend's top and bra and was currently suckling on a bared nipple. Melissa T had bigger tits than Melissa V, although nothing quite like DJ's massive melons. Still, she seemed quite happy to push those heavy hooters into my fiancée's face right up to the point where DJ pulled her down and whispered something in her ear.


Melissa T jerked upright, but with a smile. And then I got a really good look at the dirty-blonde's legs and ass as she stood up straight, bent at the waist, and dragged her skirt and thong panties down to her ankles. She stayed that way for an extra heartbeat, grinning back at me and Melissa V upside-down from between her knees. And then she climbed onto the wood coffee table, which creaked beneath the added weight. And then she lowered her neatly-trimmed snatch to DJ's lips and sighed rapturously as my fiancée began eating her out.


Taking that as my cue, I pulled out of DJ's pussy and took Melissa V by the shoulders. Pointing down at my fiancée's wet beaver, I told her, "It's your turn."


Melissa V's eyes flared up momentarily before she stuck her tongue down my oral cavity. But just as abruptly as she'd kissed me she pulled away, sliding herself into position and sticking her tongue down DJ's non-oral cavity.


I watched the three girls going at it for a little while, enjoying the view. DJ certainly seemed happy to be getting double-teamed by the Melissas, perhaps finally fulfilling a fantasy she'd carried with her since high school. But I only stayed out of it for a few minutes. After all, I had a massive erection and DJ was right: I wouldn't turn down fresh pussy."


Melissa V was bent over doggy-style to eat out DJ while my fiancée reclined on the coffee table. There was plenty of room behind her for me to sink to my knees. Her ass was swaying slightly from side-to-side, but she stilled the moment my hand touched her hips. And then holding her in place, I used only my hips to guide my dick to the entrance of her core and then slowly pushed my way inside.


Melissa V pulled her head back just long enough to moan, "Holy shit you're fucking BIG."


DJ moaned happily to hear that I'd entered her friend. And moments later, she started writhing and bucking on the coffee table hard enough to make me worry she would collapse the entire thing.


Turns out, my worries were warranted. No, the coffee table didn't collapse THEN. It collapsed later. That one was my fault. After driving Melissa V to climax and then tossing the girl aside so that I could shove myself into DJ's twat and fire my first load into the love of my life, we made Melissa T climb off DJ and then suck the creampie out, only to share the snowball with Melissa V. Then, DJ orchestrated the three girls into giving me a three-way blowjob, which got me hard enough to park Melissa T on her back across that same coffee table and fuck her so hard that MY thrusts were what finally caused one of the legs to wriggle free of its screws and for the table to collapse dramatically in a sudden lurch that left all four of us laughing our heads off.


"Let's move this to my bedroom," Melissa V then suggested. And after scooping up Melissa T in my arms and sinking her back down onto my dick in a carry-position, the four of us did just that.


And I still haven't mentioned how we got around to Melissa V's anal deflowering, have I?


Well, that would come a little later.





My second load of the night went down DJ's throat, but that came only after I finished fucking Melissa T's brains out standing next to the bed while she and DJ were sixty-nining. The dirty-blonde was still screaming our her latest climax when I yanked my dick out, grabbed my fiancée's face and crammed my dick in-between her lips before letting fly. We didn't have to worry about Melissa V at the time because I'd already knocked her unconscious for a while. She was still sleeping face-down in her own bedroom next door after I'd done my 3-2-1 Touchdown thing to her with her legs flung over my shoulders and my hands lightly squeezing her neck.


My third load of the night did NOT go straight into DJ, although it did end up there eventually. See, Melissa T was NOT an anal virgin, and after figuring out the dirty-blonde went wild while DJ buzzed that bullet-shaped vibrator over the girl's anus while eating her out, the minute after Melissa T finished sucking me back to hardness DJ went back for her lube, coated up both me and her high school friend, and then sat back to masturbate while watching me sodomize the shit out of the poor girl.


I did say that DJ ended up with my load eventually. That's because she sucked out the anal creampie when we were done. It was easy enough, since Melissa T passed out from pleasure overload about five seconds before I blew my wad, and she therefore was quite unresisting.


And so at last we come to Melissa V's anal virginity. The bubbly, perky 19-year-old coed had gone white-faced watching me violate her roommate's hershey highway. She'd rather plaintively asked, "You're not going to do that to me, are you?"


DJ had replied immediately, "Absolutely" while I said, "Not if you don't want me to."


DJ and I met eyes over that one, and she must have been hanging around Brooke a little too much because I could swear I saw my sister's evil grin on my fiancée's face. But then DJ went over to her old friend, taking her by the hand and guiding her back to her own bedroom while calling over her shoulder for me to get myself cleaned up and then join them.


I did as asked, returning to Melissa V's bedroom to find the girls face-to-face, tit-to-tit, and with their legs scissored together so they could rub pussies. DJ also had that bullet-shaped vibrator in hand, mostly working Melissa V's pussy from behind but also tracing the girl's perineum and even buzzing it over her anus from time to time.


The girls then turned around to hand my cock back and forth to get me my fourth erection with their mouths. DJ's perfect tits were also brought into play, and I was ready to go quite quickly, much to Melissa V's amazement.


"I've never even SEEN a guy get four erections before."


"Honey, this one comes back up six times pretty often," DJ stated proudly, showing off.


"I'm not as young as I used to be," I cautioned carefully.


"Whatever."


DJ again was orchestrating things, placing me on my back in the center of Melissa V's bed. She had the other girl mount me and start riding for her own pleasure, kneeling behind the Vietnamese babe and reaching around to fondle breasts, rub pussy, and turn the girl's head back for a kiss or two. Together, DJ and I got Melissa V a fresh orgasm, and then DJ circled around to mount my face in a reverse position so she and the brunette could continue kissing and fondling each other.


Melissa T woke up sometime during that fuck, watching us and recovering before DJ intoned that she wanted to watch the two Melissas dyking it out. They didn't take much convincing, lying down beside us and quickly reminding us just how beautiful two girls who intimately know each other inside and out can be.


DJ, meanwhile, had switched sides to sit on my cock, although she was mostly using her pussy as a dick-warmer just to keep me erect while focusing on the sight of the Melissas kissing tenderly and rubbing each other's body. DJ lay down on top of my chest, kissing me for a moment before turning her cheek. And then in a voice of quiet sadness, she said, "I love you, honey, but right now I kinda miss Brooke."


"Understandable," I assured her.


DJ then focused on kissing me for a little while, moaning and gradually heating up with the passion of our love until she finally broke away to breathe and gasp, "I want you in my ass."


My eyebrows rose, but she said, "I want the trifecta tonight."


Well, I couldn't disappoint the mother of my child now could I?


DJ had to go back to Melissa T's bedroom to retrieve the Astroglide, but then she had the dirty-blonde do the honors of lubing her up while she put her cheek on her forearms and stuck her ass up into the air. It took me to a moment to realize she was in Kim's Second Position, and that thought only spurred my lust.


But I didn't pound her. I made love to DJ's ass, putting all the tenderness I felt for the woman currently carrying my unborn son or daughter. The fact that my cock was gliding in and out of her asshole was immaterial. I made love to her body, caressing every inch of her with my hands, lips, tongue, and yes ... my cock.


Eventually, DJ's legs gave out and she collapsed face-down. I lay my chest against her naked back, and my arms on top of hers. I held the backs of her hands against my palms, our fingers intertwined. And with my toes straining against the bed sheets, I rutted in and out of her rectum until she cried softly in climax and I joined her, spraying my load deep within her bowels.


That sex act, more than anything else, convinced Melissa V to lose her anal virginity. My violation of Melissa T's butthole had frightened her, but my lovemaking with DJ had inspired her to give it a try. The girls cleaned me up, and then DJ's mouth brought me back up for that fifth erection that astonished the Melissas. And right when my column of man flesh reached back up toward eight inches, Melissa T breathed, "You're right. This is the greatest cock in the world."


Personally satiated, DJ played director. She got the girls into a sixty-nine. She had me tonguing Melissa V's anus, giving her a rim job to get her adjusted to the anal sensation. And then her own fingers lubed us up.


At the last second, the Vietnamese girl panicked and pleaded, "I can't ... I can't..."


But moments after that, she could. And finally I was balls deep up my third asshole of the night.


Given the way Melissa V had become convinced to try this, you'd think I would give her a gentle deflowering. I would have, really, had the decision been up to me. But to my surprise, after a couple of minutes of slow-dicking it was Melissa V who quietly pleaded, "Harder ... A little harder..."


Well, requests for a "little" harder soon became requests for plain "harder". "Harder" requests became urges for "More! More!"


"More!" requests became orders to "Fuck me! Fuck my ass!"


And when I reminded myself that this ... this... 19-year-old GIRL had beaten me at miniature golf, it only took one command "Hammer me!" for me to do just that.


Over and over I lunged with full speed into the poor girl's bowels. Faster and with more force my pelvis slammed against her tight buttcheeks. Really, Melissa V had a NICE ass. It was tight and firm and perky, just the way I liked it. Sure, I liked the padding of a bubble-butt from time to time, but there's something just so ... invigorating about grabbing onto a skinny but toned backside and really laying wood to it. There's a meaty solidity that a more fat-filled and rounded tushy doesn't have. And it's comparative lack of "give" imparts just a little bit of pain with each impact.


It was why I loved fucking Brandi's and Brooke's asses so much, the holy grails of butts. It was why I had so enjoyed that time I finally sodomized Kady Jacobsen. And it was one reason I was getting such a thrill from pounding Melissa V right now.


"UNNNNGHHH!" she grunted beneath me, pressed flat against the mattress by my savage thrusts, her limbs spread askew.


"UNNNNGHHH!" she groaned again, the wind knocked out of her from my latest impact.


"AWAUUUUGH!!!" she screamed, climax finally overtaking her.


Melissa T had long ago slid herself out from underneath her best friend. DJ had gone down on her and given the dirty-blonde one more oral climax before she decided she was done for the night and sat back. DJ herself sat in the desk chair, still fingering her own pussy and husking strong words about sucking out the anal creampie for a second time tonight.


I felt the inner vibrations of Melissa V's butt muscles clamping down on me as she climaxed, the tightness slowing my thrusts although I didn't quit my in and out action. She whined and whimpered and moaned at sensations she couldn't comprehend flooding through her brain. And when at last she was on the verge of passing out, I finally let go of my kegels and let the fire hydrant of cum flood forth.


"Oh, God..." Melissa V whimpered, feeling her rectal depths being filled by scalding jism. She twitched, just once, and then her head lolled forward limply, as she had already passed into unconsciousness.


I let my weight settle onto her back, crushing her smaller body beneath mine. And with a satisfied grin, I muttered, "Nope. Just me."





Of course DJ and I weren't going to spend the night. One thing about staying under the roof of her parents was that her mother would expect us to come home. Yeah, it was after midnight, but we were college kids. We didn't have curfews anymore. And Brooke would have let Deanna know that we were staying out late.


So DJ and I did a quick cleanup and gathered our clothes. Melissa V woke up in time to kiss us goodbye and gush that DJ had made good on her promise for a night they'd never forget. And Melissa T insisted that we give them a call if we were ever back in the area and looking for a no strings hookup.


We then returned to the Evans' house and took a quick shower together. DJ then told me she had to take care of something and slipped into Dawn's bedroom where Brooke was sleeping. Behind the closed door, I heard my little sister jerk awake with a grunt and a moan before gasping in surprised pleasure.


I chuckled and left them to it. DJ obviously felt that she owed Brooke for missing out tonight, and while I was of a mind to add my own apologies, after five rounds and three asses my cock was wiped out for tonight. So I settled for warming up DJ's side of the bed.


Exhausted from the ... well... exhausting sex, I actually fell asleep before DJ returned to me. I was only half-awake when she lifted the covers and slid in beside me, backing up into a spooning position and pulling my hand over her torso and then underneath her pajama top so that I could palm her naked breast. I pressed my nose into the back of her neck, inhaling her sweet scent mixed with feminine musk. And I murmured, "You smell so good."


DJ giggled. "I smell like I just had sex with your sister."


"Uh-huh. You smell good."


And then we drifted off to sleep.





-- SATURDAY, JANUARY 7, 2006, WINTER BREAK --



I felt something tickle my balls, and with a start, I jerked awake.


"Mmph!" DJ groaned, and as I sat up, I realized I'd just shoved my dick an inch into her 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 as I did so, she popped off my cock, smiling as she continued stroking my shaft with one hand.


"Morning," DJ greeted, looking quite perky. She'd apparently woken some time before me, having had the time to get dressed and put her hair up in that Heidi braid she'd recently adopted. She'd already dabbed on her daily makeup and her sky blue eyes sparkled in the morning light.


For a moment, I let my head fall back, allowing myself to awaken fully while enjoying my fiancée's ministrations. But after a minute or two, I caught my breath and levered myself up onto my elbows, watching DJ work her oral magic before reaching down with one hand and brushing a lock of loose hair back from her forehead and behind her ear.


She smiled around a mouthful of meat, and then twisted her head while deep-throating me. She already had me at full hardness, and as the tingles of pleasure began crawling up my spine, I asked, "You wanna come up here and join me?"


DJ popped off long enough to say, "You're not too wiped out from last night?"


"I've always got reserves of energy for you."


Holding my prick upright with one hand, she banged my crown against her forehead a couple of times and then took a long lick from base to tip. "That's nice, but lemme just do this for you today."


I shrugged my agreement as she went back to work, watching this gorgeous goddess pleasure me without expectation of return until I couldn't stand the pleasure anymore. I simply had to let my elbows collapse and my head fall back for the last minute or so before my balls clenched and I began geysering wave after wave of cum into my lover's sucking mouth.


She swallowed every drop and then kissed my sensitive tip before finally crawling up the bed to lie beside me. Cradling my face, she kissed me and then set her head down on my chest. And for a little while, I simply held my future wife and enjoyed the blissful aftermath of utter satisfaction.


But after a few minutes, I felt DJ's totally relaxed body begin to tense up. I thought that signaled her transitory antsiness, and that she was thinking about getting up to find breakfast. Although I probably could have remained lying there with her for a few more minutes, SHE wasn't the one who'd just gotten off, so it only made sense for her to be ready to move a little earlier than me.


It was no big deal for me to get up now, so I patted her back and asked, "Wanna go get breakfast?"


She nodded at first, but then stopped abruptly and elevated herself on one elbow to look down at me. There was evident worry on her face, and after she blinked a couple of times while remaining silent, I took it upon myself to ask, "What's wrong?"


"Tell me you love me."


Though momentarily perplexed, I didn't hesitate in replying, "Of course. I love you."


"Did you really mean it when you said you would love me no matter what?"


"Absolutely."


"Even if I hadn't become pregnant?"


"Yes, of course."


DJ bit her lip nervously, staring into the back of my eyes. "Did you mean it when you said you'd wait to have a family if I wasn't ready yet?"


Now I hesitated, and in that hesitation I saw DJ wince and turn her face away. But feeling her slip away, I quickly raised a hand and turned her face back to mine. "Yes, I meant it," I stated firmly, willing her to believe me. "If you weren't ready ... If you're NOT ready ... I'll understand."


"But you won't be happy."


I took a deep breath, pursed my lips, and didn't answer her directly. Instead, I asked, "Are you telling me you've changed your mind? That now you want to have an abortion?"


"Will you leave me if I do?"


"DJ..." I took a deep breath, collecting my thoughts. And once I felt calm, I took another deep breath and stated, "I believe that I'm ready to be a father, but it takes the both of us to be parents. If you don't feel that you can handle being a mother just yet ... If ... If ... If you want to have an ... an ... an abortion ... I will still love you."


"But you hesitated. You could barely say that just now."


I sighed. "Deej ... I want this baby. I do. I look at you and I imagine the little child growing inside you. So yeah, I'm hesitating. But the decision isn't only up to me. I've said it before and I'll say it again: You're the one that's going to have to carry this baby to term and deal with all the physical and emotional consequences. I can't give birth for you, for us. And while I'm ready to do my part in dealing with sleepless nights and changing diapers and feeding and caring and all those other things ... It's not just about me. I made the decision a long time ago that I want a family, but I also decided that I want my family with YOU. I don't want to wait. I honestly think that you and me and our baby will be just fine if we start our family right now. But ... But ... If you don't ... then, I'm willing to wait for you."


"Are you?"


"Will you still marry me?"


"You'd still want to marry me? Even if I wasn't pregnant?"


"I thought I made myself clear on that point. YES."


DJ smiled. "Then yes, I'll still marry you."


"Then that's good enough. I admit that yes, I want this baby. But it's YOU I want more than anything else in the world. Marry me, DJ. Become my wife. Let us discover our future together and I know that the family part will eventually come. Heck, we already know we're both fertile."


That brought a little smile onto DJ's face. Sighing, she pushed herself upright and planted a hand on the bed. With her legs neatly folded to one side, most of her weight was supported by that arm, and she touched her own chin to her shoulder while looking back at me. The motion caused some of her bangs to come loose and drape over her face, the blonde tresses backlit by the morning sun.


She was so breathtakingly beautiful in that moment that I couldn't help but elevate myself to a sitting position, grab her head in my hands and pull her to me for a fierce supervolcanic kiss that knocked both of our socks off. I did LOVE this girl, and while a part of me ached inside at her hesitation to have this baby, my soul rejoiced in the affirmation that she still wanted to marry me.


Eventually, we separated, both of us needing to catch our breaths. DJ eyed me for a moment with a look of wonder, pleasantly buzzing off that kiss although still with some trepidation in her eyes. "You'll really be okay with it if I don't have this baby yet?"


I sighed, feeling my own buzz wipe away, and my shoulders sank as I leaned back against the headboard. "Okay? Yes. Happy? No. But that's alright. I love you."


"I love you, too."


"Can I ask though, what changed your mind? Or was it that you'd still wanted to have this abortion since the first time you told me, and I never completely changed your mind to keep it?"


DJ sighed. "Both, I guess. I mean, you sorta did change my mind but then you sort of didn't. This has always been in the back of my head and I've just never been totally comfortable with the idea of becoming a mother this young. I mean, I'd be 20 by the time the baby was born, but only just barely. And everything you said about not having my life 'settled' yet ... that's totally true. I've two more years of college. I don't have a job yet. And I was staring down the idea of being married with children before I'm even legally old enough to drink."


"Scared you?"


"Of course! You've got two years on me, but I can barely understand how all that doesn't scare YOU!"


"It does, sometimes. They say you can never be truly ready to be a parent. You can be as prepared as possible, but all the book knowledge in the world can't compare to the actual EXPERIENCE of being a parent. There's just something about it impossible to understand until you've actually got that child in your hands."


"And THAT scares me even MORE. I can't even properly prepare for this? That being a mother is so radically life-altering that nobody can ever be truly READY for it? How deep down over my head was I getting? Seriously?!?"


"You'd have managed just fine. You still will, if I can change your mind about getting an abortion. I believe in you, and I believe you'll be an awesome mother."


"I'm not ready, Ben. I'm not."


I took a deep breath. "I hear you."


"But you still want to change my mind."


"I do. It goes back to something I talked about with Paige. Nobody in their right minds ever WANTS to be teenaged single mother. There simply aren't any practical reasons to do so. But now that she's MET her baby, she can't imagine having chosen any other way of life. She sees the adorable face and feels the chubby cheeks and hears the cute little squeals. Knowing what she knows now, she wouldn't have had things any other way."


"That's a good reason to have a baby, period. Not necessarily a good reason to have a baby NOW."


"I know, I know. It's just that ... you're already pregnant. It's like we're halfway there."


"But we're not halfway there. We're not even a quarter way there. I've only KNOWN I've been pregnant for three weeks. The fetus is little more than a collection of cells, a lima bean without a head or limbs or anything yet. It's not too late."


I sighed. "I guess."


"I can't do this yet. I know my initial reaction was to want to keep the baby ... OUR baby. But since then everything's been such a whirlwind. Finding out I was pregnant, you proposing, and then off to your family's for vacation and calling each other fiancé and fiancée. Everything just happened so fast!"


I frowned. "Would you rather I didn't propose?"


"What? No ... no. I love being engaged to you, and being engaged doesn't really change anything about us except for having that much more of a commitment to each other. But this pregnancy ... It's just ... It's all so sudden. And I'm only nineteen. And I don't think I'm ready to give up on my youth just so fast."


"You'll still be young."


"Young and FAT. You should have seen the way the Melissas gushed about my body last night. They thought I was hot in high school and wanted to fuck me then, but they're just blown away by me now. I feel perfect ... perfect weight and size and the firmness of my boobs and the flatness of my tummy. I went to gym religiously this past semester and my abs have never looked so good. I can't ... I don't want to see them bulge out and get that basketball on my belly just yet. I don't want to see my boobs start drooping before their time."


"Everybody's body changes, and you always said you wanted kids eventually."


"Eventually! Not now! Not yet! Christ, Ben. When we started dating I thought we'd be boyfriend and girlfriend for a couple more years, and then maybe you'd propose right after graduation, and then we'd get an apartment together and see the world and go to parties and have lots of wicked hot sex and do so many amazing things together before settling down. Like ... twenty-seven. That's EIGHT years away for me! Eight years I'd be giving up. But I'm not ready to give that up yet! I want to keep snowboarding. I want to visit Europe. I want to sun on a beach in the Bahamas with this perfect body and watch all the jealous people drool over me. But I can't do that with a kid. I'll NEVER be able to do that if I have a kid. My body will never come back to the way it is now, and we'll never have the time to just be the two of us on some tropical getaway."


"Of course we'll have time. Our parents certainly manage often enough."


"Our parents are OLD. They're like ... in their FORTIES. Almost FIFTIES. I can't wait that long. I know my mom's in good shape, but she'll never again look the way she did in her early-20s. And if I keep this baby, then I'll never even HAVE an early-20s!"


"Okay, DJ, okay..." I said gently, raising my hands up and then placing them on her shoulders to try and calm her down. "I get it. I get it. I gave you these same reasons myself, and I understand them."


"And that LOOK you gave me last night when I was drinking that wine cooler!" she complained. "That 'Ohmigawd she's drinking!' look. What the hell? I'm not ready for those looks. I'm not ready to be told I can't have alcohol or I can't go dancing or I can't go out and have fun with my friends because I've got stay home and breastfeed. I'm not ready!"


"Okay, okay!" I said a little louder, squeezing her shoulders.


DJ cracked then, the tears bursting forth in a flood as she collapsed forward. I grabbed her and pulled her body around so that she was sitting sideways on my lap, sobbing against my neck while I stroked her back and cuddled her tight.


"It's okay," I reassured her. "It's okay. I get it. I understand. I'm still with you. I still love you. You're not ready, and that's okay. I still want to marry you, and we'll have our family eventually someday. I love you, Deej. I love you..."


Still, it was a long time before she stopped crying.


That's because after a little while, it really hit me that the adorable, chubby little boy or girl growing inside of DJ's womb was never going to be born. And then -I- started crying, too.





It took a while for DJ and I to compose ourselves after that. I'm sure the Brooke and her parents thought we were doing something naughty in the bedroom, or even perhaps merely sleeping in after our late arrival last night, because they left us alone. And there were no questions save for the usual morning greetings when we did finally emerge.


DJ and I had agreed not to reveal her decision to her parents just yet. She still wanted to do more research to figure out how to actually go about getting an abortion. She didn't ask me to help her figure these things out; I suppose she realized that while I accepted her decision, it wasn't something I really wanted to do. As it turned out, Brooke sensed the disquiet in her best friend even before we sat down to a late breakfast, and once the meal was over, the two of them left to go up to DJ's bedroom while I joined Jack Evans on the couch to watch TV. I held no illusions that DJ wouldn't tell Brooke what she'd decided.


A couple of hours later, DJ and Brooke cruised downstairs to pick me up so we could go out somewhere. I didn't know what we were doing or where we were going, but I followed along and drove where DJ told me until we came to a quaint little park. DJ said there was a gazebo with some benches inside there, and it was a place she used to go when she wanted to think.


Unfortunately, the park also had a playground, and there were a half-dozen small children climbing about the jungle gym while their parents either watched or chased after them. The three of us didn't make it out of the car, and I never even turned the engine off. DJ saw the expression on my face, and it was Brooke who suggested from the backseat that maybe we should find somewhere else.


It proved surprisingly difficult to find a spot without a view of any children. Nowhere in the retail areas, at least. In the end, we happened upon a suburban business complex with empty streets and rows of mingled 2-story office buildings and warehouses. The parking lots were dead empty, and in the end we simply stayed in the car, completely isolated.


There, the girls told me that they'd decided on a particular abortion clinic close by and that apparently had some good online reviews for being non-judgmental and low pressure. They'd made an appointment for Monday, the first day the clinic would be open for procedures. We'd go out, we'd come back, and her parents would never know the difference. Then, when she was ready, DJ would give them the news.


I wasn't particularly a fan of the girls' approach. A decision this monumental I felt deserved to be told in person. I wasn't going to try to change DJ's mind, knowing that she was dead set on following this course of action, but I did feel that at the very least, we should return straight back to the Evans' house and tell Jack and Deanna when it was over.


DJ grudgingly agreed. Given a choice, I think she would have rather NEVER told her mother, and perhaps made up some story about a miscarriage a couple of weeks down the road. But she was adamant that she not tell her parents BEFORE having the abortion, because she wouldn't be able to deal with the stress and anxiety between the telling and the actual deed. I agreed, because I didn't think Deanna would be able to deal with the stress, either. Better to try and get over things AFTER than worry about what was still yet to come.


Once we agreed on that, the three of us went silent. It was a heavy, serious time for all of us, especially DJ. I'm sure at this point she wished she could just get it over with right away, and to be honest, so did I. As much as I did love her and did want to marry her and spend the rest of my life with her, this abortion was like a kick in MY gut and even now I could taste the bile in the back of my throat.


Brooke tried to break the ice by asking how I was taking things. I said all the right things, explaining that I understood why DJ was making the decision she was and that I still supported her. I knew we would have other chances down the road once our lives were more settled, and it never would have been an easy thing to raise a family this early in both our love and in our lives. For all I knew, having a baby while still a college student would have been the thing that broke our relationship. This way, we were free to grow and develop as a couple without the burdens of child-rearing before we were ready.


I thought I was pretty convincing, but when we hit the next awkward pause in the conversation, I could see that both DJ and Brooke had read the strain behind my eyes. This hurt, and not for any silly political reasons about Pro-Life versus Pro-Choice. For a little more than three weeks I'd lived my life under the belief that I would have a child come August. But now for better or for worse, that future was being taken away from me.


DJ reassured me that this didn't mean she loved me any less, and I believed her. I believed that she wanted nothing more in this world than to be by my side and to eventually become my wife. Really, I think she only kept the baby THIS long because (A) she thought she was supposed to and (B) because she worried that I'd break up with her if she didn't. But apparently I'd done a pretty good job of reassuring her that I DID love her, that I HAD chosen her, and that even an abortion wouldn't break us apart. It was only because she trusted in my love for her that she had even made this decision.


Perhaps you should have let her believe you'd dump her instead.



That was an unkind thought, and I shook it from my head immediately. The absolute worst would have been for my child to be born to a mother who didn't really want him or her. DJ had every right to be frightened out of her wits at the idea of having a baby right now, and her decision made all kinds of logical sense. It wasn't even the first time this decision had been made for me. After all, Allie Sanders had gone through the same thing when we were still in high school.


Allie Sanders ... I wonder where she is now?



"C'mon, you two," Brooke said finally, breaking the most recent awkward silence. "Let's go home."


We arrived to find that Jack and Deanna had left the house to run some errand or another, with a note saying they'd be back by dinner. That meant that we had the whole house to ourselves, and DJ was suddenly quite insistent that the three of us get naked and sweaty.


We wound up in DJ's bedroom, just in case the parentals arrived sooner than expected. The girls sat me down on the bed and gave me a tandem blowjob, with DJ being just as commanding as she'd been with the Melissas, directing Brooke like my little sister was an extension of her own body. The two of them fucked my brains out that afternoon, with DJ especially going all out. There was an intensity in her eyes, a sharpness and attentiveness I hadn't seen before. She watched everything that was happening with great care, especially the expressions on my face. And she flung herself into making love with 110% energy.


She timed her thrusts to match mine, carefully seeking out just the right depth and power to maximize my pleasure. She was so good at it that I got caught up in her lust and fury, the sexual creature inside me so completely excited by her expertise that I couldn't help but go along for the ride. She made sure to hit all of my sensitive spots, or have Brooke do it for her while her hands, lips, and pussy were occupied elsewhere. She read my body as well as I'd ever read hers, as if SHE were the sexual savant. And she wrung such extreme pleasure from my loins that by the end of it I was a drooling, slobbering mess of a man half-passed out in her bed.


I came all over her face and in her hair, with extra droplets dripping down onto her wonderful breasts. She had Brooke lick up every little bit and then snowball them back to her for my viewing pleasure. I came deep in her cunt, so deep that even Brooke couldn't suck it back out for further snowballing. And in the very end, I blasted away deep within her exceptionally lubricated colon, feeling her ass muscles milk me for every last drop until I was completely spent within her.


I only had the three ejaculations to complete the trifecta, but they were some of the best ejaculations I'd ever had. She'd done everything possible to give me the threesome of a lifetime. In short: it was the perfect fuck.


And that's when I remembered that we'd had a perfect fuck before. It had come more than two years ago, back during the first time DJ and I were a romantic couple. It had also been the LAST fuck of our first relationship, and only now, several minutes after that last ejaculation up DJ's ass did I realize why I was thinking about that time.


DJ had done the same thing to me that I'd done to her then. She'd been my perfect lover ... technically, skillfully ... But not emotionally. She'd done everything right in terms of action and pressure and pushing all of my buttons. But it was the wrong time for that kind of love.


Today, mere hours after telling me she was going to terminate my child, she was trying to make it up to me by giving me the best fucking she could give. But I didn't need the best fucking right now. I needed ... my wife. The motions were there, but the emotions weren't.


It wasn't that she didn't love me. Despite the mechanical fucking, I truly believe she did. Actually, it was BECAUSE of her overly mechanical fucking that I knew she did. She was simply trying too hard, and now that I had figured this out, I told her.


"I get it. And I thank you for caring enough to try so hard," I reassured her once I finished with my explanation. "But this probably wasn't the best time."


"What DID you want?"


"I simply wanted to feel your love. You know that while I accept your decision, I can't be happy about it. We both know I DID want this baby, so to be losing it like this ... it's an emotional gut wound. I guess ... a situation like this needs to be treated like any other sense of loss. I needed comfort, not wild sex."


"What, you don't think -I- feel a sense of loss? I'm the mother! I'm about to lose a part of ME!"


"I know, I know," I said quickly, reaching up and rubbing DJ's cheek as she leaned over me. "We both do. And I just think that's what WE should be doing right now. Comforting each other. We're both losing something in a couple of days. Yeah, you wanted to cheer me up or make me feel better, and you did such a damn good job of it that I DID get carried away with you. But let's face it ... This time, really, is a time of mourning, not celebration."


Suddenly feeling her nakedness, DJ pulled the covers over her body. Brooke retrieved DJ's shirt and brought it over to her, and I allowed my fiancée to put it on before she cuddled up to me beneath the covers.


"Should I go?" Brooke asked.


I shrugged, replying, "Maybe just for a bit."


But DJ shot her hand out and grabbed Brooke's wrist, saying, "No. Please. I need you right now."


Nodding, Brooke spooned in behind DJ, embracing her best friend and imparting a sense of reassurance that I simply couldn't match. Instantly, DJ seemed to calm down feeling my little sister's hug, and inevitably, my thoughts turned to Dawn and the special bond with her I'd lost.


What would she make of this situation? Would she feel bad for her little sister, going through such a tough and potentially traumatic decision like this? Would she rejoice to learn that her rival for my affections was taking a step backward?


But I pushed Dawn out of my mind. She'd had her chance, and she was a part of my history now. Dawn was my past, and DJ was still my future. I held onto my wife-to-be tightly, and I silently thanked Brooke for her presence. At a time like this, DJ and I needed all the help we could get, and I could never be jealous for the bond Brooke and DJ shared.


But then in the distance we heard the rumble of a garage door. The parentals were back, and if we were going to continue with this secret, we'd have to get our game faces on.





Monday arrived sooner than I would have expected. One might think that the anxiety over the impending abortion would have dragged out each hour leading up to the big moment, but instead I felt like the clock was ticking on my baby's life, and that clock was moving WAY too fast.


On the other hand, our anxiety over it all made the act itself rather anticlimactic. The three of us went to the clinic in the morning, filled out our paperwork, and then had the procedure done. Brooke had to wait outside, but they actually let me go in with DJ and hold her hand. She was crying thirty seconds after she climbed onto the operating table, and so was I, actually. And then it was all over and we were on our way home.


Puffy-eyed and distraught, we gave Jack and Deanna Evans the news. I ended up doing most of the talking, explaining the reasons like they were OUR reasons. WE felt too young for this baby. WE felt that our lives weren't settled down enough yet. And WE had things we still wanted to do while we were young.


That Deanna Evans didn't completely lose her marbles was of some surprise. Perhaps her agony was tempered by the assurance that DJ and I were still going to get married, despite no longer being pregnant. But really, I think she was too completely in shock to even flip out. Jack would probably have to deal with her nervous breakdown tonight, or even later, especially since we'd also told them that we were leaving the house today instead of next week when classes resumed.


DJ's parents understood our desire to step away from things and have some time to ourselves to process. Deanna did suggest that her daughter would be better off with parental support at a time like this, but DJ apologized and explained that the last thing she wanted to do was see her every day knowing she'd taken away her mother's first chance at a grandchild. Deanna, although not happy, seemed to understand that.


Jack did shake my hand and wished us both well. It wasn't like we wouldn't be seeing them again. Deanna cried and hugged us both like she never wanted to let go. And then we headed for Berkeley.


Once back in the house, we took about an hour to unpack and compose ourselves before making the phone call to my parents. That turned out to be a short conversation because it turned out that Deanna Evans had already called my mom and given her the news. Figures.


My parents were much more understanding and practical about the situation. Mom reassured me by saying she understood that it must not have been an easy decision, but that she honestly thought we'd made the right one. I was surprised by that, but DJ wasn't in the mood to keep on the line any longer than she had to, so we ended the call with polite goodbyes.


Dayna and Brandi, on the other hand, decided to drop everything and drive over. They even left work to do so, and thirty minutes later both girls were in the living room bawling with DJ while Brooke and I looked on.


"I'll make dinner," DJ volunteered. I went with her. And thus began one of the longest weeks of my life.





Let's talk for a minute about guilt. Guilt is a cancer, a disease that when left unchecked can rot away even the best relationship from the insides. Even when IN check, meaning that the guilt is not kept secret and instead is openly communicated and forgiven, it's still ... well ... let me put it this way: often times even the best cared-for cancer is not survivable.


I knew in my gut that I could never live with guilt over the first time I ever cheated, on Megan and Cassidy by letting Adrienne seduce me back when I was sixteen. Coming clean had been the only solution, even though it directly led to the dissolution of those relationships. Guilt can be a lose-lose situation, and the only remedy is to never have cause to feel guilty in the first place.


But sometimes that isn't an option. Sometimes (too often, perhaps), the cause for guilt has already happened, and now you're stuck trying to find some other solution. Many people try not to feel guilty about the bad things they've done. Some even succeed, and live their lives doing bad shit and never letting their conscience bother them.


I'm NOT that kind of sociopath, and neither is DJ. This is a good thing, in general. Unfortunately, it made for a rough week for both of us.


It started on Tuesday morning. Something tickled my balls, and I jerked awake to find Brooke slowly bobbing her head up and down my morning wood. On an ordinary Tuesday, I would find this to be a good thing...


... but not today. I didn't want a blowjob today, or any other day for the next seven days at a minimum. I didn't want a blowjob, I didn't want intercourse, and I didn't want an ejaculation of any kind. Not for seven days, and possibly up to two weeks. Why? Because if I did, I'd feel guilty. But I didn't know that, not until that Tuesday morning when I stirred awake to find my cock nudging at my little sister's throat. Unfortunately for me, I knew it now, and because of it I had to reach down and pull Brooke off my dick.


I should explain. The most basic reason for my self-imposed interdiction on orgasms was that to have one would feel unfair. See, the nature of an abortion is that it messes up a woman's internal body. The cervix is dilated and stuff is fucked around with, and not in a good way. End result: DJ couldn't have sex for a minimum of seven days, and the doctor recommended fourteen.


Sure, she could still take me up the backdoor or give me blowjobs, but DJ's issues with sex went way beyond the physical. The abortion was a mental and emotional hammer-blow to the head, and the LAST thing DJ wanted to do once we got home was have ANY kind of sex. Words weren't needed on that point. She knew it. I knew it. She'd been traumatized today, and could possibly be emotionally scarred for the rest of her life. What my fiancée needed right now was comfort, not sex. And she cried herself to sleep Monday night.


But she'd made me a promise. Right after we got engaged, DJ told me I would never again go through a twenty-four hour period without getting off, and so far she'd ensured just that. After our "perfect" fuck on Saturday that left me feeling hollow, DJ had done a much better job on Sunday, and we'd tenderly made love. Then on Monday morning she wanted to feel me one last time before the procedure, crying all the while. Her obvious sadness had made it rather difficult for me to find release, but she insisted and with her milking muscles doing most of the work, she managed to get what she wanted. Of course, two minutes later she started freaking out about the abortion doctors finding sperm in her vagina, and she tried to get Brooke to lick it all out.


The point is: ever since the engagement, DJ had kept her promise. Only I didn't actually consider it a hard and fast "promise", and indeed with everything that was going on I'd forgotten about her decree completely. Even if I HAD remembered, what was happening to us now I certainly would have considered to be a perfectly valid reason to let me go without.


But DJ had remembered, and DJ considered it a promise. At the time she'd said it, I'd told her that she wouldn't be able to be around for the rest of our lives. She'd insisted that in those cases she would find a substitute hottie to take care of me, and she apparently meant it. And after waking early this morning and letting me sleep in, she'd arranged for my little sister to be that substitute.


Here's where the guilt kicks in. I didn't want this orgasm. My first instinct was to let Brooke do her thing, but then I remembered where I was and why I was here. The original plan was for DJ, Brooke, and I to remain with the Evanses until the coming Sunday, which would give us a day and a half to get back into the academic groove before classes resumed on Tuesday the 17th. But instead I was in my room, back at the Berkeley house early, and it was all because of yesterday's procedure.


It didn't seem fair for me to have sexual satisfaction when DJ couldn't. Sharing a girl in a threesome for mutual benefit was one thing. Getting pleasured by Brooke while DJ was momentarily occupied was another. But this? My fiancée was physically out of commission for at least seven days, and potentially could be emotionally out of commission even longer. If she couldn't get relief, then my conscience wouldn't let me get it either.


Brooke understood. She recognized the emotional turmoil her best friend and brother were going through, although from her own perspective, blowing off a little steam would be good for everyone. She herself would feel like she was helping us out. DJ's guilt over not being able to "take care of her man" would be assuaged. And the male (me) would get blissful ejaculations to take my mind of things. I was Ben; this was how I worked.


Until it wasn't how I worked. And that morning was only the beginning.


Brooke and I went downstairs to find that DJ just starting breakfast. Apparently she hadn't expected our arrival for another thirty minutes at least. That led to a heartfelt but rather tense conversation in the kitchen during which we nearly burned our food. DJ was rather preoccupied trying to convince me to go back upstairs with Brooke. But even her insistence that I do it "for her" wasn't enough to make me leave.


I tried to get her to let me finish making breakfast. Brooke tried to convince us both to let HER finish making breakfast. Everyone wanted to do it for the other two, and three stubborn people who are all convinced they know what's best for the others can create quite a mess. Instead of making anyone feel better, we wound up just pissing each other off. But after collectively finishing the food and then eating in silence for about three minutes, our dear love for each other finally started to come through. Once everyone realized that our stubbornness was borne from a desire to support one another, the tears and apologies came forth, and we managed to patch things up.


But that didn't mean we were ready to have sex. In fact, we almost immediately went our separate ways.


Although "The Decision" had been talked to death, I think there's something about that second X-chromosome that causes females to beat a subject even further into the ground after it's dead. Although DJ and Brooke had cemented their bond as each other's best friend, DJ still was quite close to Faye Nguyen and she left with my sister to visit Faye and tell her everything. I stayed behind to clean the house. After so much time away, I was certain that the spiders had moved in en masse and a fine layer of dust had covered every surface possible.


The girls were gone until dinnertime, which I had ready and on the table when they arrived. I didn't ask about how things had gone, but being girls they wanted to share anyway. We talked about "The Decision" some more, which got everyone emotional again, and DJ wound up falling asleep in my arms once more.


Just another day in my life.





The rest of the week was much the same. DJ moped about the house, battling her demons over the abortion and trying to come to terms with her guilt. Brooke spent 16 hours a day trying to support her, only absent for the eight or so hours when DJ slept with me. She did her best to distract her best friend, suggesting little outings around town or into the City. She figured that we were still on vacation, so we might as well make use of the time off. Sometimes the girls invited me; sometimes they didn't. DJ would never refuse my presence, but at the same time, she couldn't help but look at me and think about how she'd killed my baby.


It was a horrible situation all around, and my insistence that I not have sex with Brooke only compounded her guilt. A few times I thought that I should do as she requested, for her sake if not mine. The problem was: even my little head understood the gravity of our situation, and he refused to rise to the occasion. Probably more of a problem with my big head, actually.


The one time my little head DID rise, on Friday, it turned out that Brooke wasn't in the mood. Constantly trying to support us was taking its toll on my little sister, and the situation wasn't exactly conducive to fostering lust. I didn't really mind. Again, the big head didn't particularly agree with the little one in the first place.


And then there were the times DJ simply forced herself to try and physically be there for me. I woke up Saturday morning with her mouth around my morning wood, and seeing HER doing this with me for the first time in a long while had me ready and willing to go. The one thing I wanted more than anything was for her and I to find our desire for each other again, and truly be together. But two minutes later she started crying mid-blowjob, and that effectively ended that attempt. I tried to go down on her instead, but she wouldn't have it. Again, guilt.


That was our life: guilt. Every day. Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, Saturday. Guilt hung on our every word. Guilt filled up our daily schedules. Guilt kept me from getting laid.


Guilt sucks. Guilt blows. Guilt, ultimately, does neither, at least not in a good way. Guilt was the omnipresent force around us, the elephant in the room, and the invisible wall between us all at once. Guilt was killing our relationship, and for a little while, I began to think it would succeed in doing so.


But then we had a breakthrough Sunday morning.





-- SUNDAY, JANUARY 15, 2006, WINTER BREAK --



The early morning air was cold against my right cheek, the pillow reassuringly warm against my left. Instinctively, I turned my face deeper into the pillow and inched my shoulder up to carry the warm blanket higher up toward my ear.


Little by little, my body came alive as sensory input crawled along my nerves. The lone exception was my left arm, slightly deadened from being trapped beneath her pillow for some time. I'd awoken in the middle of the night to feel the uncomfortable tingling of electrons attempting in vain to travel down my arm to reach my fingertips, only to be blocked from passage by the weight of DJ's head. Those electrons cried out in anguish, as if the blockage were suffocating them. But those electrons had meant less to me than DJ's continued peaceful slumber, and so I'd fitfully returned to sleep without moving the arm.


My right hand, on the other ... uh ... hand... , felt wonderful. As it often did in the night, it had slipped beneath DJ's sleep shirt and nestled in her cleavage. The electrons from that hand returned the happy news along my nerves that my fingers were comfortably curled around the globe of a large, naked breast, and that its matching twin was squished against the hand's back side. DJ held my forearm with both of hers, snuggling against it in her sleep, and the positioning of my two arms kept my body spooned up against her.


We were joined together as one, with even our legs were pressed against each other. Both of our right legs extended relative forward across the mattress while our left legs pivoted back, so that my right leg rested over her left. As I awoke, energy sparkled down my veins as my limbs hugged DJ even tighter to me, wrapping her leg in my own and pressing my cock a little harder into the cleft of her butt cheeks. Feeling the crispness of January air against my exposed cheek, I snuggled deeper beneath the blanket that rose almost to my ear and covered half of DJ's head before me. Cocooned together like this, we were perfect, and I never wanted to leave.


Fortunately or unfortunately, depending on how you view what happened next, my move to hug DJ tighter also stirred her awake. Her head shifted position on her pillow, removing the heavy weight from my left forearm and sending those electrons screaming like mad down and back along my nerves, setting them on fire. Her breathing abruptly sharpened, although she didn't otherwise move for a minute or so. But eventually, she spun about within my grasp, her sky blue irises big and beautiful as she turned back to look at me.


"Hey," I said quietly, looking into her eyes.


"Hey," she replied, eyeballs clicking left and right as she searched my gaze. A moment later, she raised her left hand to my cheek, stroking it gently as she bit her lip and gave me an apologetic look. "I'm sorry."


"For what?"


"For ... for this."


"Stroking my cheek? No need to apologize. I rather like it."


"No, 'us'. This is all my fault."


It was a familiar refrain. For the past week DJ had blamed herself for not keeping the baby, for not being ready to be a mother, and for generally letting me down overall. She'd promised herself that she would be everything I hoped for and more in a wife and mother, but when push had come to shove she'd backed down from that particular challenge.


As always, I shifted the blame away from her. "It's not your fault. It's nobody's fault. It just is. I still have you, and that's what's most important to me."


"I love you."


"I know," I replied with a smile, stroking her cheek back.


She smiled and then leaned in to kiss me. I'd formed a chubby in the night, my morning wood happily nestling in the cleft of her butt cheeks as we'd spooned together. It's stiffness had not abated, and she felt it against her belly now. A new smile pulled her lips off of mine, and she rubbed noses with me before taking the hand away from my cheek, sliding it down my chest, and then pushing it beneath the waistband of my pajama pants.


Her firm yet supple hand circled my naked erection, stroking up and down almost experimentally. I watched her eyes as they pointed downward and tried to peer between our bodies, not an easy thing with those Double-D tits in the way. But she was used to having such objects blocking her view, and she curled her torso to see past them. A moment later, she flicked her eyes back up to mine, her irises now filled with a mirth I had not seen from her in what felt like ages.


I was hard for her, and while such an occurrence was not unusual, I hadn't been this hard for her for a week. Even when she'd tried to wake me up with a blowjob yesterday morning I hadn't been this stiff, and it had everything to do with HER mood. Yesterday, I could see that she was forcing herself to do it. THIS morning, she WANTED to.


There's a difference. And that difference was the difference in my hardness. FINALLY, we'd turned a corner, and as we both realized it, suddenly neither of us could keep our hands off each other.


She attacked me first, rolling me onto my back and shoving her tongue down my throat while switching her grip on my cock from her left hand to her right hand. With her new grips, she started stroking me seriously and yanked down on my waistband at the same time, all while doing her best to clean my tonsils for me.


My own hands were busy, yanking up on her sleep shirt so that it bunched beneath her armpits. I wasn't diplomatic, not wanting to pull my lips away from hers to tell her my need. I simply yanked and yanked again, futilely tugging on the fabric until she took the hint and raised her arms. Pulling her night shirt off completely now required the separation of our lips, but they quickly found each other again while I happily filled my palms with wondrous titflesh.


In the back of my head, I knew we still couldn't have intercourse. No matter how much we might want to remind each other of our love, medical rules were rules for a reason. It wasn't worth jeopardizing DJ's health, and well, I was gonna need that reproductive system again down the road. So we settled for making out like horny high schoolers in the front seat of a car, each desperate to hit a home run but one or both of them scared to go that far and therefore settling for kissing like there was no tomorrow.


And just like that horny high schooler, I could see myself at least getting a nice blowjob, and DJ seemed to be of like mind. Breaking our liplock for a chance to breathe, she grinned at me with a twinkle in her eyes before raising the hem of my shirt up my chest and then kissing her way down my belly. I realized what she wanted to do, but instead of letting her, I reached down and tugged her by the armpits back up my body. She giggled in surprise as I abruptly rolled us over. And then it was MY turn to kiss my way down her belly (with a pit stop or four at her tits).


"Bennn..." DJ moaned, restraining the downward path of my head with her hands. "I wanted to do you first."


"But -I- want to do YOU first," I replied, my tone brooking no dissent. That's really what my ejaculation blockage was all about. I couldn't let myself have that satisfaction before she did.


"Are you sure you want to go down there? It's not ... icky ... to you?"


"Nothing about your pussy can EVER be icky," I replied firmly. "Someday, I'm gonna watch you push a ten pound baby through his hole and I'm only going to love it even more."


DJ giggled but winced. "Ouch. NOT the thing to say to put a girl in the mood."


"Sorry. Let me put you back in the mood." And then I licked her.


"Ohhhhhhh, gawd!" she gasped as if shocked by what I'd done. Apparently, it had been so long since anyone had done that to her that it practically felt like the first time. And I'm sure all you girls remember exactly how awesome it felt the first time somebody licked you.


So I did it again. And again. And again. I didn't stop until she ripped hairs from my roots and I didn't even stop then. She came, and then she came again, and then she came again. And it was only when she switched from hair-pulling to head-slapping that I finally pulled back from her crotch, the entire lower-half of my face covered from nose to chin in girlcum.


Naked, sweaty, and panting, DJ rolled onto her right side and curled into a fetal position. Her eyes were closed, and her lower lip quivered. Her breathing did not come easily, and she looked like she'd just collapsed after a marathon, even though she hadn't done anything but lay there and let me drive her crazy.


I grinned with satisfaction to see how well I'd eaten her out. With my feet on the floor, I laid my chest down on the mattress beside her so that I could turn my head and look at her face-to-face. For a long while, her eyelids were so heavy that she couldn't return my gaze. For an even longer while, her whole body was so weary she couldn't even tilt her head to look at me.


"Tired?" I asked while her eyes were still closed and her head still bowed.


She didn't respond immediately, still trying to catch her breath. Eventually, she replied, "Wiped out." And only then did her eyelids finally rise, although her gaze was still stuck somewhere around my chest.


"I thought I did good, but not that good."


"Been ... a long ... week..." she wheezed through pauses to breathe.


Nodding my understanding, I slipped off the bed and circled around so I could climb up behind her. I spooned myself against her back, now on the opposite side from which I'd woken up this morning. And I wrapped my limbs around her slender body, enfolding my fiancée in my love and my warmth.


We were both quiet for a few minutes. I cuddled her against my chest, and she sighed happily to feel me cuddling her. Eventually, she regained her breath and craned her head back to look at me. "My turn, I guess."


I chuckled and shook my head in the negative. "Don't worry about it."


"But you haven't cum yet. Haven't cum since Monday."


"So a few more hours won't kill me. Relax. Rest. Let me hug you, because that's really all I want right now."


At first, DJ looked ready to argue the point, but her weariness overrode her sense of fairness and she set her head back down on the pillow. "I've just been so stressed out..."


"I know."


"And it's been such a long time since we had sex."


I chuckled. "I know."


"That last series of orgasms, they were like dominoes, toppling one into the next," she wheezed. "Completely unprepared for that."


I felt my chest puffing up with pride, the satisfaction of satisfying my partner filling me up from within. "Glad you liked it."


"I feel like this is the first time in a week that some of these muscles in my back and shoulders have unknotted."


"Hey, I've always been a proponent of relaxation by sexual relief."


DJ mused on that for a long few seconds, and then turned her head to glance back at me. "And yet you haven't let yourself find that relief."


I shrugged. "I will, when it's time."


"Then I owe it to you now."


"DJ, you'll never owe me a thing. I already told you: You're going to be my wife. You'll never have to make anything up to me."


I'd meant to reassure her, but instead, her face crumbled. She turned away from me, and I felt her sobs beginning before I heard them. And in a broken voice, she moaned, "But I do."





I couldn't figure out what the hell was going on. A half-hour ago, DJ and I woke up in each other's arms happier than we'd been in a week. We'd kissed and fondled and I'd brought her to multiple orgasms. She talked of being more relaxed and feeling better than she had in a long time, and I figured that the worst was behind us. Maybe now we would finally be able to move on after the abortion.


Instead, DJ had started crying. Bewildered, I'd tried to cuddle her tighter and reassure her that everything would be alright. But she'd broken free of my grasp and hurriedly found her nightshirt, yanking it over her head and then popping her arms through the sleeves. Her panties and pajama pants were next, and whatever else was going on, I knew that my fiancée jerking her clothes on as if she were ashamed to be naked around me could NOT be a good sign.


"I can't do this. I can't DO this!" she muttered before dropping her feet to the floor and then yanking the waistband of her pajama pants up to her waist. She started for the door, but only got two steps before my hand flashed out and latched onto her wrist, arresting her escape.


"Hey, hey!" I had to repeat myself to get her attention. Blearily, through moisture-filled eyes, she stared back at me. "What's wrong? Talk to me."


"I can't do this," she pleaded again, tugging backward and trying to free herself from my grasp.


But I didn't let go. Instead, I got a second hand onto her forearm and began pulling her back toward the bed. She resisted at first, pouting and shaking her head while I retracted her in hand-over-hand, until she was standing beside the bed. And then I wrapped both arms around her waist and hoisted her onto the mattress beside me.


She burst into tears again, the eye-clenched ugly grimace kind of bawling. We were on our sides facing each other again, and I wrapped her up tightly in my embrace. This time, she didn't try to pull away.


I let her cry it out, and she pressed her face forward into my chest so sob her heart out. I rubbed her scalp and shushed her with soothing sounds, and after another few minutes, she began to calm down.


Eventually, she tilted her head to look up at me through red-rimmed eyes, and I took her face into my hands for a quick kiss. But her lips didn't respond to my pressure, and I pulled back to look at her with a furrowed brow. "What's wrong?"


"I'm sorry," she whispered.


"Sorry for what?"


"For failing you."


"Fail me? You didn't fail me."


"Yes I did," she answered with a nod. "I've failed you."


"How?"


"In so many ways I can't believe you've stuck with me this long."


"Stuck with you? Are you crazy? I want to marry you."


She shook her head. "No you don't. Not a fuck-up like me. You deserve better."


I sighed. "I think I'm done with other people deciding what I do and don't deserve. I know what I WANT, and what I WANT is you."


"You want what you think I can be. I can't."


"And what is it you think that -I- think you can be?"


"Wife. Mother. Soulmate."


"And you don't think you can be that for me?"


She shook her head.


"Why not?"


"Because I've failed you."


I rolled my eyes, my intent to support DJ being eroded by my annoyance with her. But I didn't want to be annoyed with her, and taking a deep breath to calm myself, I asked, "Okay, back to this. How exactly have you failed me?"


"I aborted our baby."


"Is that what this is about?"


She nodded. "It's enough."


"We talked about this. We agreed on this. We weren't ready."


"-I- wasn't ready. You were."


"I'm two years older than you and about to graduate. You're still a teenager with two and a half more years of school to finish. It's easier for me to be ready than you."


"Doesn't matter. I wasn't ready, and that's all that matters. I've failed you."


"Postponed our family, until a point where WE are both at a point where we're ready to have this family. That's not failure, that's common sense."


"I KILLED our baby."


"It wasn't a baby yet."


"But it would have been."


"We're not arguing about abortion rights here."


"I'm not. I'm just stating fact. Come August, you and I would have had a baby together. Now, because of a decision I made, we're not."


"A decision WE made. Together."


She shook her head. "A decision -I- made and that you went along with, even though it wasn't what you wanted. MY decision."


I took another deep breath. "And you're feeling guilty about it. That's normal. That's human."


She shook her head. "I'm not good enough for you. You deserve better than me."


"Seriously. Stop saying that."


"It's true. At the very least, -I- don't deserve YOU."


"Deej..."


"I can't do this anymore. I can't."


"Can't do what? BE with me?"


She shook her head.


Frowning, I sat up and glared down at her. "Seriously? You're trying to break UP with me?!?"


DJ burst into tears again, and this time my annoyance won out and I slipped off the bed, grabbing my pajama pants and pulling them on. DJ curled back into a fetal position and sobbed, and I paced around the bed to her side and then back and then over to her side once again before I cooled down enough to think clearly.


Sitting on the bed behind her, I rubbed her shoulder and asked calmly, "Tell me why you 'can't' be with me, why you think you have to break up with me."


"I can't be around you anymore. Every time I look at you, I think of how I destroyed our family. How I murdered our baby."


"There will be other chances, other babies."


She shook her head. "Not anymore. Can't do it. I committed relationship suicide without even realizing it. I did an unforgivable thing that can never be forgotten. Boom. Relationship executed."


"Getting an abortion was the right thing for US to do. WE weren't ready to start a family. There are a gazillion practical reasons, correct reasons, for choosing what WE did. What's relationship suicide is trying to break UP with me right now!"


"But I don't deserve you!"


"Will you fucking let ME decide what I do and don't deserve! Seriously! Why does every girl think they are the sole arbiter of whether or not they're good enough for me!"


"I'm not your True Love."


"There's no such thing as True Love."


"You don't mean that."


"Of course I mean that. If I believed in it, I'd still be hung up on Dawn."


"Then you never thought that -I- could be your True Love?"


"DJ, I asked you to marry me. I LOVE you, and I want to be with you for the rest of my life. I just don't believe that we each have a single True Love, as a concept. I think you and I HAVE true love, and that's good enough for me."


"And I love YOU!"


"Then what's the fucking problem?!?"


She pursed her lips and turned her face into the pillow again. And she whimpered again, "I'm not good enough for you."


"Oh, Jeezus fuckin' CHRIST." I got off the bed and started pacing around the room again.


"You were always the ideal, the goal, the dream guy," she muttered. "Even after I realized the real Ben wasn't the same as fantasy Ben, I fell in love with the real you. You are all I've ever wanted, but now that I have you, I've fucked things up. I should have been ready. I should have been better. But I've failed you."


"Again, you didn't FAIL me," I spat back toward the bed, only belatedly realizing how vehement my tone sounded.


"I couldn't keep my promise of not letting you go twenty-four hours without getting off."


"That was a nice sentiment, but never a promise I was going to hold you to."


"I couldn't even get you off just NOW."


"I didn't need to right now."


"But you haven't cum in a week! YOU! Mr. Sex God!"


"It's been six days. And that's beside the point. I was more interested in making sure YOU were okay. I was happier to know that YOU got some relief and relaxation. That was way more important to me."


"But I haven't done my job as your girlfriend ... as your fiancée ... as your wife. I'm supposed to be taking care of your needs."


"Well, breaking up with me isn't exactly going to help me get off sooner than later."


"I'm sorry. Let me do that now." Brushing her bangs behind her ear, she sat up and reached for my waistband.


"Hey, what? No. Not now." I batted her hand away and sat back on my heels. "Not like this. We have to resolve this. WITHOUT you breaking up with me."


"But I don't know if I can be around you anymore. I love you, but ... I ... can't..."


"You can't do this," I finished with an eye roll.


She looked up at me miserably.


"You feel so guilty that you can't handle it anymore."


She nodded, still miserably.


"And you feel like you've done something so terrible, so shameful, that all you have left is to run away."


She dropped back down to the pillow, crying into it once more.


I rubbed my forehead. "You've been listening to Linkin Park too much this past week. Shoulda had Brooke go into your computer and delete Easier to Run."


"Wha-?"


I waved her off and stalked away from the bed for a moment, getting my grimacing glower under control before I showed my face to her again. Once I felt like I'd calmed down a bit, I turned around and returned to stand next to the bed. "You said a minute ago that you weren't my True Love. What makes you suddenly say that?"


"Two people who are meant to be together don't have things like this happen to them. If I was your True Love, I never would have aborted your baby. If I was your True Love, I never would have let you down."


"That's bullshit. Everybody lets everybody down. It's easy to be happy in a relationship when everything is going well, but nothing goes well ALL the time. What defines a relationship is how they get through adversity."


"If that's the case, then we are failing miserably."


"Then TRY with me! Don't fail miserably! WORK at this and don't fucking run away!"


"I don't know how! I've been trying for the past week!"


"Not even a week. Six days."


"FINE then! I'm NOT strong enough. I DON'T deserve you!"


"Maybe you don't! If you can't even love me enough to keep fighting for this relationship."


"I've BEEN fighting for this relationship ever since I took that damn pregnancy test!!!" DJ suddenly screamed, loud enough for people on campus to hear her. And then as if she'd broken through some kind of emotional dam, she spun around and buried her face in the pillows so suddenly I'm surprised she didn't snap her own neck.


The waterworks started up again.


"I can't do this anymore," she mumbled into the pillows. "I've wanted this to work from the very beginning. I wanted to have you so badly. This was my chance. This was my perfect chance to have my happily ever after. Dawn was gone, and I was determined to be right by your side to pick up the pieces. Still, I was always worried I'd just be another rebound. Even once we were together I always worried that you didn't truly want me for me. But you always reminded me that you chose me. Even when Dawn came crawling back, you shut her out and told me you had chosen ME. It was wonderful. It was exactly what I'd always wanted. But then I had to go and get pregnant."


I sat down on the edge of the bed, stroking DJ's back as she faced away from me.


"It freaked me out, of course. Nineteen, unmarried, and pregnant? Pretty much every girl's worst nightmare. It's the sort of thing all girls fear, almost more for how their mothers will react than anything else. But Mom was happy. YOU were happy. And then I started to think that maybe things wouldn't be so bad. I DID want to marry you. I DID want a family with you. Always you. Only you. Getting knocked up sped up our timetable, but the end result would be the same, right?"


I nodded, even though she didn't turn back to look at me.


"I tried so hard to convince myself that everything would be alright. But the whole time I couldn't shake the fear of being pregnant. My first thought, of course, was to get the abortion right away. Problem solved, back to the basics of just you and me. But then you actually seemed happy that I was pregnant, and I started having second thoughts. I went along with the idea of keeping the baby, all the while believing I could change my mind if it seemed that I couldn't handle it. But you got excited, my family got excited, and our sisters got excited. We told our friends and then you went and proposed and I started thinking that I couldn't change my mind anymore. How could I get an abortion at that point and disappoint everybody?"


"Not a very good reason to have a baby, though."


"I know. But for a long time I felt trapped. With every passing day it became harder and harder to go back. I got more and more attached to the little creature growing inside me. And yet I couldn't shake the fear. I couldn't shake the idea that having a baby at nineteen WASN'T what I wanted. I was freaking out inside, and feeling trapped into a relationship ... trapped into a marriage ... that I didn't really want."


"You don't want to marry me?"


"I DO!" DJ finally spun back to face me, tears streaking in lines down her cheeks. "But I don't ... not YET. It's ... it's like the baby ... I'm not ready yet. I want to marry you ... eventually ... Like, when I'm twenty-FOUR, not nineteen. That's why I keep putting you off from buying the ring."


"You don't want to marry me!" I exclaimed in shock.


"Ben, it's not like that."


"It's not? A few minutes ago you told me you didn't want to even date me anymore."


"I LOVE you. Please don't doubt that. I just ... Not now. I don't deserve you right now. And you deserve better than me."


"Freaking A! Will you people STOP saying that!"


"Us people?" she asked in confusion.


"You! Dawn! Stop fucking saying 'you deserve better' and just ... just ... MAN up and come out with it. You don't WANT to be with me! And then tell me the fuck WHY!"


"It was supposed to be easier than this," DJ whimpered. "You and me being together was supposed to be easy. But it's been a lot harder than I thought it would be."


"And what, you're not willing to work at this relationship?"


"I am. I've BEEN trying. But so much has happened and almost none of it has been like I planned or expected. I thought that once Dawn took herself out of the picture, that meant that maybe you were destined for me, the way I'd always dreamed. But lately I keep questioning whether or not we're truly meant to be, whether or not you really are my destiny."


"Destiny. Ha!" I spat derisively. "Okay, so maybe you're still too young to know that 'Destiny' is bullshit. Eventually you'll learn that Happily Ever After isn't about True Love. It's about being ready to settle down at the same time your partner is ready to settle down. If it's not the person you're with, then all you can do is hope that it's whoever comes next."


DJ frowned. "Whoever's next? Is that all I am to you? 'Next'? Dawn broke your heart, so you decided you'd try again with me?"


Red warning lights exploded all over the dashboard of my mind, and I suddenly realized I was on very thin ice. "Deej, it wasn't like that," I began cautiously.


"Isn't it? First Dawn, then me? You're running out of Evans girls. If we break up, what then? You'll try to steal Dayna from Kevin?"


"Now you're being ridiculous."


"Am I? Wasn't that always the dream? Marry an Evans girl? Unite the two families?"


"This isn't about marrying an Evans girl. I want YOU for YOU. The uniting of our two families would be nice... for our families. But that shouldn't be a factor for US. WE need to be two people who want to be together, period. There is no destiny. Dawn taught me that."


"So much bitterness in your voice. That's the thing. This has always been about Dawn, hasn't it?"


"Absolutely not. I've moved on from her."


"You sure?"


"Fucking sure."


"Oh, so you're cursing now? What was it you always told me? That the opposite of love isn't hate, but indifference. You aren't indifferent to Dawn. That tone in your voice ... you HATE her."


"I don't hate Dawn."


DJ slid her butt to the edge of the mattress and perched her heels on the bed frame. She gave me a hard look and asked, "Be very careful about how you answer this next question: Did you choose to be with me, or did you HAVE to move on from Dawn?"


"What?"


"It's a simple question."


I screwed up my face. "Both. I CHOSE you. I think I've made that point clear, and some days I wonder if those are the three words I've said to you more than any others. And I ALSO had to move on from Dawn. To still be hung up on her wouldn't have been fair for my relationship with you."


DJ shook her head. "Not what I meant. Let me put it this way. If you had a choice between having me and still being in love with Dawn, or NOT having me and NOT still being in love with Dawn, which would you choose?"


"Huh?"


"Have me ... OR move on from Dawn. Mutually-exclusive. Can't pick both."


"Deej, you're talking crazy."


"Choose."


"Of course I want both."


"NO. NOT both. Choose!"


"You, alright!"


"You sure? You're not saying that just because you think it's the answer I want to hear?"


"I choose YOU. Period. No matter the consequences."


"Even if it means breaking up my family? Having one of the three sisters hate another's guts for all eternity?"


"Do you really think Dawn will hate your guts for all eternity?"


"If I marry you? Yes."


"So you'll break up with me instead? That's your answer? Dawn will come around. I know that much about her. And even if she didn't, that'd be HER fucking problem."


"Still so much vehemence and anger for my big sister? You haven't moved on from her quite as much as you would have me believe."


"Yes, I'm angry with her. How else am I supposed to think about a lying, cheating slut? But that doesn't mean I haven't moved on. I Have. I'm not going backwards. I have a future now, with YOU. And I want it SOOO badly!"


"A little TOO badly, perhaps."


"And apparently you don't want a future with me enough."


"Let's say I don't. What then? You gonna decide I'm not the partner ready to settle down with you at the same time? You gonna dump me and move on to whoever comes next?"


"Of course not."


"Oh that's right. You're not the dumping type. You're the hopeless romantic who clings to the eternal idea of Happily Ever After and wants it so badly that you'll settle for just anybody who'll give it to you."


"WHAT?"


"Tell me, Ben. How many girlfriends have you had?"


"Why does that matter?"


"How many?"


I sighed and replied easily, "11." I remembered all of them, and had cherished all of them in their own way. Even Cadence ... sort of ... At least I learned something from that relationship.


"And with how many of them did end things? How many times were YOU the dumper and not the dumpee."


I sighed. "Just the last one: Amber. But what's your point?"


"My point is that I've been the dumper for every one of my relationships. I'm picky that way. None of them ever measured up to my ideal; none of them ever measured up to you. So I eventually kicked them to the curb and didn't settle for anything less than what I truly deserved. But you don't work like that. You try to believe the best in whoever you're with. You don't want to be the bad guy. And yes, you'll settle. So I can't help but wonder if you're settling for me."


"DJ, you're one of the most amazing women on the entire planet. YOU empirically can't be settled for."


"Yes I can, if it's Dawn you really want."


"I don't. I love YOU."


DJ shook her head. "No matter how much I want to believe that you truly love me, I can't be 100% sure. In the middle of last semester you and I were squarely in the fuck buddy zone. You knew what I wanted, and you knew you couldn't give it to me. But then all of a sudden I got sick and you're all over me like flypaper. And the next thing I know you're proposing marriage. Kinda fast, don't you think?"


"I always had a love for you. Everybody talks about my White Knight complex. Maybe taking care of you fueled the spark into something greater. It happened. And the proposal was a bit rushed because of the pregnancy. But NONE of that means that I don't truly love you."


"Do you? Do you want ME? Or do you want the safety and security of the family I could have given you? We'd just started dating, and MAYBE we would have lasted forever. Then again, maybe we would have broken up after a year or so. Who knows? All I know is that one day, I'm asking you if we're on a path to marriage and you're telling me you're not an egg timer. You're telling me I can't just sit around and when the sand runs out the marriage begins. You're telling me you want to take our relationship one step at a time, and then five days later I show you my pregnancy test and then all of a sudden you're ready to be married, settle down, and live happily ever after! Blink! Boom! Completely changed mind! Just like that!"


"What's your point?"


"My point is that when I turned up pregnant, you proposed first thing."


"You were pregnant. That's the honorable thing to do."


"It wasn't about honor. It wasn't about you reluctantly agreeing to do the right thing. Your whole commitment to me changed. You suddenly went from 'I love you and we'll see where the future takes us' to 'Ohmigawd we're going to be so happy together forever and always for the rest of our lives'! Because THAT'S what you want above all else: a family. That's why getting knocked up made you quote 'fall in love with me' faster than anything else I could have done. Face it, Ben. You'll settle for anyone who'll marry you and have your kids."


"NOT true."


"Isn't it? Maybe you're right. Maybe you really do love me for who I am and not what I could eventually give you. But then maybe me aborting this child was the best thing that could have happened to either of us: I don't get trapped into a family where my husband is still in love with my big sister, and you're free to find your soulmate once again."


"Dawn is NOT my soulmate. And why are you doing this? Why are you pushing me away?"


"I'm not pushing you away."


"Yes, you are. Is it a defense mechanism? Your guilt won't let you stay with me? You can't handle the pressure, so you try and fill both our heads with doubts that we can still make this work? You're pushing me away, and you're trying to RUN away."


DJ shook her head. "You're so scarred by Dawn that it's not about finding your Mrs. Right; it's about moving on from HER. You HAVE to move on from her, just for the SAKE of moving on from her. And I just happened to be 'next'."


"Is that what you tell yourself? To convince yourself that I don't truly love you? And that would make it okay for you to run away from me?"


DJ didn't answer me, not verbally. She simply bit her lip, gave me a sad frown, and got off the bed. And then she literally DID run away.


This time, I didn't stop her.





I stayed in my room for a while, processing everything that had just happened. I wondered how much of what DJ had said was real. Maybe she was just telling me things she feared but didn't believe to be true. But then maybe she was telling me things she believed to be true, but just wouldn't say. It could be hard to read her. Sometimes, she was like an open book wearing her emotions on her sleeve. There were days when I could plainly see just how much she wanted to be with me even before we got together, and even after we got together, there were days when I felt like I could literally bask in the warm glow of her love.


But then there were times when she was a closed book, burying her emotions deep within a façade of perfect beauty. I'd ask how she was doing and she'd tell me "fine". And then she'd sometimes drop to her knees and give me a blowjob to distract me.


It wasn't that she hid all of her negative emotions from me. When she was sick or stressed or tired, she was only too happy to come to me for support. Backrubs, orgasms, and talking while cuddling did wonders to lift her spirits. Sure, she talked a lot about wanting to be the best girlfriend I ever had, and she'd certainly gone out of her way to both make and keep me happy whenever possible, whether sexually or otherwise. But she also took to heart my insistence that she communicate with me, and I thought that we as a couple had done a good job of not making assumptions and actually talking through our issues. We'd certainly had a lot of issues to work out ever since she took that pregnancy test.


Yet despite our supposedly "open" communication, she'd still hid something from me. The whole duration of our relationship, she never told me about feeling trapped by the pregnancy, or by my proposal. She'd never told me her fear that I was "settling" for her. I supposed that even "openly" communicating couples can still have their secrets, especially if they believe those secrets could undermine their relationship.


And maybe I had a few secrets of my own.


Was DJ right?


DID I settle for her?


DID I choose to be with her not for her, but because I absolutely HAD to move on from Dawn?


DID I want to marry her because I knew I couldn't have Dawn, and because marrying DJ and having little Evans kids with her would be the closest thing to having my original dream?


Um, that last one never got mentioned by DJ. That one's all on you.



Shit.


What are you doing man? You've got a great thing going with a wicked hot babe with big tits and a thing for taking your dick up her ass.



HAD a good thing. Lately, I'm not so sure.


She's a chick who just had an abortion. She's entitled to be emotional. What's your sorry excuse?



She's questioning my love for her, and questioning hers for me.


That's not the problem. If it were only that, you'd be downstairs convincing her otherwise. The PROBLEM is that YOU'RE questioning your love for each other. Right now.



Am I?


Dude, you're talking to yourself again. Yes. Yes, you are.



Shit.


Simple choice: Stay up here and run your head around in circles until she walks away from you (which might actually be what you want, seeing as that's what you're currently doing). OR, get your ass downstairs and FIX THIS. However you can.



I'm going, I'm going.


Indeed, I was on my feet and already out the door.


The problem was: DJ wasn't here anymore.





Neither DJ nor Brooke was in the house, and neither of them picked up their cell phone. My first impulse was to run out the door and then go up and down the block screaming DJ's name, and I actually made it out the front door. But then I saw that Brooke's Corolla was gone, and my heart sank into my gut.


How different would my life have turned out if I'd parked the Mustang behind her in the tandem driveway last night?


But I hadn't, and they were gone. For a brief moment, I thought about calling Faye or Dayna or even DJ's parents. But I decided against freaking anybody else out if it turned out there was nothing to freak about. Maybe this was no different than the rest of the stress and second guessing DJ had been doing since the procedure. Maybe she simply needed space and time to think before coming back to me. Maybe everything would turn out all right in the end.


Or maybe not.


Really, I had no way of knowing. But in the belief that we'd be able to work through anything together, I decided to let her have her space. And there was nothing left for me to do but go inside the house and wait for their return.





It was just before 5pm when I heard a key jiggle in the front door. Having anesthetized myself with television, I was a little sluggish in hitting the power button on the remote and then sitting up straight. By the time I turned my head to the hallway, someone had already come around the corner.


"Brandi?" I gasped in surprise.


"Hey, little brother," my sister replied as she came over and sat down beside me. "How's it going?"


"What are you doing here?"


"Your fiancée invited us over."


"DJ? Where is she?"


"She's coming. She decided to ride with Dayna for the drive in from the City. I rode with Brooke." My big sister glanced up and smiled to see our little sister dropping onto the couch on the other side of me. Brooke, on the other hand, wasn't smiling.


"What's going on?"


Brooke looked hesitant, and she shot a glance across me to Brandi. I turned my head to follow, seeing my big sister take a deep breath and then sigh.


Brandi must have watched my face fall, because she immediately latched onto my hands and said encouragingly, "DJ loves you. She's IN love with you."


I felt moisture forming in my eyes. "I smell a 'but' coming..."


Now it was Brandi's turn to glance over at Brooke, but my gaze stayed with my older sister. After a moment, Brandi returned her eyes to me and let out another sigh. "I really should let her do the talking."


"So there IS a 'but' coming."


"She loves you. She wants to marry you."


"But..."


Brandi pursed her lips, looking at Brooke again.


"Please ... don't leave me hanging like this," I whimpered, squeezing my sister's hands. "Just ... tell me."


"She wants a break. She needs time and space to figure this all out. The abortion has thrown her completely out of whack. She thought it would solve her fears of being trapped, of taking on the burden of child-rearing before she was ready. But instead it's made her second-guess your entire relationship. She's scared and guilt-ridden and she can barely stand to be in the same room as you. She loves you, and breaking up with you is the last thing she ever wanted to do, but..."


"But she's going to break up with me."


Brandi winced and bit her lip, feeling like she shouldn't have said as much as she had. I could tell she was clamming up now, so I turned to my other sister.


"Brooke, tell me."


She didn't have to. The way my little sister went pale and looked apologetic was answer enough.


I took a deep breath, and firmly pulled my hands out of Brandi's. "So what? You and Dayna are coming here to be witnesses to my latest epic failure?"


"It's not like that," Brandi insisted.


"She just needs some time to figure herself out," Brooke added.


"And space. So what, she's moving out?"


Brooke took a deep breath. "Sofia flunked out last semester. She's not coming back from Arizona. And she was Faye's roommate this year."


"DJ IS moving out."


"Faye's locked into her lease until summer. We're taking over the other room."


"Wait, 'we'?" I jerked out of my seat and stood up, turning around to face my little sister. "You're moving out, too?"


Brooke turned even paler, if that were possible.


"Ah, FUCK," I spat, turning and pacing around the coffee table and over toward the far side of the living room. I turned back after reaching the TV and glared back at my little sister.


"I'll visit. I'll check in on you. You'll always be my big brother," Brooke insisted.


I threw my hands up. "Everyone abandons me."


"We're not abandoning you."


A fire lit up inside my heart. Adrenaline surged through my veins and I balled my fists while clenching my jaw. "Doesn't matter," I spat out. "Because it's not gonna happen. This isn't over. DJ hasn't actually broken up with me yet, and maybe she never will. This girl was carrying my child. I proposed to her, and she accepted. This is MY relationship we're talking about, and I'll be damned if anybody decides it's over without me."


Just then, a key jiggled in the lock, and I prepared myself for one final showdown.


I still believed in a future with DJ, and I was ready to say anything it took to make that future into reality.


Anything. Everything. This was my fiancée. This was for the rest of my LIFE. This was my HAPPINESS FOREVER AFTER.


I promised myself I would make this work out.


...


I failed.





I won't go into many details about that last conversation. Suffice to say that by the end of it, DJ and I were officially broken up, and she was huddled with our sisters in a four-way estrogen-fueled tearfest.


I, on the other hand, had gone into the kitchen to make dinner.


No, seriously. I was making dinner.


Brandi had first walked through the door just before 5pm, and it was now after 7pm. My talk with DJ had lasted nearly two hours, and though it had never elevated into shouting or violence, it still had not been the most pleasant of experiences. The reasons for our break up were numerous and semi-vague. The obvious had already been stated, but what it really amounted to was that over the past week, somewhere along the way we'd lost our spark.


Scratch that: the moment we walked into the abortion clinic we lost our spark. The remainder of the week was merely realizing it.


It's easy for relationships to move forward. It's really hard for them to move back ... not without breaking, that is. I'd told myself to take things slow. To not lose my head.


Then I went and asked her to marry me.


DJ and I had gone on a whirlwind of a romance, moving from friendship to dating to pregnancy to proposal. A week ago we were engaged and expecting. But then we started going backwards. On Monday the "expecting" part went away. The engaged part had technically remained until now, even though DJ told me she wasn't really ready for that part, either.


We'd come to the brink of marriage and family. Now, we couldn't even remain boyfriend/girlfriend. There's no going back. Not for us.


DJ said she was breaking up with me because she knew I'd never do it first, even though she didn't deserve to keep me after what she'd done. She promised she would continue to love me. She blamed herself, saying that it was her shame and guilt that prevented her from continuing to be there for me the way I deserved. Yet at the same time, she confessed to never quite being able to erase her doubts about my love for her. My words were always there, and so were my actions. Nevertheless, she always felt deep in her gut that there was still something I was holding back.


She hoped that someday, maybe even someday soon, she would get past her demons and we'd find each other again. I was still her ideal man, and she insisted that our breakup was no fault of mine. She believed I could forgive her for the abortion. Now if only she could forgive herself, to bring herself to the point where she could face me again. It would be hard, because in the end she'd chosen herself over choosing me. That was a tough pill for her to swallow, and something she might regret for the rest of her life.


Hmm ... my loving girlfriend blames only herself and simply HAS to run away because she can't face what she's done to me. Where have I heard THAT before?


I felt helpless. I was pissed off. I'd worked so hard to make this relationship work. I'd accepted my pregnant girlfriend, offered to make an honest woman of her. Just when I was at the peak of bliss for my upcoming family, she'd gotten cold feet. So I'd accepted her decision to abort the baby while promising to stay by her side until she WAS ready.


All that, and she was still breaking up with me. I felt like I'd done nothing wrong ... AGAIN ... and I was losing my girlfriend ... AGAIN.


Go after Dayna after this? Yeah, right. What the fuck was WRONG with these Evans girls? Huh?


And yet, some part of me felt relieved. Maybe I would have wondered throughout my marriage to DJ if I should have married Dawn instead. Maybe I would have wondered for the rest of my life if I only settled for second-best because she got knocked up.


Maybe I simply had a picture in my head of myself standing next to my gorgeous blonde bombshell wife in front of our picket-fenced house with our children, and when Dawn had removed herself from that picture I'd been only too eager to plug DJ into her place, because she was the next closest thing I could imagine.


Or maybe we would have been just fine. Perfectly happy. Perfectly content to live our lives together, without regret or second-thought. Maybe...


But now I'll never know, because my so-called wife was moving to her old best friend's apartment with my little sister.


My head fucking hurts.



Mine, too.


I didn't want to think about it anymore. I didn't want to think about ANYTHING anymore. I was tired, and stressed, and angry, and disappointed, and confused. My heart had just been broken, and yet for some reason I didn't feel sad about that part. Just angry. Just betrayed. And a little ... numb.


And I was hungry. It was after 7pm, and I hadn't eaten since noon. I was hungry, and I was gonna do something about it. Plus, I was making enough food for everyone. Let DJ, Brooke, Dayna, and Brandi eat my food knowing they had all played a part in ruining my life. Let them feel just a little bit of guilt over THAT.


But as it turned out, I didn't make dinner all by myself. One minute I was hunched over the counter, slicing meat and dicing vegetables. The next minute somebody tapped my shoulder and I turned to see Kim standing beside me, her eyes wide as she asked, "What the heck is going on?"


I glanced out through the kitchen doorway, where I could see Dayna, Brandi, Brooke, and DJ crying while huddled together on the couch. I took a deep breath, pursed my lips, and answered glumly, "DJ just broke up with me. She got an abortion on Monday, and after a week stressing out over the guilt, she decided she can't be with me anymore."


Kim's eyes went even wider. She turned her head and gaped out the doorway for a long time, processing everything I'd just said. And when it appeared that she would remain staring out the doorway in shock for a good bit longer, I turned my attention back to my vegetables.


But Kim finished processing much faster than I would have thought. Suddenly, I felt her arms wrap around my chest as she hugged me quite firmly from behind. And as if her hug short-circuited every electron in my body, I felt myself sag forward and go limp with a heavy sigh.


She didn't let me collapse. With strength in her arms I wouldn't have expected, she kept me upright long enough for me to brace my hands against the countertop and press myself back up.


Neither of us moved for a minute or so. She held me, and I remained hunched over the counter merely trying to breathe. I then blinked, and a single teardrop fell from my left eye to roll down my cheek.


The tear didn't make it down to my jaw. Kim kissed it before it got that far, and then she stood back and patted my shoulder once again. "Stir fry? I'll go make the rice."


Head still bowed, I managed a weak grin in her direction. "Thanks."





"You gonna be okay?"


Brandi was the last one to leave the house. Dayna was outside already, standing at the bottom of the steps. The three of us had just watched Brooke back her Corolla out of the driveway and then head off down the street toward Faye's apartment.


It hadn't taken long to load up the car. The girls didn't take everything, just enough to get by for the next few days along with DJ's full-size bedsheets. Sofia from Arizona had left behind her furniture, and being cheap stuff from IKEA it wasn't worth retrieving. It included a full-size bed, conveniently enough, and apparently the girls didn't mind sharing for now.


I'd helped carry the luggage. DJ told me not to, but I rather coldly informed her that she'd relinquished the right to tell me what to do. Nobody commented on my bitter tone. I guess they felt I deserved it. I then insisted to both DJ and Brooke that they were welcome to come back at any time, no strings attached. I'd leave their bedrooms untouched in anticipation of that day. And then I hugged my little sister goodbye.


Brooke had promised to check in on me regularly, and that her departure wasn't about abandoning her brother so much as being there for DJ. I'd told her I understood and then stood back to watch her leave. I also watched DJ cry the whole time, from being helped into the car by Brooke to sobbing in her seat as the car backed out and then drove away. And only then did I finally turn to Brandi and answer her question.


"I'll be fine."


"You sure?" she asked, voice full of concern. For emphasis, she squeezed both of my hands, holding one in each of hers.


I chuckled and nodded ruefully. "Don't have much of a choice, really. It's either be fine or go to pieces."


"That's what I'm worried about."


I shook my head and then pulled my sister to me for a hug. "I'll be fine," I insisted before releasing her. I then jerked a thumb back at Kim, who stood inside the doorway a couple of feet behind me and to the right. "Besides, it's not like I'm completely alone."


Brandi nodded and then looked past my shoulder. "You take care of him. Hear?"


I turned in time to see Kim blush and then nod wordlessly, her eyes cast downward.


Brandi pulled one more hug out of me and then took a deep breath, reassuring herself that I would be alright more than anything else. She then stepped back and turned around, joining Dayna at the bottom of the stairs.


The last Evans daughter herself gave me an apologetic shrug, to which I waved her off. The failings of her younger sisters weren't her fault. She scooped an arm around Brandi's waist, the two of them walking together up the walkway and to the curb where Dayna had parallel parked. They waved, I waved, and then they were gone as well.


I stepped back and closed the door, a shiver running down my spine from more than just the January cold. Kim waited for me expectantly, her lips a straight line across. I sighed and shrugged to her, asking, "Now what?"


She didn't have an answer. I didn't really expect her to. And when she failed to say a word, I simply sighed and walked past her, heading for the stairs. After everything that had happened, I wanted a shower.





Since the beginning of time, water has represented all that is pure and clean. I'm not religious, but I understood that Christian baptism was all about cleansing the baptized of all sins. Although my desire to have a shower at that moment had less to do with conscious cleansing of my sins and more from a general sense of feeling icky, as I felt the hot spray cascading down my naked body and washing away the dirt, sweat, and tears, I could appreciate the symbolism.


For a long time I simply stood there, my hands braced against the wall in front of me while I ducked my head low enough for the water to hit me at the base of my neck and run in rivers down my back. More water ran over the top of my head, brushing my hair forward until my bangs hung down in front of my eyes. I watched the water collect various strands together, combining them until it was almost as if I only had four very thick bangs, and four thick streams of water ran down like waterfalls from their tips to splatter in the porcelain tub beneath me.


I didn't dwell on DJ, or even think of anything, really. My mind was thick and my consciousness a cloudy haze of nothingness. I simply stared at the water pouring down my four bangs, mentally measuring their thickness without any real units of measure or any recording of my findings. My actions were transitory. My measurements were of the moment, in existence one moment and gone the next, lost to the unchangeable past. Another sunk cost.


Kind of like my relationships. Each and every one of them had existed one moment, and then were gone from me in another moment. All of them over. All of them history. All of them part of my unchangeable past.


Gone forever.


Okay, so maybe my mind wasn't quite so cloudy. Out of the murkiness I'd started thinking about DJ and my broken relationship after all. So what? It's not like I was accountable to anyone but myself right now.


That's when I felt the hand slide over my shoulder. I'd been so lost to my ruminations that I hadn't noticed her come into the bathroom. Hell, I hadn't noticed her pull aside the curtain and step into the shower with me. And so I was quite startled when I felt that hand glide up the side of my left arm and onto my shoulder, and I practically jumped out of my skin as I spun my head around.


Kim looked at me with a goofy, apologetic expression on her face. Her face was guileless, and she was wearing a one-piece swimsuit, perhaps so I wouldn't get the wrong idea. I arched an eyebrow at her questioningly, but she didn't say a word. Instead, she reached down to the bottle of shampoo on the little ledge built into the form of the master bathroom's bathtub, poured out a healthy dollop of the creamy white gunk, and then lathered it in her hands.


I blinked in surprise, watching her until she held up both hands in front of her expectantly. Oblivious to my nudity, I turned around and faced her, bowing my head low once again although this time my back was to the shower's spray, blocking the water from getting past me aside from the stray sprinkle or two.


Gently, she massaged the shampoo into my hair. She massaged my scalp too while she was at it. And when she was finished, she tapped my shoulder and I took it as my cue to turn around and rinse everything out.


While I was bent over doing so, she apparently lathered up her hands with soap and began to stroke my back. When she was finished with that area, she went to work on my shoulders and arms. And after that, she knelt and did my legs.


The only area Kim didn't cover was the front of my torso, and I didn't resist when she took hold of my hips and turned me around. She soaped up my chest and belly in a workmanlike manner, not getting distracted by the appendage dangling immediately below. I, on the other hand, was getting distracted by the sensations of a beautiful young woman running her supple hands all over my naked body, swimsuit or not. I knew exactly what Kim looked like naked anyway, and the suit was skintight besides. I was rock hard and pointing right at her, and I noticed Kim look at it with the faintest of smiles before she lathered up her hands and soaped up Big Ben as well.


But it wasn't a handjob; merely a cleaning. She was finished and then turning me about to rinse off before I could even twitch more than a few times. And then she reached past me to turn off the water herself.


It wasn't like I couldn't dry myself, but I have to admit I rather enjoyed Kim toweling me off. When she was done, I stepped out of the shower and used the towel to finish off my feet and lower legs myself. And then I turned back to watch her.


Kim gave me a mysterious, Mona Lisa-like smile and gestured to the door with her eyes. I glanced at the door and thought about walking through it for four milliseconds before dismissing the thought and returning my gaze to the beautiful wet woman in my shower. Keeping my eyes on her, I backed up to the closed door and then leaned against it, effectively blocking it from being pulled inward even if she decided to open it herself. My grin was rather smug.


Kim blushed and lowered her eyes. She puckered her lips for a moment as if in thought, and then smiled another Mona Lisa smile without lifting her gaze. Demurely, she kept her eyes averted while reaching up to her left shoulder strap.


I held my breath watching Kim slide the strap off her shoulder and down her arm. She took her time, neither hurrying nor delaying for seductive purposes. She simply removed her swimsuit as if I wasn't in the room, dragging down both shoulder straps before sliding the black and red garment down her naked torso. The smile never left her face though, even when she bent to pull the suit off her legs. And in the same unhurried, workmanlike manner, she went about toweling off.


I rather enjoyed the view.


When she was dry, she wrapped the towel around her torso, covering her from bosom to mid-thigh. She then approached and stood before me expectantly, waiting with infinite patience.


I don't know why I did what I did next. Maybe I was lonely. Maybe I merely wanted to say thanks for helping me with that shower.


Maybe things would have turned out differently if I had simply stepped aside and opened the door to let her out.


But I didn't. I raised my hands to her cheeks. I tilted her head back and to the side. And then I kissed her.


That was the first time I got a true reaction out of Kim, at least in the bathroom tonight. She gasped and immediately kissed me back with a fervor that belied all of her coolly efficient actions in cleaning me. She moaned into that kiss, a moan that went straight to my loins and made my still rock hard erection throb and scream for pussy. And both of her arms went straight around the back of my neck, clutching my body to hers.


But that's when I remembered DJ. That's when I remembered that the woman I'd proposed marriage to had left me less than a half-hour ago. And that's when I abruptly let go of Kim's face, opened the bathroom door, and walked out to go to my bedroom.


This time, Kim didn't follow me.





It still was not yet eight o'clock, too early to go to sleep despite the weariness I felt from a very, very trying week. I got dressed and then stayed in my bedroom for a long while, half-wondering what DJ was doing at this very moment and half-wondering whether or not Kim would open my door and walk in to do ... well ... do whatever it was she had floating around in her head.


But eventually I got up and left my room. Kim's bedroom door was open and absent of light within. I went downstairs and found her puttering about living room, tidying up the chairs that had been pulled out from the dining table and the various knick knacks around the house that DJ, Brooke, and I had left out of their proper places over the past week. Coasters on the coffee table had been put away. Stray books had been lined up neatly together on the bookshelf. And when I peeked into the kitchen, I found that not only had Kim finished cleaning up after dinner, but she'd also managed to completely de-clutter the kitchen in such a way as to make it seem brand new.


"Wow, thanks," I commented.


"My pleasure," she replied with a smile, still puttering around straightening ... whatever.


I wasn't a slob or anything, but personally, I thought the house already looked neat enough. Still, Kim buzzed around tidying up, and my guilty conscience reared up to ask aloud, "Uh, is there anything I can do to help?"


She nodded wordlessly before glancing back my way and smiling. "I've got it. Just sit down and relax."


Frowning, I looked around trying to figure out something I could do to clean. But then Kim pulled out the swiffer duster and used it to shoo me away with a teasing smile. So I simply shrugged and flopped onto the couch while grabbing the TV remote.


Various Hollywood movies that had premiered years ago were on, and I surfed through a couple of them. Kim cruised by a few minutes later with a bowl of freshly popped popcorn and a glass of root beer. I arched an eyebrow in surprise, but she merely gave me that Mona Lisa smile and continued on her way.


I resumed watching the television, settling on the animated movie, Ice Age. I'd seen the movie multiple times already, but still found it a pleasant diversion, at least until the next scene featuring Scrat and his oh-so-futile attempt to obtain and keep his precious acorn.


Given everything that had happened to me today, my mind instantly drew the parallels between Scrat's obsession and my own. I was the prehistoric squirrel-rat, and my love life was that stupid acorn. Forever the damn thing was out of my reach. And even on those few occasions when I finally grasped it, it always managed to get pulled away from me only moments later.


This line of thinking did not put me in a good mood, so I changed the channel and found myself watching Vanilla Sky. That movie and its premise didn't make me feel any better, seeing as how we currently did not have the technology to put me in suspended animation and let me dream about the love of my life for the rest of eternity.


I finally gave up and switched back to ESPN, where they were recapping how the Panthers smoked the Giants and the Steelers beat the Bengals. But even football didn't hold my interest, and I decided to get up and see what Kim was up to now.


She wasn't anywhere on the first floor, and I headed upstairs only to find that she wasn't in her bedroom either. But a noise from behind me caught my attention, and I backed up to discover that she was in the upstairs bathroom, kneeling on the floor facing away from me and scrubbing the linoleum behind the toilet.


"Okay, I get that you feel like cleaning house now that you're back but this is just ridiculous," I commented.


"Eek!" Kim jerked in surprise at my voice suddenly appearing out of the silence, her exclamation accompanied by the dull thunk of her head impacting the toilet tank.


"Oh, crap," I muttered, darting forward and kneeling beside her while she sat back on her heels and held the side of her head. "Sorry! Sorry! I didn't mean to startle you."


"I'm fine," she replied quickly, still rubbing her head. "I didn't hit it that hard."


"It sure sounded bad."


"It's not. Really." And then to prove her point, she dropped her hand away and gave me a frank look. "See? Fine."


I pursed my lips but didn't argue the point. Shaking my head, though, I asked, "What are you doing?"


"I haven't cleaned this bathroom in a month."


"You haven't been here in a month."


She shrugged. "Classes don't start until Tuesday. I wanted to spend tonight and tomorrow cleaning up before the semester."


"The house is clean enough. I vacuumed and dusted and everything over the past week myself."


"I can tell. Still..."


"Kim, stop cleaning," I stated firmly, more from annoyance than any urge to command her.


But Kim didn't take it that way. Her posture suddenly went erect, she placed the green and yellow sponge on the floor beside her, and she brought her hands together as if praying. It took me a moment to realize she'd adopted First Position.


"Kim, I didn't mean it like that," I said hurriedly.


She dropped her hands and canted her head to the side. "Then I can resume cleaning?"


"What? No. Don't. Seriously ... Stop cleaning. Come downstairs and watch a movie with me, okay?"


Kim's eyes seemed to glow for a moment. "Okay," she replied before glancing down at her clothes. After our shower, she'd donned simple khaki shorts and a white school T-shirt. Seeing an obvious dirt smudge on the shirt, she pinched it and looked up at me. "I'll need to change and shower."


"Again?"


"I've gotten grimy from cleaning," she explained. "And I never did soap or shampoo before. I was only cleaning you."


I rolled my eyes. "Fine." And then I got up to leave.


But just before I reached the door, a sense of déjà vu came to me. I recalled being in this position with her less than an hour ago, and remembered what I had chosen to do then.


A repeat sounded like a pretty good idea now.


I closed the door with me still inside the bathroom, and then turned around to lean against it. I kept my eyes on Kim as she stood there expectantly, and as I folded my arms over my chest, my grin was once again rather smug.


Kim blushed and lowered her eyes. The Mona Lisa smile was back, but she didn't say a word. Instead, she rather calmly removed her shirt, folded it up, and placed it atop the closed toilet lid before reaching back to matter-of-factly to unclip her bra. One by one, her articles of clothing were folded and piled up, until she was fully naked in front of me. And then without once glancing back at me, she turned on the shower, adjusted the temperature, and then stepped into the spray.


Kim didn't have DJ's Barbie-like dimensions. She was a comparatively small young woman, standing about five inches shorter and skinnier from top to bottom. But the narrowing of her 22-inch waist allowed her to still have a womanly shape as my gaze traveled up and down her body, and there was no mistaking the femininity of her perky bosom and nearly as perky ass. True, she didn't have a figure that stopped traffic from across the street, but to me (especially naked, and wet), she was still an extremely desirable female.


My breathing deepened and blood diverted to my loins while I watched Kim shower. I didn't approach her, remaining with my back against the door and my arms folded across my chest. I absorbed myself in watching the minutiae of Kim cleaning herself. I watched the way her perky breasts thrust forth as she raised her arms above her head to shampoo her hair. I admired the graceful flow of her long, jet black hair as she tilted her head to the side and let her silky locks dangle so she could rub conditioner into them. And of course, I followed the paths of her hands rubbing soap all over her naked body.


For a little while, I forgot about all my troubles, my mind completely filled with the motions taking place in front of me. Kim didn't move in a seductive manner, or even acknowledge my presence. Her behavior made me feel like an invisible voyeur, having gained an illicit peek behind the door to watch a gorgeous young woman bathe herself. It was an arousing experience, even after I realized that she had rather deliberately left the shower curtain wide open to give me an unblocked view. While this realization neutered the 'invisible voyeur' aspect, it only fueled my lust to know that she actively wanted me to watch.


Without a word, I left the room when she began rinsing off. I returned moments later with a fresh towel I'd retrieved from the linen cabinet, knowing that her regular towel had already become quite damp from our previous shower. When I stepped back into the bathroom, there was no mistaking the way her downcast face lit up in relief; she probably had thought I'd simply left and wouldn't return.


Having finished rinsing off, Kim turned off the water and turned to find me standing right beside the tub, holding the towel open for her. She stepped out onto the bath mat and allowed me to enfold her in the plush terrycloth. And this time it was my turn to rub and pat her dry.


I wasn't shy about copping a few feels through the towel, not-so-accidental gropes of her breasts and butt. Even more obvious was when I planted both hands on her ass, gripping and jiggling the flesh I found under the guise of "drying" her, since the terrycloth was still between my palms and her naked skin.


And then she turned her face toward mine. My hands were still on her butt, which meant my arms were wrapped around her body. She held the towel closed together at her upper chest, and her dark brown eyes loomed large and luminous from only inches away as she looked up at me. My desire for her I found matched in her irises. And despite all the reasons and rationales for why she and I couldn't or shouldn't be together, there was nothing in the world I wanted in this moment more than her.


Still, I couldn't do this without her agreement, so I gave her a single out. "If you don't want me to kiss you right now, you're going to have to tell me to stop."


I waited three seconds. One ... two ... three. She didn't make a sound.


So I kissed her.





We wound up in my bedroom, and on my bed. Kim's hair was still damp, so I put her towel to good use by spreading it out across the upper half of the mattress underneath the back of her head; she didn't need it to cover her body.


My own body was doing the covering for her ... most of the time. Like a conquering lion, I crawled over my prey, nipping at the side of her neck or down her shoulder before slurping an erect nipple into my mouth. I worked my way downward, feeling her ab muscles tensing beneath my butterfly kisses before I centered my face at her V-junction and took a long swipe with my long tongue at her slit. She shivered and squeaked beautifully, which made me crawl back up her nakedness and grind my urgency against her crotch while I devoured her lips with my own.


Still, I remained fully-clothed while we swapped kisses and I roved all over her body. She whimpered and cooed while my hands, lips, and tongue played her body like a finely tuned instrument, so long as Big Ben remained safely trapped inside my pants. But my need was growing and after I broke away from one heavy makeout session to breathe and also rip my shirt over my head, I found that the heated desire in her eyes was now accompanied by a warning.


She wanted me – that much was evident – but she also didn't. There was a line she had drawn between us, a line she could not cross. She was my friend, my confidant, but no longer my lover. She said she still loved me, and she wanted to belong to me, but she couldn't until I was ready to be her Master.


Well maybe that time was now.


I dove back down upon her, Kim's tongue eagerly coming out to greet me as we writhed atop my bed with my pants still firmly in place. Her hands energetically stroked up and down my now bare back, feeling my muscles and stroking my spine while our mouths crashed together, parted, and then crashed together again at a new angle. And in the meantime, I found myself evaluating whether or not I wanted to take my pants off.


Big Ben obviously wanted out, but there was more to a decision like that than momentary pleasure. Freeing my cock was not only about sex, but also about responsibility. Did I want it? And could I handle it if I did?


The first question was the hardest to tackle. Did I want her? I already knew the decision was mine and mine alone. The look in Kim's eyes did not say 'no'. In fact, the look was an emphatic 'yes', but only if I was ready. If I was ready, and if I wanted her, I would have her. Period. Plain and simple. Kim had ALWAYS been mine.


My first instinct was to say 'no'. DJ had left me only hours ago. My heart was broken into a million pieces, and all common sense said to wait until I had some time to think and reflect.


But dammit, I was sick of thinking and reflecting. I was sick of wondering whether or not I was rebounding and measuring the days to see if I'd waited a proper amount of time to be "over" somebody. I'd tried to do things by the book. I'd tried to "be single" and "become independent" and "learn to be alone" without freaking the fuck out.


You know what? I don't LIKE being single. I don't LIKE being alone. I WANT to have a partner by my side. I WANT to be in love. I LIKE being in love and being happy and having lots of sex and having a partner I could depend on.


And you know what? When it comes to dependability, NO ONE is better than Kim.


It would be a good life, having Kim by my side. I knew innately that she would be an excellent wife and mother. I had already witnessed her enthusiasm for children when she babysat for little April. And there had been something wonderfully domestic about the way she'd been puttering around the house cleaning for the past hour.


DJ had accused me of wanting the safety and security of what she could provide more than I'd wanted HER. Well ... maybe so. What's so wrong with that? What's so wrong with wanting safety and security? What's so wrong with believing the woman you're with (A) wants to be with you and (B) doesn't want or need to stray?


Both Dawn and DJ had chosen to leave me, so there goes (A) wanting to be with me. Kim had always been there for me, even without the benefit of a romantic relationship. She had always been dedicated to me, looking out for my best interests even if I didn't do a damn thing for her. Fuck, the minute she found out DJ had broken up with me, she'd walked into the kitchen to help me prepare dinner. And the moment DJ was gone, she'd not only hopped into the shower to help clean me, but she'd then spent the next hour cleaning my house. It was as if she was compelled to take care of me in every single way she could imagine.


And I already knew I didn't have to worry about (B). To the best of my knowledge, Kim had never taken another lover since I'd broken up with her. She'd had all the time and opportunity in the world to hook up with whomever she wanted, but all she wanted was me. Nevermind that I was engaged to DJ. Nevermind that she had no one else to satisfy her sexual needs, not even another woman. Just me. Waiting for me. Only wanting me.


This wasn't a situation like Dawn, someone who had lived a somewhat sheltered life and then felt like she HAD to experience more. Kim didn't want or need that. She just needed me.


Safety ... and security. Ever helpful. Ever loyal. Ever willing to do anything I wanted at the drop of a hat. Shit, if you think about it, Kim is the PERFECT woman.


So yeah, I wanted her. And I didn't want to fuck around and think about it. I already knew. She loved me. She would take care of me.


She would make me happy.


So I reached for my waistband and began tugging down my pajama pants.


Kim felt my motion and inhaled sharply. Her eyes were wide and full of questions. The warning was back in her irises, and she abruptly reached down and grabbed my wrist.


I gave her a warm smile and nodded my head reassuringly. Gently, I leaned down and pecked her lips, and then I backed my head up and smiled at her again. "I'll take care of you," I promised. "Just the way you always wanted."


Her grip on my wrist relaxed. Breathing shallowly, she searched my eyes, reading the sincerity behind them. I meant it. I WOULD take care of her. And I'd do it just the way she always wanted.


She let me take off my pants.


Moments later, I was inside of her. Not all the way; she was way too tight to enter in a single thrust. But with rocking hips and her hands pulling on my ass, we managed to get my cock fully imbedded inside her body, and then with a keening sigh Kim dropped her head down onto the mattress.


"I'll take care of you," I crooned, taking up a gentle rhythm. Out ... in ... out ... in ... Slowly, I made love to her. Tenderly, I cradled her much smaller body beneath mine. Passionately, I kissed her.


Kim's warning gaze had come with two parts: Did I want her? And could I handle the responsibility if I did?


I wanted her, and now that I was taking her I was also agreeing to that responsibility. My promise to take care of her was everything, and I had to mean it.


I would be her Master. I would hold precious her safety and security. And I would NEVER let her down. I used to believe that I wasn't capable of BEING anybody's Master, but really it was a matter of having the right mindset.


Being Kim's Master wouldn't be about Dominating her, making her my plaything and forcing her to carry out my every whim. Being Kim's Master wouldn't be a slave-like relationship, where I held all the power and she had none. Being Kim's Master wouldn't even be about sexual bondage games, with the rituals of First and Second Positions and so forth.


No, I now realized that being Kim's Master had everything to do with that simple five word phrase: I'll take care of you. Being Kim's Master would be my ultimate White Knight experience: I'd protect her. I'd keep her safe. I'd ensure her survival, and take personal responsibility for her satisfaction. Being Kim's Master would not be about commands.


It would be about love.


"I'll take care of you," I reassured her once again, reveling in the feel of her tight pussy clenching around my dick over and again while I smoothly pistoned in and out of her. I adored seeing HER look of adoration as she stared up at me, holding onto my shoulders and locking her legs around my waist while I thrust over and over and over again.


"I'll take care of you," I repeated before kissing her with force and passion, driving home my promise to never let her come to harm, to always be cognizant of her best interests, and to love her the way she deserved.


She trembled beneath me, a shiver that began in her spine and carried outward from her body. I felt her orgasm from within the confines of her quivering quim, her vaginal walls already so snug clasping even tighter as she gasped in pleasure. Her eyes lit up to feel the euphoric physical representation of the bliss she felt in her heart and mind to have me proclaiming my ownership of her. And as her body shuddered beneath me in climax, her massaging inner muscles started in motion the chain reaction of my own pending ejaculation as well.


"Ohhh, Kim..." I groaned, feeling my balls churn as the semen in my testicles was brought to a boil. Despite her extremely tight channel, I sped up my thrusting in anticipation of my final release.


"Wait, I'm not protected! And I'm right in the middle of my cycle!" Kim whimpered suddenly, an apology in her eyes.


A sudden vision came to mind. I stood in front of that picket-fenced house with my children before me. But rather than a blonde bombshell by my side, instead it was ... Kim.


The perfect mother.


The perfect wife.


The one woman who would always love me and never leave me.


My eyes hardened, and with a determined smile I put more force into my thrusts. With my arms beneath Kim's body so that my hands gripped her shoulders from underneath, I sped up and hammered her even harder. Her legs were still wrapped around my waist, and she made no move to attempt to push me out of her. Instead, she looked up at me with an expression of wonder, excitement, and yes, a little fear.


But I soothed that fear by first leaning down to kiss her with a tenderness that seemed so at odds with the near-violence of my final thrusts. And then I pulled back, stared Kim right in the eyes, and intoned with a world of confidence and certainty in my voice, "I'll take care of you."


And then I came.


Chapter 13: Back to School


-- MONDAY, JANUARY 16, 2006, WINTER BREAK --



I awoke early... really early. It was not yet sunrise, and all the lights were off in the room. But we were only a day or two past the full moon, and silvery beams of light peering through the cracks around the window curtains gave me enough illumination to make out the features of my bedroom.


I found myself in a familiar position: spooned behind a warm female with my left arm beneath her pillow and my right arm wrapped around her body. My morning erection was tucked into the cleft of her buttcheeks, but I resisted the urge to grind myself against her and instead rolled onto my back. I knew I should let Kim sleep. She certainly needed her rest after the workout I'd put her through last night.


Raising both of my arms toward the headboard, I stretched and sighed contentedly while replaying the events of the previous evening in my head, starting with that second kiss in the bathroom.


My first orgasm last night had been so powerful that my eyes had rolled up into my head and I'd felt my body's quivering down to my toes. I'd slammed my cock all the way forward, parking my mushroom head as close as I possibly could to the entrance to Kim's womb. And I'd remained there for several minutes after cumming, slumped atop her body while sucking wind and feeling quite dizzy in the aftermath.


When the world came back to me, and I'd regained enough presence of mind to elevate myself off Kim's chest by drawing my elbows beneath me, I'd looked down at her and asked why she was no longer on the pill.


"You broke up with me eight months ago. There was no need to take them anymore," she'd replied matter-of-factly. "I'd never been on the pill before YOU put me on it last year, and I went off it after you dumped me."


"But what about the beginning of the school year? The first day of classes you took me back to your room and had me fuck the shit out of you."


Kim gave me that mysterious Mona Lisa smile. "My period was due in two days. I knew I couldn't get pregnant then. And then we never had sex again after that; not until just now."


"And now? You're in the middle of your cycle?"


"My last period started on New Year's. Fourteen days ago."


"So there's a good chance I may have just fertilized you."


Kim had nodded. "Did you mean what you said?"


"That I'd take care of you? Absolutely. I'm looking forward to it, and I rather hope I DID just knock you up."


"You still want that? I mean, I can understand making a rash decision like that in the heat of the moment, little more than an hour after DJ left you. After everything you went through with the abortion, your emotions are completely out of control. But if you're regretting anything ... well ... there IS a pill I can go get tomorrow morning to take care of it.


I shook my head quite vehemently. "No. Heyylll no."


She blinked. "You really want a baby, don't you?"


"I do."


Kim had started crying then, happy tears that accompanied a brilliant smile that no longer felt mysterious. "Then I want to give it to you."


And just like that, my dick had started hardening inside of her. The mere thought of impregnating the beautiful girl beneath me had me raring for another round. I'd bent to kiss her, and kisses turned to fondling. Fondling turned to grinding. And the next thing I knew, my cock was hard and I was fucking her once again.


Without benefit of drugs or even extra girls as fluffers, I came four times last night, every single one of them spurting deep into the back of Kim's fertile womb. Having gone nearly a full week without cumming, my testicles had stored up quite the backlog of sperm, and each time I could feel the heavy load I was firing into her. After the second round, I'd needed to straddle her chest and fuck her face for a bit to get hard again. After the third, I'd flopped onto my back wheezing and shivering while Kim knelt over me to suck me hard once more. But in the end, every ejaculation was in a missionary position, with her legs either wrapped around my waist or hooked over my shoulders to let gravity help my swimmers along. Every last shot was fired in the best possible position to result in the pregnancy we now both wanted. I filled Kim's womb to overflowing last night, despite her best efforts to keep every drop inside. We wound up having to change the sheets to get rid of the wet spots, and eventually we fell asleep in each other arms.


Now, the morning after, I STILL had no regrets. My life was back on the path I'd been on a week ago, albeit slightly delayed and with a re-casting of my leading lady. But I wouldn't apologize for my choice of actions. I didn't feel remorse for the speed with which I'd changed lanes. I was done second-guessing myself. I was done with mourning the loss of past relationships. I was moving on with my life, moving forward. And I wasn't going to waste any more time moralizing over whether or not I was doing the "right" thing.


I wanted to be happy. I wanted the safety and security of a wife and family. And gawd dammit, I was gonna fight however I needed to achieve those goals.


Despite the early hour, I was now wide awake. The thoughts of fighting for my happiness and moving forward had energized me, flooded my body with adrenaline, and I couldn't remain in bed any longer. I briefly thought about spreading Kim's thighs and taking a fifth crack at fertilization, but I let my woman rest and rolled in the other direction and off the bed.


The air was quite cold once I was outside the blankets, and I grabbed a bathrobe and pulled it on over my pajamas. Barefoot, I silently padded out of the room and down the stairs, a pot of coffee in my immediate future.


I started the coffee maker and then meandered out of the kitchen while it brewed. I found myself wandering over to Brooke's and DJ's empty bedrooms. Brooke's bed was still made, but DJ's full-size had been stripped of its sheets so the girls could use them at Faye Nguyen's apartment. Most of their books and knick-knacks remained, and would remain until the girls figured out how to combine their things to decorate one small room. And there was still quite the clutter atop the vanity I'd built for Adrienne so many moons ago.


I'd promised them both that I would leave their bedrooms untouched in anticipation of their return, but a part of me didn't believe they ever would. They'd stop by, of course – Brooke more than DJ. They might even decide to keep the house next year, taking the two upstairs rooms and inviting a couple of friends to rent the bottom two. But I doubted either of them would move back in this semester.


Oh well. Moving on.


I collected my coffee mug, holding it with both hands to let it warm my palms. I took a careful sip and then headed back up the stairs. Going through the open door at the top of the stairs, I surveyed Kim's bedroom and went through a mental checklist of all the things she'd need to move in with me. Yeah, we had four bedrooms, but I DID want her to move in with me. I intended for her to become my wife, and I wanted to start living like it right away. Even though I'd proposed to DJ, we'd never actually lived as an engaged couple in this house. Even though DJ had shared my bed every night since we got together, she'd never moved her belongings into my room, not even for this past week.


Just another sign that we were never really meant to be together.


For a moment, I tried to mentally record each and every item Kim would need to bring over, since being her Master would require me to make those sorts of decisions for her. But then I realized that such micromanagement wasn't how I wanted to be her Master. Kim was a fully-functional and intelligent young woman. I simply had to tell her to move her belongings in with me and organize them for both of us, and she'd happily carry out the task with minimal interference from me.


We'd turn her bedroom into an office, or maybe just a big-ass walk-in closet. I'd keep her bed made and ready to be slept in. After all, I already knew Kim would want me to have other sexual partners, and on occasion she might want to rest in her own room while I pounded away at some other gorgeous coed. Still, I would always want her to return to me at night, and would command her as such. The mother of my child would deserve nothing less.


All in all, the situation was shaping up to be a pretty good one for me. Just Kim and me with plenty of room to spread out and be ourselves. We'd have the privacy to fuck on every surface of the place without worrying about anyone barging in on us. Our friends could still come hang out during the day without worrying about froshlings underfoot. And we could start practicing the domestic day-to-day interactions of married life right away.


Just Kim and me, playing house if you will.


Yeah, I'd miss having my little sister around. But on the other hand, she would be close enough to visit and yet out of the way when I wanted privacy. Brooke's bed was also still made for those days when she realized she needed to get fucked in a way her boyfriend simply couldn't provide. It was a win-win for everybody.


I knew what I wanted in my life, and I wanted it right now. Hell, I wanted to take Kim down to the courthouse and marry her on the spot when it opened ... uh ... tomorrow. Today was the Martin Luther King, Jr. holiday. But yeah, getting married on the spot tomorrow morning was a little too rash even for me.


Still, I wanted this child, and I wanted this family. I now knew what I wanted for the rest of my life, and when you realize something like that, you want the rest of your life to start as soon as possible.


Stupid Bert. Can't believe he actually got me to watch When Harry Met Sally.


But the sentiment was true. I wanted "the rest of my life" to start right away, and it started with getting Kim pregnant.


Hmm, middle of the cycle or not, there's still a good chance she isn't pregnant yet. What time is it? Almost 7am? Not quite sunrise, but close enough. I've let Kim sleep for a good six hours. She should have enough energy for one more go-round.



Today is where my book begins...



The rest of my life starts NOW.





"Um, I'm not going to be your girlfriend. And I certainly won't become your wife."


"Excuse me?" I stared incredulously across the dining table at Kim, my brain not quite comprehending her reply. We were eating breakfast after the morning's attempt at fertilization and I'd just finished explaining to her my plan for turning us into a family. She'd balked at the idea of getting married so soon and I was quick to reassure her that I only expected her to be my girlfriend for now.


But apparently even "girlfriend" status wasn't going to fly.


Kim set down her coffee mug and gave me a frank look. "I thought we talked about this a long time ago. I am not – and do not ever want to be – your 'girlfriend'."


My eyebrows furrowed. "But then ... why... ?" I sort of haphazardly gestured up the stairs toward my bedroom.


"Why did I sleep with you?"


"Well, yeah! And you did more than just sleep with me. We fucked. And I came in your unprotected pussy in the middle of your fertility cycle. FIVE times already!"


"Because you wanted to."


"Because I wanted to?" I repeated incredulously. "Just... wanted to? I certainly WANTED to do that with you a lot of times over the past several months, but we never did it."


"Because you never initiated it. Ben, I can't say no to you. I never could. All last semester, if you'd simply tried to ... to take me the way you did last night, I would have let you. Anytime. Anywhere."


"But why?"


"Because I love you. Because you're my Master. Because I gave myself to you a long time ago ... you just haven't been ready or able to accept me that way since Dawn left."


I planted my right elbow onto the dining table and dropped the side of my head into my open palm. I gawked at Kim, thoroughly confused and desperately trying to wrap my head around what she was telling me. Her Mona Lisa smile was back, and she returned my gaze with infinite serenity. She was as peacefully content in this moment as I was frustratedly perplexed, and that smile was maddening.


So I removed the smile by squeezing my eyes shut and tilting my head forward. I shifted so that my palm now rubbed my forehead, and once I began massaging my temples I began carefully, "Okay, let's make sure we're on the same page. You are in love with me: yes or no?"


"Yes."


"You want me as your Master."


"Correct."


"But you don't want me as your boyfriend."


"Correct."


Still rubbing my forehead, I opened my eyes to find her still smiling at me. Rather gingerly, I asked, "You want to give me a baby."


"Correct."


"You'll remain in my life as the mother of my child."


"Correct."


"But you don't want to marry me."


"I don't."


"You don't even want to be my girlfriend."


"Correct."


I grimaced, and gave her a freshly perplexed look. "Okay, I'm confused."


"All correct statements. You certainly seem to understand all the parameters of our relationship."


"I don't understand anything," I sighed. "But I'm trying."


"You're a smart guy. You'll figure it out. Actually, I'm pretty sure you've already figured it out, but your sense of fairness and morality is getting in the way. You think that if I carry your child, then I will 'deserve' to be your wife, with all the respect and status that title entails. You think that by NOT marrying me you will not be making an 'honest' woman of me, and that it would not be 'fair' for you to pursue and date other women if I'm taking care of your child."


"Well... yeah."


Kim shook her head. "I don't want to be your wife, or your girlfriend. We've talked about this before. I love you, Ben. I'm IN love with you, and I always have been. But I know that you don't love ME. You never have, not in the same way you've loved Dawn or DJ or Adrienne. Please don't blame yourself. This is not a fault, and I don't resent you for it. You can't love me in that way, precisely because I'll never be your girlfriend or your wife. You simply can't, because--"


"Because you'll never be a partner in the way I would want my wife to be," I finished for her. "Because you're a submissive, and I would want my wife to be an equal. I would want my wife to inspire me and sometimes lead me and be willing to truly share in the decisions that shape our future. And that's not you."


Kim's smile turned genuinely proud. "See, I said you were a smart guy."


I grimaced again. "But it doesn't seem fair."


"Fair is not what I'm asking for. What I'm asking for is--"


"Is for me to be your Master," I finished again, nodding my understanding but not liking it. I paused for a moment to think, and then took a deep breath. "So ... what if I commanded you to be my girlfriend?"


Kim pursed her lips and thought about that for a moment. "I could play that role for you, yes. I would be happy to spend my days and nights with you, happy to satisfy you sexually, and I would be willing to be your 'arm candy' in public as it were. But you and I would both know that I could not fill the romantic void in your heart. You would never be completely satisfied in a life with me as your primary partner, and that's why I could never marry you."


"Even if I commanded you to walk down the aisle and do just that?"


"That command, I would refuse."


"Refuse?" My eyebrows went up in surprise. "I didn't know you had that word in your vocabulary."


"I've given it a lot of thought since we were last together. I'm devoted to you as my Master, but even a submissive can and should refuse certain commands. For example, if you commanded me to jump off a bridge, I wouldn't do it, no matter how firmly you ordered me. I cherish and value your direction, but there ARE limits. I won't kill myself without justification, and I won't marry you."


I sighed. "Should I be concerned that you equate marrying me and killing yourself?"


"Neither would be best for you."


"So you know better than me what's best for me?"


"Quite often, apparently, yes." Kim's Mona Lisa smile had returned.


"For a supposed submissive who wants to take directions from ME, you seem quite certain that you are the better decision-maker between us."


"Not a better decision-maker," she clarified. "But I do think I see the world with fewer biases than you. Less emotion. More logic."


"The life you choose to lead seems anything but logical."


"I know precisely what I want from life. Can you say the same?"


I sighed. "I want to be happy."


"Everybody wants to be happy. And that answer isn't very precise."


"No, it's not," I conceded. "So tell me: what precisely do you want from life?"


"I want you. I want you as my Master, because I know that while you may not ever love me romantically, you will always care for me and move Heaven and Earth to protect me and my children from harm. You will never abuse me, as some others might do if they were in your position. And I truly believe my life will be a happy and fulfilling one if I am allowed to be with you."


"Huh..." I mused on that. Kim's tone was certainly one of confidence. She truly believed what she was saying. "So what about me? What do you think -I-, precisely, want from life."


"You are a true romantic at heart. Despite your rather varied experiences, you have an almost Disney-like belief in True Love, coupled with a voracious sexual appetite that no one woman can ever completely satisfy. This creates a paradox, as the concept of One True Love cannot coexist with your sexual being. As long as the two sides of you are not in harmony, you can never be truly happy."


"Oh, great."


"So I'm attempting to fix that."


"Fix that? How?"


Kim pursed her lips. "I'm very sorry things didn't work out with DJ. I HAD hoped she could be your 'One'. You were very compatible, as she embodied nearly all of the qualities you wanted for your 'Ideal Life'. But the accidental pregnancy ruined what could have developed in your futures. She wasn't ready to settle down the way you were. Given more time, I think you two would have made a happy couple and have been ready to marry and start a family in a few more years. But not while she was 19 and still in college."


"Tell me something I don't know."


"Okay, here's something: I DO have a prescription for birth control. I was planning to start them with my next cycle."


"What?"


"You told me before that I was on DJ's 'Green List'. And I told YOU that someday soon I would take my place on that list. I had hoped for that day to be within the next month."


"You were going to start sleeping with me again? Even if I was still with DJ?"


"Precisely BECAUSE you were still with DJ. That's the part about finding harmony between your two halves. DJ would be your True Love, your wife, your romantic partner."


"But you didn't even WANT me proposing to DJ! Before we left school at the end of last semester, you told me to take things slow and not do anything rash."


"Because I was worried you would push DJ too fast, the same way you rushed Dawn. What I wanted most for you was to firmly establish a solid relationship that could survive adding me on the side, and once you did, I was going to join in. I would help keep your sexual appetite satisfied and be a constant presence to support you and give you reasoned advice. And you would then be able to resume being my Master and taking care of me. Really, it's much the same arrangement we used to have with Dawn."


I sighed. "But the thing with Dawn didn't work out. And then I rather coldly dumped you."


Kim frowned and looked away for a moment. "It hurt, yes. But you couldn't reasonably be expected to keep me. Again, the two halves in harmony. Without Dawn as your True Love, you didn't have a solid enough foundation to continue being my Master."


"Well, I don't have a 'True Love' now, either. So why the hell did you let me cum inside you?"


Kim shrugged and smiled. "There are other ways of finding harmony. This is one of them."


"Getting knocked up and NOT marrying me? Okay, this you're going to have to explain."


The Mona Lisa smile came back.


"Oh, no!" I barked sharply and made short, chopping motions with my hands. "Nuh-uh. You're not getting away with that one this time. I need answers, and I'm commanding you to explain this one!"


Kim's smile only broadened. "Yes, Master." And then she perked up like she'd won a great victory.


I sighed and dropped my chin into my open palm again. What remained of breakfast was getting cold, but I didn't care anymore.


Kim sat up straight and folded her forearms on the table. She pursed her lips for a moment, concentrating on organizing her thoughts. And when she lifted her eyes to mine, I already knew she believed she had it all figured out.


"What you want most in life is NOT to be happy, despite what you keep trying to tell me. What you want most in life is the life your parents have: family. You're a people person, and it is having special people that you love and care about around you that matters more than all the sex in the world. Now for most of your life, you've been a child in that family. Your bonds were always with your parents, your siblings, and to a lesser extent, your friends. Then you went to college, and you started losing contact with your parents. Oh, they'll always be your parents, but you're growing up and becoming independent and you don't have them around to help guide you in your life, nor do you want to reach out and stay in constant phone contact with them. Likewise, you lost touch with most of your high school friends, and your rather sordid reputation has made it difficult to build similar friendships here. So that leaves siblings. Well, your older sister has graduated and moved out of town. Adrienne left to become a supermodel in New York. Your baby sisters are back home in high school. Now even Brooke has moved out. You're lost and isolated and oh so alone. And the two things you believed you were about to achieve, a wife and child, you've just now lost as well. For a guy who most values being around the people he loves, your life is looking pretty bleak."


My left elbow joined my right on top of the table, and I now rather glumly held my jaw in both hands. "Gee, thanks for the pep talk."


"So that's where I come in." Kim smiled genially. "I can't become your wife; I've already explained why that will never be in our future. But I CAN give you a child, and not just to provide you with the kind of family that will always be yours, but also because I want it for me. Because there's nothing in the world I've wanted more than having children. Even having a Master like you comes a distant second."


"Seriously?"


"I love children. I've been babysitting since I was twelve, and I haven't over-romanticized the notion, either. Some of the families I sat for were perfectly willing to go out of town for an entire weekend and leave me with their infant. I've changed diapers and bottle-fed and even spent sleepless nights dealing with fevers, ear infections, and really weird rashes. There's nothing I've ever wanted more than to become a mother."


"Huh. Devoting yourself to the care of another, prioritizing their needs above your own? Yeah, I can see that," I commented with a smirk.


Kim blushed. "I told you, back before we even got together, that I always wanted to devote myself to my Master and bear his children. You see, this way we both get what we want."


I frowned. "But how do you see this working if you won't marry me? I don't have a Dawn or DJ. I mean, if I was already married and twenty-seven and you decided to be my mistress or submissive or whatever and then join my household to raise your child alongside those of my very understanding wife's children, that would be one thing. But we're twenty-one, Kim. Are YOU ready to have a baby?"


She nodded. "I am. Even if we got pregnant last night, the baby won't arrive until early October; I already did the math. I'll have graduated and be working by then."


"So no MBA for you?"


Kim shrugged. "I can always come back for it later, if I need to. And you'll have graduated and started working too. I know you already prepared yourself for this eventuality with DJ. It won't really be any different. I already know you will help provide for me and my baby, the same as you would have done for her. And thus, you will have achieved a measure of safety and security in bonding not only with your child, but also with me as the mother of your child. The order of things might seem a little backwards, but THEN you would be free to pursue a romantic relationship to fulfill the other half of your being."


"You mean try and find someone willing to enter into a long-term relationship with a 21-year-old guy who has already knocked up another woman."


"Your future wife will accept me and our baby; otherwise she would not be fit to be your wife in the first place. You would never settle for a woman who demanded monogamy of you. The sexual creature inside wouldn't let you."


I sighed. "You really think you've got this all worked out, haven't you?"


Kim's chin rose. "I do."


I chuckled. "What kind of a Master has less confidence than his supposed submissive?"


"A work-in-progress. You're getting there. You'll fulfill your potential. It's just hard for you to have much confidence when you're at a place in your life that is so uncertain and unstable, and where you don't have those special people around you that you really, truly need. In the meantime, you have ME. You'll ALWAYS have me."


I sighed. "I don't deserve you."


"Yes, you do. You deserve me precisely because I know that you'll work so hard to earn my devotion."


I slid my hand across the table, and she met it. I squeezed her fingers, nodding as I replied, "I will. I promise you that."


Kim smiled. "Glad we agree. Now, I think we're both done with breakfast. And that was a pretty heady conversation for eight in the morning on a holiday. We both need a break, so what do you say we go back up to your bedroom and really make sure I'm good and fertilized, huh?"


"Up on my bed and in Second Position. I command it!" I ordered with a wide grin, pointing to the stairs.


Kim fluttered her eyelashes and practically had an orgasm in her chair. "Acknowledged, sir."





-- TUESDAY, JANUARY 17, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



"Hey there, stranger," Bert greeted me with a fist bump and then hooked his thumbs into the straps of his backpack. "How was your winter break?"


I took a deep breath, glancing up the hill toward Cheit Hall and our first class of our final semester of college. "Long story. I should probably wait until we meet up with Kim and Sasha at lunch."


"Long story? Ooh, sounds ominous. You can't leave me hanging, bro. Otherwise I'll never be able to concentrate during Toshihiro's lecture. I'll miss some key and pertinent fact today that will inevitably lead to me failing the class, and you'll be directly responsible for me not graduating on time in May."


I rolled my eyes and started trudging up the hill. "I proposed marriage, and DJ accepted. But right before we came back to school, DJ aborted the baby, called off the engagement, broke up with me, and moved out. Brooke went with her, too. So now it's just me and Kim in the house."


Bert caught my forearm, arresting my forward movement while he circled around to face me. With a rather grim expression, he read my face to find that I was indeed quite serious about everything I'd just said. His eyes softened in apologetic sympathy, but he didn't say anything at first. A moment later, he let go of me and shrugged, starting up the sidewalk toward class while I followed along.


"You lied," Bert drawled. "That was a damn short story."





Everyone was in a somber mood by the time we left our usual Thai joint. Sasha was continuing to dress to impress, wearing form-fitting jeans and a sweater that proudly showed off her sweater-busters. She had been warmly affectionate in her initial greeting, and my somewhat chaste response had her complaining about whether or not physically attracted me anymore, but then she noticed Bert's and Kim's relatively grave faces and wound up asking who'd died over winter break.


Responding "My baby" had killed whatever good mood anyone had left. I ate little at lunch, spending most of my time somewhat painfully explaining to my closest friends what had happened and why DJ had chosen to do what she did. I didn't dwell on things, doing my best to be clinical in my descriptions and shrug the situation off like it was no big deal. But perhaps because the shock I'd been in on Sunday night and Monday had worn off, I actually felt the emotions more today than I had immediately after DJ had left me, and I could feel my throat getting raw during my explanation.


Bert and Sasha were dutifully supportive while Kim mostly looked on silently. Bert actually asked me if it would be okay to tell Lynne this news, and I told him I already assumed he would start the Stanford rumor mill all by himself. But I also told him to ask Lynne to please give me some time and space to work things out, as I already knew both she and Amber would be on the phone if not driving across the bay to psychoanalyze me to death otherwise. But I was done with pondering and analysis. I really just wanted to put the past behind me and move on.


Our lunch hour ended sooner than I would have thought, and suddenly Bert had to hoof it across campus. Kim and I shared our next class together, so after we paid the check and said our goodbyes to Bert and Sasha, I prepared to leave with Kim by my side. But Kim leaned over and patted my hand, saying, "I'll meet you at class in a bit, okay?"


I frowned, not yet understanding. But Kim flicked her eyes rather firmly toward Sasha, and I took the hint that I should stick around a little longer. "Uh, sure. See you in fifteen," I replied.


Kim nodded with a smile and then walked off, leaving me alone with the beautiful brunette sitting by my side. I had both elbows atop the table, with my fingers interlaced, my mouth against my knuckles, and my chin balanced on my extended thumbs, and Sasha reached up to pat my arm. "How are you holding up?"


"I'm fine, really," I replied with a shrug, not pulling my chin off my thumbs.


"Really?"


"'Sure, really."


Sasha's hand folded over my bicep and she gave it a little squeeze. "Really?"


I sighed. "It's not an ideal situation. I mean, I hadn't planned on coming back to school single and un-pregnant if that's what you mean. But I've had a little time to get used to the idea and I'm at peace with what's happened."


"A little time? She left you less than 48 hours ago."


I waggled my head. "Well, it was a decision that had been building up for a while. It's not like she took me by surprise. I sorta sensed what was coming for about a week."


Sasha now reached up with her other hand, getting a firmer grip on my right bicep and pulling my elbow off the table. I sat up straighter lest I face-plant and watched her draw both her hands down my arm until she held my right hand in both of hers. She looked at my fingers for a second before flipping those big, expressive brown eyes to mine and asked, "Is there anything I can do for you?"


"I'm fine, really," I replied immediately.


Sasha shook her head, stroking the back of my hand with her thumbs. "I mean it. I'm here for you. We're friends, and I'd like to think we've become pretty close friends over the last few months. If you need someone to talk to ... about anything ... I'm here. You were there for me when I broke up with Rod, when I needed you the most, and it's the least I can do to be a ... a sounding board for all the thoughts and emotions that must be running through your head at a time like this."


"I appreciate the offer, but really, it's not something I want to think about that much. DJ is a sunk cost. I'm moving on."


"Ben, something BIG just happened to you, something terrible. You can't just bottle up your feelings and make them go away. As for DJ being a sunk cost, YOU were the one always telling me that people we've cared about can never be sunk costs."


"I know, I know. Yeah, maybe the pain is just so near that I can't stand it at the moment and don't want to deal with it. I'm man enough to admit that I'm avoiding and that my emotions could possibly come boiling out of me in another day or another week or who knows how far into the future. If and when that happens, I'll remember that I can talk to you, okay?"


"Okay!" Sasha gave my hand a firm shake before giving me a warm smile and sliding her left hand down to my elbow and dropping her right hand onto my thigh.


I glanced down, arching an eyebrow to find that her hand was doing more than simply resting on my thigh. It was rubbing ... no, caressing...


"And..." she began hesitantly, her eyes coyly cast downward before flicking up to meet my gaze. "If you need ... relief ... I'd be happy to do that for you, too."


"Sasha..." I said quietly but firmly, a warning tone in my voice.


"I mean it," she murmured in a husky voice. "You know I'd be happy to."


"I thought we were friends. Just friends."


"Friends with benefits, or did you forget the fun we had during those last few weeks of school?"


"That was different. I was with DJ."


"And now you're single."


"Are you looking to change that status? Take me back off the market?"


Sasha sighed at my defensive tone and leaned back, letting go of my elbow and pulling her hand off my thigh. As she averted her gaze, she mumbled, "I'd be lying if I said the thought didn't cross my mind the instant you said DJ left you. But..."


I raised both eyebrows, waiting her out.


" ... But I should know better than to try and sweep you on the rebound. You're a great guy, and I know any girl would be lucky to have you for a boyfriend. I'm already jealous of whoever turns out to be your next girlfriend if it isn't me, and knowing that I feel that way about you would certainly complicate our friendship if we decided to get intimate again."


"It would."


"You're hurting and it wouldn't be good for your emotions. The friend in me knows better than that."


"Thanks."


"But that doesn't mean my offer isn't genuine. I'd like to think we're both mature enough to not get in over our heads and not cross any emotional lines neither of us is ready for. That and I know you're an amazing lover and my whole body tingles at the mere thought of the chance to hop in the sack with you again. I want you. I want you in me, on me, and all over my face; I just have to say that. If that overcomplicates your life and you want nothing from me but a willing listener and an affectionate hug or two, I can live with that. Being and staying your friend is important to me. I trust you in a way I haven't been able to trust many people in my life, and that's precious. I don't want to screw that up. But if you ever find yourself needing a little no-strings-attached stress relief, just know that I'm at your beck and call, okay? No pressure. No commitments or obligations. Just between friends. Cool?"


I reached over and patted her thigh. "Cool."


Sasha smiled, and she leaned in and pecked my cheek before hooking a thumb beneath her purse strap dangling from her chair and then hoisting it over her shoulder. When her purse was in place, she turned back to me and popped her eyes wide open in surprise to see me moving in for another peck, this one between both our lips. And she flashed me a brilliant smile as I backed off and then stood up.


"Just friends, but special friends," I announced while reaching a hand down to help her up.


She took my hand with a beaming smile. "Sounds great."





Kim and I didn't have time to talk about Sasha before class started, but the minute we walked out the door to head for home she took my hand and asked, "So what did Sasha say after lunch?"


I shrugged and started walking for home. We had some time to kill before Isakova's class later in the afternoon. "That I was there for her when she broke up with Rod, and that she's here for me now. As a friend, as a listener, or ... well..."


"As a willing lover?" Kim finished for me.


"Yeah."


"But you're not going to take her up on it?" She sounded a little surprised.


"Well..." I squeezed Kim's hand and gave her a significant look.


Kim stopped walking and pulled us off the walkway. "Do NOT make this about me. I'm not your girlfriend, and I don't get jealous, remember? So don't get all codependent and pledge your fidelity to me or anything like that."


I gave her a bemused look. "You know, for a supposed submissive you're awfully bossy with me."


Kim pursed her lips and averted her gaze, looking apologetic. "I'm sorry, sir."


I rolled my eyes and tugged on Kim's hand, pulling us back onto the walking path and re-starting us for home. "I'm not taking her up on it because I like her too much. Because I wouldn't trust myself to let it remain casual. And to be honest, I don't trust HER to either."


"You mean she'll want to become your girlfriend."


"Yes."


"And you'll want HER to become your girlfriend."


"Yes. And the LAST thing I need right now is another girlfriend."


"Are you sure? Just yesterday morning you were ready to make ME your next girlfriend, not to mention wife." Kim waggled her eyebrows at me.


"Both ideas that you shot down immediately."


"Because they were intentions directed at me."


"So what are you saying? That it would be okay for me to go after another girlfriend as long as it wasn't you?"


Kim shrugged. "You're the kind of guy that hates to be alone. You WANT to love and be in love, and I can't provide that for you. You want a girlfriend, so ... get a girlfriend!"


I frowned. "Weren't you just telling me a few months ago that I needed to work on my codependency issues?"


"Yes, but things are different now."


"Different how? Because this time DJ aborted my child and dumped me instead of Dawn cheating and dumping me?"


"No, of course not. Both have been traumatic breakups."


"Any girlfriend I started a relationship now would HAVE to be a rebound."


"Of course. But then, maybe a rebound isn't such a bad idea."


I stopped walking again. "Okay, now I'm REALLY confused. I thought we had agreed on this a LONG time ago: Rebounding is a bad thing..."


"For who? You? Her? Many, many relationships around the world come on the heels of a previously failed one and yet still succeed. The so-called problem with rebounding is NOT taking on a new relationship while the wounds from the old one are still fresh; it's misplacing your emotions in the new relationship. The trap is falling in love too fast or convincing yourself that your new girlfriend is The One because you're in so much pain from the failed relationship. But under the right circumstances, a quote 'rebound' relationship could be a very good thing for you – especially you."


"So you want me to date again?"


Kim blinked and nodded slowly. "I think it might be a good idea, yes."


I frowned. "I think that maybe you hope a new girlfriend will distract me from trying to build a romantic future between you and me."


Kim blushed and immediately averted her eyes. "That ... That would be a positive side-effect, yes."


"Gotcha."


She shook her head. "But that is not my only goal. I'm serious: Having a girlfriend might be a good thing for you, so long as you keep your expectations grounded. It all comes down to what you want in the end: companionship. Let's face what seems to be obvious: you can't be alone. That's okay. Some might consider it to be a personality flaw; others might simply accept it as an aspect of who you truly are. You enjoy feeling love and affection, and you enjoy giving the same back to your romantic partner. You derive a lot of self-pleasure from the care of others, and their happiness is your happiness. In that, you and I aren't really so different. But the big key for you is to NOT form the expectation that your romantic partner and you will last forever. DON'T fall so deeply in love that you start planning the wedding six days into the relationship. And for God's sake, don't propose or give the girl a promise ring or start naming your kids!"


I pursed my lips. "This is about DJ, isn't it?"


"I TOLD you not to do anything rash."


"You did."


Kim just gave me a 'told-you-so' look.


I sighed and shook my head. "Okay so maybe I shouldn't have rushed my relationship with DJ, but that doesn't mean I should be doing anything ELSE rash, like starting a rebound relationship. Aren't I supposed to learn to make myself happy without being codependent on anyone and being alone for a while?"


Kim thought about that for a half-second before shaking her head and replying matter-of-factly, "Not necessarily."


I blinked. "So what are you saying? That I should start dating Sasha?"


"I think that no matter what I think, or advise, or anything, sir, is that you're going to have to make up your own damn mind about that one."


Sighing at her tone, I grumbled, "Seriously, with the low opinion you seem to have of me I don't know WHY you think I'd be a good Master for you."


Kim's grin was all teeth. "I know what I know, and I also know what I don't know. And I know what I want, and also what I don't want. And I want YOU."


I shook my head.


"So what shall we make for dinner, sir?"


I sighed and went with my gut feeling. "After that emasculating little conversation we just had? I need meat. We're stopping by Berkeley Bowl and picking up some steaks."


"Acknowledged."





Bert and Sasha met us at the house for dinner, and I isolated myself on the back patio doing the grilling while they and Kim handled other preparations in the kitchen and chatted about the day. I stopped inside one time to collect some spices and discovered that they were also talking about my love life. Bert looked contrite, as if he'd been doing something bad behind my back (or had perhaps made a comment I wouldn't have liked to hear said to my face). Sasha merely looked interested, and Kim's expression was as inscrutable as ever.


I quickly got back outdoors.


When the meat was done, I returned to find the table set and the potatoes and veggies done. The four of us ate with amiable conversation, we cleaned up the dishes, and got some studying done. Kim and Bert remained at the dining table, but Sasha joined me on the couch. Upon taking her place, she kicked her shoes off and then turned to recline against the corner of the armrest and backrest. Her now-bare feet she promptly snuck under the hem of my sweater, pressing her semi-frozen toes against my bare skin and sighing happily to feel the warmth of my body. I simply bit my tongue and forced myself to endure the cold sensation, and then I returned my attention to my book.


About two hours later, Bert closed up his books and announced that it was time to get home. He pecked Kim's cheek goodbye and then passed behind my couch. I raised my hand up to his for a fist bump, which he met. He then reached down and rubbed Sasha's shoulder, saying, "See you tomorrow."


But Sasha picked her head up and closed her binder. "Hold up. I'll walk with you."


Bert paused and arched an eyebrow at her. Sasha shrugged and jerked a thumb at me. "He's not interested, at least not tonight."


Bert's eyebrows went up, but he nodded and backed up. Sasha took about twenty seconds to load up her backpack and then she leaned across the couch, taking my cheek in her hand and pressing her lips to mine. But it was a short kiss, and she backed away as quickly as she'd leaned in. "See you tomorrow," she murmured while staring into my eyes before glancing at the dining table and adding, "Bye, Kim."


Kim waved wordlessly as Bert and Sasha went out the front door. She followed after them to flip the deadbolt before returning to the living room, and she found me standing by the archway pointing at the stairs. "My bedroom. Now," I stated calmly but firmly.


"Acknowledged," Kim replied, bowing her head slightly before preceding me up the stairs. A minute later, she stood still in my bedroom while I gently raised her sweater up and over her head and then unfastened her bra while standing behind her. Her breathing both sped up and deepened as I nibbled at her neck and fondled her nipples. And she moaned and turned her face into the underside of my chin when my fingers worked beneath the waistband of her jeans and I dipped my middle finger into her honeypot, using the moisture I found there to diddle her clit.


Two minutes after that, I stopped just short of letting her orgasm before guiding her onto the bed. I stripped away Kim's jeans and panties before lying on my belly between her spread legs. There, I finally brought her to orgasm with my lips and tongue, and then gave her two more before my own need threatened to burst out of my shorts.


Sliding off the bed, I stripped myself naked before grabbing onto her ankles and dragging her body to meet mine. I lifted her right leg and hooked it over my shoulder, spreading Kim's pussy lips to accommodate my entry and also give me free access to continue rubbing her love button with my right hand. As always, her love canal was skin-peeling tight; but her three climaxes had paved the way with copious lubrication, and I reveled in the sensation of her snug tunnel hugging every inch of my thick prod.


With her eyes shut tightly so she could concentrate on the feeling of my cock opening her up, she moaned rapturously and then sighed where our loins were pressed together at full depth. Only then did Kim finally speak. "You could have been doing this with Sasha right now," she sighed. "You know she wanted to."


"I know. I'm not blind. She was flirting with me all night." I ground my pelvis counterclockwise for two full circles while flicking Kim's clit, loosening her up a little more before slowly withdrawing and re-entering with long, languorous strokes.


Kim cooed from the sensations before replying, "Then why didn't you?"


"I'd just rather do this with you right now."


"We did it all day yesterday."


"I'm sorry. Are you sore?"


"A little. Going from virtually no sex for eight months to getting pounded non-stop for just about twenty-four hours? The body is not quite used to it."


"I can stop."


"No, no, of course not. I can handle it and your needs must be satisfied."


"I'd be satisfied with a blowjob tonight."


"No you wouldn't, but it's a nice offer. My body is yours to do with as you please."


"I'll be gentle then."


"If you wish. Or if you don't, you still can--"


"I'll be gentle," I assured her, still pumping but not speeding up.


"I know you will." Kim smiled. "Or, you can still call Sasha. She may not have boarded her train yet."


"Of course I'm not going to call her. Tonight or any time."


"So you've made up your mind?"


"Sex with Sasha means dating Sasha. I like her too much to leave her as just a booty call, and I'm really NOT ready for a rebound relationship."


"But you DO need companionship ... OTHER than me."


"Maybe..." I sighed. "Maybe it just has to be someone else."


"For a girlfriend? Or for just something casual?"


"Either. Both. You made a good point about the trap of a rebound relationship not being the relationship itself, but about me getting in over my head emotionally. I still don't trust myself with Sasha, to not fall in love with her if we did start sleeping together again. I suppose I wouldn't mind dating someone else, if for no other reason than to give your pussy a break from time to time."


"There's another way to give my pussy a break. You haven't taken me anally, sir."


I frowned. "You don't like anal."


"I value your pleasure over my discomfort."


"And I value your comfort over that particular pleasure. It's my call."


"Acknowledged."


I rolled my eyes at Kim's latest use of the word. It sounded so formal, almost robotic. It was a new phenomenon, but one that seemed to express her subservient acceptance of my direction without conveying an opinion on the matter. I wasn't yet sure how to handle it, but for now I was willing to let her do her thing.


"Besides, I still want to make sure you're good and pregnant, so until then it'll all be direct-injections," I added.


"Of course..." Kim sighed with a smile, both from the thought of getting pregnant and the way I'd leaned forward and started stroking her breasts. "Is there anyone else you have in mind?"


"For a potential new girlfriend? Not really," I replied, panting faster. Although I certainly could last a good bit longer, I knew she was still quite sore and I didn't want to delay my ejaculation more than I had to. So taking care to remain gentle, I nevertheless sped up my thrusts and relaxed my PC muscles to let the pleasure take over. "I suppose that's the point. Anyone I know and might consider a friend would complicate the emotions. Starting from square one, meeting someone by chance, and letting the dating dance flow like it does for any other college guy seems like a better idea."


"You'll meet someone soon," Kim huffed, closing her eyes and cooing as the pleasure seemed to overcome her soreness and she began giving me the telltale signs of an impending orgasm. Despite my initial decision to not hold myself back, I decided to at least wait to get her off one more time.


"Right now, the only woman in the world I care about is right here," I crooned, focusing on her pleasure.


Kim was beyond responding then. I'd dropped her right leg down, allowing her to instead wrap both legs around my waist. Her hands crawled up my forearms, and then two strokes later she suddenly gripped them, her mouth gaping open in a soundless gasp as her back arched and she bucked her pelvis at my crotch. I rammed her hard, twice, not worrying about her soreness at this point as she quivered and clenched in climactic ecstasy. And at the end of that second thrust, I held myself at full depth and let go, groaning as I felt each pulse of semen blast out of me and into the back of Kim's womb.


When I was done, I planted my hands on the bedspread to either side of her, gasping from the exertion and sighing contentedly from the orgasmic relief. She too was gasping, but she took my hanging head between her hands and tilted it up so she could kiss me.


I hummed into our liplock, the feelings only adding to my sensations of satisfaction. But then she let me go.


"Thank you," Kim said, still slightly out of breath. "That was wonderful."


"Thank you, for putting up with me even though you're sore."


"Your pleasure is my happiness."


I chuckled. "Still, I should probably find someone else to take the edge off and give you a break, huh?"


"I would appreciate it, yes," she replied right away, smiling but still panting.


I shook my head. "You're one of a kind, you know that?"


"I do," she replied confidently with a grin.


Finally, I extracted my deflating prick from Kim's pussy, and then rolled onto my side next to her. "We'll shower together, where you're going to give me a blowjob so I can get one more round out of the chamber. I'll sleep better that way."


"Of course."


"And then you're spending the night with me again. Until I find another girlfriend, you're all I have to cuddle with. And you KNOW how much I like overnight cuddling."


"But if I don't cuddle with you overnight, that'll just spur you even harder to find another girlfriend sooner than later."


"Perhaps, but this one I'm making an order. I like cuddling, and don't pretend that YOU don't like cuddling either."


Kim's Mona Lisa smile was back. "Acknowledged."


I smirked at the response. The twinkle in Kim's eyes told me she understood as well.


With a sigh, Kim reached up and caressed my face. "Who knows? Maybe you'll meet your next girlfriend tomorrow?"


I chuckled. "Tomorrow? Yeah, who knows?"





-- WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 18, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



"Hiya, Ben!"


I turned and opened my arms just in time to have a fireball of auburn hair and excessive energy slam into my chest. She didn't really have a running start – more like six steps and then a jump – so I only had to take a step back to absorb the impact and gather my hands beneath her little butt to hold her up.


"Hiya, Red," I replied, puckering up just in time for Paige to kiss me. While I'd been surprised the moment the petite redhead vaulted into my arms, I'd been expecting her. Paige had already emailed me her class schedule, all three of them on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. Since this was her first day back on campus, we'd made plans for her to join my crew for lunch.


Cheerily, Paige nuzzled her nose against mine and sighed happily as she set her cheek down on my shoulder. I glanced past her right ear over to Kim, finding that my walking companion was giving me rather significant glances with her eyes darting suggestively to the pretty girl draped all over me.


I frowned and shook my head in the negative. I could tell that Kim was suggesting that Paige might make for a good "next girlfriend", but I really didn't think that would be a good idea. For one thing, Paige had started seeing her new guy, Everett. And besides, I'd already told Kim that current friends would bring too many emotional complications for something like that.


Oblivious to my exchange with Kim, Paige hugged me for another few seconds and then dropped her feet to the ground. "Hey, Kim," she chirped.


"Good morning, Paige. How was your winter break?"


"Ugh. Don't ask. April got back-to-back colds which led to a nasty ear infection. The fever wasn't even the worst part. It was something about the antibiotics that upset her stomach and created the most unholy explosions you'd ever seen inside her diapers. Seriously, there's poop everywhere and then she's wriggling around because she's uncomfortable and feverish and she keeps trying to stick her heels back into the poop and ... ugh ... such a mess!"


"Well then. Glad I didn't ask," I deadpanned to Kim.


Paige giggled and interlaced her fingers through mine. "So how was your winter break?"


I found myself glancing at Kim once again, and commented, "Maybe I should have just sent out a broadcast email. Get all this out of the way."


Paige heard my tone and squeezed my hand. "What's wrong?"


I sighed and gestured toward the diner. "C'mon, I'll tell you on the way."





Paige was suitably sad for me, and I was relieved (albeit a little surprised) to find that Bert and Lynne had actually kept my breakup with DJ a secret for an entire day. That said, I decided I'd be alright if the word got out since all my closest friends now knew, and I gave Bert and Paige the green light to talk about it with Gwen, Robin, Kady, Noelle, and the rest of the Stanford Crew. Amber I took care of myself, calling her after we finished lunch. My ex-girlfriend was suitably sympathetic and wished me the best, although she dared to suggest that maybe I was destined to be with Dawn after all.


I started getting defensive, but Amber didn't apologize, even if I felt hurt. I suppose she simply HAD to believe in Destiny, given her own romantic situation.


In the meantime, Bert was in my living room on the Xbox, and when my call was over I went down to join him. We played for about an hour and then packed up our bags to get to our afternoon class. Along the way, we rendezvoused with Kim and Sasha. It was our Isakova course, after all.


My Capstone Project team actually encountered the professor on the way into class. She was strutting down the hallway toward us, apparently having just come downstairs from her office. I waved hello and then began leading my friends into the classroom, but she called out, "Ben!" and I stopped in my tracks.


Five seconds later, Viktoriya walked up and hugged me, quite firmly, and she whispered in my ear, "Are you alright?"


"Yeah, yeah. I'm fine." I patted her shoulder gently, feeling awkward as I realized about twenty of my classmates were watching Professor Ice actually HUG me. As far as anyone knew, it was the first public display of human contact she had ever shown. Like EVER.


"I'm sorry," she said softly into my ear. "I know you had such high hopes for that relationship."


"It's okay. I'm fine, really."


"You know you can always talk to me, right?" she asked, pulling back to arm's length with her hands still on my shoulders while she stared into my eyes.


"Of course."


Professor Isakova nodded and then marched into the classroom, all business once again. I glanced sideways at Kim with raised eyebrows, stating more than asking, "You told her?"


Kim shrugged like it was no big deal and then gave me a look that clearly said she wasn't going to apologize for it.


Sighing, I walked into class. When I did, there were a couple of groups who conspicuously stopped talking and all stared at me in unison. I glared in each of their directions and my classmates quickly found other things to look at.


An hour-and-a-half later, my crew and I headed out. In the courtyard just outside the building doors, there was a knot of students to the left and one of them turned around to face me.


"Hi, Ben," the pretty blonde greeted, clutching her binder over her substantial chest.


"Hey, Casey," I replied without slowing as my friends and I continued through the courtyard. Casey McCahill was a fellow Senior and a classmate in the program, so we were on friendly terms. Lots of girls in the program liked to stop and say 'hi' to me in passing, and it pretty much happened every day. I thought this was just another one of those times, but Casey reached out and touched my arm, so I stopped to look at her.


"Hey Ben. How's it going?" the peroxide blonde asked in a friendly manner.


I shrugged. "Been better."


She frowned, nodding. "Is it true? Did you and your girlfriend break up?" she asked with an expression of honest concern.


"Uh, yeah," I replied with another shrug. "It's alright. I'm moving on."


She pursed her lips and gave me a sympathetic pout. "Well good luck. I'm sorry about you and your girlfriend, but I know you'll be alright. I hope everything works out for you."


"Me, too."


Casey nodded and patted the side of my arm gently. "Well, take care, okay?"


"Thanks. I will."


She gave me a brave smile and then turned back to her friends, although I caught her glancing back at me once more as I turned to rejoin mine.


Sasha, Kim, and Bert had waited up for me, and Sasha flashed me a knowing smile while Bert shrugged like he was used to such interruptions (which he was). But we only got a few steps forward before a sudden thought occurred to me and I stopped in my tracks. "Hey, Casey?" I called out as I turned back.


"Yes?" the peroxide blonde flashed me a new smile as she turned around as well. The two girls she was talking to similarly rotated to face me.


I walked back until we were a comfortable few feet apart and furrowed my eyebrows. I hadn't planned this, and it took me a moment to collect myself before asking off the cuff, "Hey, do you have any plans Friday night? Maybe you and I could grab a bite to eat ... catch a movie ... or just hang out."


Casey's eyebrows shot up in surprise, as did those of her two friends. She glanced at them for a moment before canting her head and giving me a warm smile. "Are you asking me out on a date?"


I nodded. "Sounds like, yeah. No pressure though. If you're busy, that's cool."


"No, no. Not busy. Not for you," she replied immediately. "I'd love to."


"That's great. Here, I'll give you my number and you can text me your address. I can pick you up, what, at seven? Eight?"


"Seven sounds great!" Casey practically bounced, which did nice things to her sweater puppies. I found my eyes yo-yoing to them before I could meet her gaze once again. Casey noticed, and flashed me a bigger smile. She held out her phone and dutifully typed in the number I was reciting to her. And instead of waiting, she started tapping out a text message right then and there.


Moments later, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I whipped it out, glanced at her address on my screen, and saved her phone number on my contact list. "Great," I said, raising my eyes to hers and giving her a smile. "I'll see you Friday, then."


"Can't wait." But then Casey's smile faded for a moment, and after taking a step closer to me, she reached out and touched my arm. "Just wondering – and I probably shouldn't be asking you this – but why me? If you're newly single, you could ask almost any unattached girl on campus to go out with you. Quite a few attached ones, too. Why me?"


I shrugged. "You're beautiful, and nice, and you said 'hi' to me just now as I came out the door. Fortune favors the bold, I guess."


She smiled at that.


"But I don't want to lead you on. I AM coming off a pretty bad breakup, and I'm not going to jump into anything real serious right away. At the same time, I'm not asking for a booty call or anything like that; I don't want you to think I'm looking to add another notch to my belt. Just some good company, no pressure or expectations, and a chance to get to know each other a little better, okay?"


Casey grinned and then took my arm, pulling me closer to her while she leaned over and pecked my cheek. "You're sweet. I look forward to Friday night."


I smiled back. "Me, too. See you later!"


Casey let me back away and gave me a little wave. I rejoined my friends, finding both Bert and Sasha giving me appraising glances. Kim, on the other hand, gave me a proud smile. "That one work for you?" I asked her.


"She'll do."


"Do for what?" Sasha asked with a frown. "'Cuz if you were looking for a date Friday night, I would have been happy to go out with you."


"We're just friends, remember?"


"Fooey. What, I gotta quit the project team and stop coming by for dinner to be considered date material?"


I reached out and wrapped an arm around Sasha's shoulders, pulling her into a hug. "Hey, no crossing lines, remember?"


"Right, right," Sasha grumped. "But if Casey ends up getting laid before I do, I'm gonna be pissed."


"Sasha. We agreed... 'Just friends'."


"I'm a friend who wants to get LAID. Like yesterday."


I smirked and shook my head. "Since when did buttoned-up Miss Studious turn into such a wanton nymphomaniac?"


"Since YOU scrambled my BRAINS out over Thanksgiving break, duh ... I never knew what I was missing before, and now it's been a freaking month since we last got together!"


I chuckled and rolled my eyes, finally shooting a glance over to Bert.


"Hey, don't look at me, dude." He held his hands palms out to me. "-I- certainly don't want to get into your pants."





On the way home, we swung by Sather Gate and picked up Paige, who had also just finished her last class. We'd previously arranged to meet her there and also for Paige to join us at the house for dinner. One thing we hadn't previously agreed on, though, was for Sasha to do the cooking, and yet she insisted on just that as we walked the rest of the way home.


"Least I can do since you're providing the food," she stated.


"And an opportunity for you to prove your domestic capabilities for a potential boyfriend?" I asked with an arched eyebrow.


"Oh, so you DO consider yourself my potential boyfriend!"


"Not me. Bert. Rumor has it that you're looking to steal him from Lynne."


"Rumor-what?" Sasha shot a look over to Bert.


"Hey, don't look at me." Bert quickly put his hands up. "Ben's coming up with this shit outta his ass."


I laughed. "I'm just saying, you told me last semester that you weren't much of a cook. Mostly making cold sandwiches and cup o noodles if I recall."


"Well I've been working on that all month, and I'd like to show you what I've learned. And hey, if I DO so happen to prove my domestic capabilities, I would think that could only help my chances with you, right?"


"Depends on the quality of the meal, I guess," I replied with a chuckle. "If you wind up giving me food poisoning, you and I may NEVER get together."


Everyone chuckled at that, and Paige reached over to touch Sasha's hand. "Hey, I'll help you. Unless you think that'll defeat the purpose of proving yourself to Ben as a meal-provider."


"Not at all. I'd appreciate the help." Sasha slid her arm around Paige's shoulders. "Honestly, I want to cook more because I want to feel like I'm contributing than any need to impress HIM."


The two girls smiled at each other, and their partnership lasted well into the kitchen and afterward. During dinner, the pair sat next to each other chatting a mile a minute, and I wondered aloud, "When the heck did you two become besties?"


Sasha glanced at Kim and then Bert for a second before shrugging and replying, "Since that wild and crazy threesome we had over Finals Week. We started texting each other and even met up a few times over Winter Break to go shopping or get coffee or just hang out."


"Really?" My eyebrows shot up.


Sasha nodded. "That is, whenever I could pry her away from Everett."


"Oh that's right." I set my fork down and folded my hands together, setting my chin on my thumbs and my elbows on the table as I stared across it at Paige. "How are things going with the new boyfriend?"


"He's great, he's great," Paige replied, her somber tone belying her words. She blushed and looked down at the table.


I frowned. "Is 'great' good or 'great' bad? Because your expression is kinda confusing right now."


Paige smiled and raised her eyes back to mine. "We went on a lot of dates, and he came over to the house on Christmas to visit. We've also had a lot of playdates with the kids, and ... well..."


She looked hesitant, but I gestured for her to go on.


"We slept together."


"That's great!" I enthused.


"Is it?"


"What? Is he terrible in bed?"


"What? No!" Paige gave me an apologetic look. She gathered herself before more calmly repeating, "No. Everett's fine in the bedroom. He's not YOU, but then nobody is. But he keeps me satisfied, and he didn't even freak out when I started getting ... uh ... a little intense."


I grinned, knowing just how freaky an intense Paige could be. "Then what's with the long face?"


"It means Everett and I are 'together' now. And that means that you and I ... well ... we can't--"


"We can't hook up anymore," I finished for her with a shrug.


Paige nodded. "I feel like I'm abandoning you, and right after you just lost DJ."


"Don't feel that way. I don't feel abandoned. In fact, this is what I've always wanted for you, remember? To find a nice guy who will take care of these needs for you. It's not like I minded our hookups, and they certainly gave me something to look forward to every Tuesday. But we both know I always wanted you to eventually find someone else."


"So you're not upset?"


I grinned broadly. "Quite the opposite."


Paige looked relieved.


Picking my head up, I extended my hand across the table. Paige met it, and I moved my hand on top to give hers a pat and a squeeze. "I'm happy for you, Red. I really mean it."


"Thanks, Ben. For everything."


"Anytime."


"Anytime?" A sly grin spread across Paige's features. "I'm gonna hold you to that. If for whatever reason Everett and I don't work out, I'm gonna be right back on your front doorstep looking for some physical therapy."


I chuckled and glanced over at Sasha, Bert, and Kim. They all just shrugged at me, like such proclamations from girls in relationships were a common occurrence. "Fine," I replied with a smirk. "You got a deal."





-- FRIDAY, JANUARY 20, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



At 6:52pm on Friday night, I found a parking spot just outside of an apartment complex on Fulton. At 7pm on the dot I knocked at the door to unit #223. And thirty seconds later, the door opened to reveal a stunningly beautiful blonde clad in a very nice, very short red dress.


"Wow..." I breathed, leaning back six inches to help myself take everything in. Casey wore strappy high heels, dangling earrings, and a gold necklace that drew my attention downward to where her nice tits were put on display by the V-neck of her dress. Her peroxide-blonde hair was pinned up in back but with sassy bangs shooting forward to both sides of her face. She smiled broadly as she watched me eye her up and down, placing one hand on the open door and posing with hip cocked and one slightly bent leg for maximum sex appeal.


I glanced down at my jeans, Argyle sweater, and faded gray blazer and arched an eyebrow. "I thought I wrote 'dress casual' in my text."


"You did," Casey replied with a smirk. "Even so, you can't blame a girl for wanting to dress up a little for a date. It's not like I get to wear something like this onto campus."


"Still, I hope you have a jacket. It's pretty cold out tonight."


"I'm sure it's absolutely nippy," she teased while reaching behind the door and pulling a black peacoat off a wall hook. But instead of pulling it on, she trapped the coat against her chest and gave me a coy smile. "Of course, we could completely skip the going out part and just stay in tonight."


I wasn't totally surprised by Casey's offer. After all, she'd spent the better part of two months LAST semester making it quite clear that she'd like nothing better than to have a Big Ben Experience of her own. At the same time, I really did want to go out and have dinner and spend some time just talking to a pretty girl. Kim was right: I was a guy who wanted companionship, more than just between the sheets. I actually LIKED the romance of flirting, affection, and conversation, and that was why I'd agreed so readily when Kim encouraged me to go out and date.


If that's the case, maybe you picked the wrong girl to ask out.



It was too late now. Shaking my head to decline Casey's invitation, I reached out with one hand and gestured back down the hallway with the other. "I meant what I said when I asked you out. Let's go out, have a good time, and get to know each other a little better. As for what happens after that ... well, I'm sure we can figure that out along the way."





At 9:47pm on Friday night, I thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into Casey's ear as a quart of spunk flowed out of me and into her sucking pussy while I squeezed her C-cup tits in my palms. Bent over on all fours beneath me, she brayed like a donkey and shuddered out her own climax, her arms and legs both quivering and threatening to collapse.


At 9:48pm her arms did collapse, the weight of my chest on her back driving her face-down into her pillows. The motion threw off her balance and let her knees slide down the bed, which led to her legs collapsing as well. Since my cock was still fully imbedded in her pussy, I went down with her as well, and the impact managed to compress her butt cheeks and drive my dick an extra half-inch inside.


At 9:54pm, Casey pulled her tongue out of my mouth and then crawled down my body to slurp my semi-hard prick in between her lips.


At 9:57pm, I rolled the peroxide blonde onto her back, hooked her legs over my shoulders, and then rammed my cock back inside.


The next hour passed by in much the same fashion. Kim had wanted to keep me fresh in anticipation of tonight's date, and she had convinced me to give her pussy a break for the past two days. She still cuddled with me at night – I'd commanded her to at least give me that much – but in terms of Ben-ejaculations, all I'd gotten since Tuesday were single blowjobs before bedtime.


The point is: I had a lot of sexual energy to burn off, and Casey had proven quite willing as a cum-dumpster. I fucked her six ways from Sunday, in pretty much every standard position there is, along with a couple of pretty NON-standard ones. The only thing is: there really wasn't much ELSE to her.


Casey McCahill was a smart girl; I knew that much. That she'd qualified for and still remained in the Undergraduate Business Program was proof enough. And yet for some reason she acted like an air-headed bimbo for the entire duration of our date. She giggled a lot, and she played with her hair. She cheerily kept up her side of our conversation, using a lot of words but having very little to say. She went along with absolutely everything I suggested, from my choice of restaurant to having me choose her dinner entrée to stopping by Starbucks on the way back to her apartment for a cup of coffee. The only times she ever came up with any ideas of her own were when she suggested (more than once) that we head back to her place early and get jiggy.


To be fair, she didn't get one-track minded on the sex and sulk when I didn't take her up on the suggestions. She did answer my getting-to-know-you questions about her family, friends, and future. And she was pleasant enough company that I never once considered calling off the date and just going home.


But there was no spark between us, no chemistry. Certainly there was physical attraction. She made it obvious that she was going to put out for me the moment I asked for it, and I certainly looked forward to the prospect. Putting aside the fact that I hadn't gotten off more than two functional blowjobs since Tuesday, Casey really did have a killer body. The skimpy red dress showed off her nice legs, firm ass, and narrow waist. And it really emphasized her shapely breasts, which may not have been quite as large as some of the other girls I'd been with but certainly were very enticing nonetheless. But I knew within the first fifteen minutes of our date that she and I would never be anything more than a casual hookup, never a romantic relationship that would satisfy my need for companionship. All Casey had to offer me was sex, nothing more, and so I couldn't help but end the night feeling a little disappointment.


Thankfully, though, Casey didn't turn out to be another Chevelle. I still remembered my failing as a lover the first time I had sex with my hippy ex-teammate, and I wasn't about to fail again. At least I actually wanted to nail Casey, and didn't feel coerced into the situation like I had with Chevelle. No, I didn't have warm and fuzzy feelings for the peroxide blonde, but she was still a beautiful, busty babe I wanted to bang almost brutally. Once Casey and I got back to her apartment and started making out just inside the door, I became laser-focused on the task at hand and set about not only exploring a brand new body but also learning what made this body tick.


At 11:03pm on Friday night I thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into Casey's ear as a pint of spunk flowed out of me and into her clenching asshole while I squeezed her C-cup tits in my palms. Bent over on all fours beneath me, she brayed like a donkey and shuddered out her own climax, her arms and legs collapsing immediately. With all of my weight on her back, I went down with her as well, and the impact managed to compress her butt cheeks and drive my dick an extra half-inch inside.


She was unconscious before I finished sperming her bowels. I could tell by the way her crooning moan petered out and the way she went limp beneath me. I rested myself on her body for about thirty seconds, and then did a push-up while peeling my sticky chest off of her equally sticky back. Raising myself up, I slowly extracted my dick from Casey's stretched colon and then admired her gaping anus. And when it started to close back up again, I dismounted the bed and headed into the bathroom to clean myself up.


Casey was still out cold when I returned, and not wishing to wake her, I found a notepad on her nightstand and scribbled out a note: Thanks for tonight. We should do this again. Maybe next time, we can actually go see a movie. Or if you really want, maybe we'll just hole up in your apartment and fuck like bunnies. Your pick. I'll see you in class on Monday.


I took one more look at Casey's naked body. She was a sweaty heap of flesh: nude, unconscious, limbs askew, and with sperm running out of both her holes. Remembering Keira's Golden Rule, I knew that she'd be back for more if I was interested. And with an uncertain romantic future and a need for more than just Kim alone to satisfy my astronomical libido, I figured I would continue to be interested.


Girlfriend? No.


Cum-dumpster? Hey, if she was willing...


Glancing around the room, I spotted the trail of clothing that had led the way in from her front door. Following it, I retrieved my boxers, jeans, socks, shoes, shirt, and Argyle sweater, all in the reverse order each article of clothing had been removed. Along the way, I spotted Casey's heels, bra, and little red dress. Right by the door were her panties, the first thing to come off when we started making out just inside her apartment and I'd slipped a hand beneath the hem of her dress. Bending over, I picked the piece of flimsy black satin up off the floor. And curious, I brought the crotch of the lacy garment to my nose and inhaled the scent of Casey's musky arousal.


I glanced back one final time. From here, I could see Casey's naked body still face-down and sweaty on her bed. Impulsively, I decided to stuff her panties into the back pocket of my jeans. And then with a smirk, I grabbed my blazer off the wall hook and let myself out.





Kim was already in my bed when I returned home, fast asleep and on her side, ready to be spooned. I bent to kiss her cheek and then turned away to take a shower before joining her. But before I got away, she reached out and grabbed my wrist.


I turned back, surprised to see her awake. Her eyelids were heavy, but she cracked them open long enough to stare at me and mumble, "Come to bed."


"But I'm all sweaty and smell like sex."


"I like it when you smell like sex," she murmured, tugging on my wrist more forcefully.


Chuckling to myself, I wondered once again who was really in charge of this supposed Master/sub relationship. But I didn't decline her request. Stripping down to my boxers, I raised the covers and then slipped into bed alongside Kim. She turned around, tugged my arm around so that I was hugging her, and buried her face in my chest while inhaling deeply. And with a satisfied smile, she drifted back to sleep.





I woke up the next morning holding Kim in my arms and found that she'd awoken before me. But she'd remained in my grasp, letting me hold and fondle her in my sleep, knowing that to do so would make me happier.


When she ground her ass back against my morning wood, she also knew what would make me happy. And she performed her duties quite admirably, culminating in another sperm-injection directly into her womb. This late in her cycle, it was unlikely she would get pregnant if I hadn't knocked her up already. But the thought of my little tadpoles swimming up her fallopian tubes in search of an egg still spurred me on to squeeze out every last drop and really make sure my balls had been drained dry.


I finally took a shower while Kim changed the bedsheets and then made breakfast. But after our meal, she kissed me goodbye and hopped into her brother's Accord. It was the weekend, and she ordinarily would have driven home to visit her family last night. But she'd made it clear that she wanted to wait at home for me to return from last night's date, just in case Casey turned out to be a dud and I would have required her sexual services. I suppose I could have ordered her to go home, but then, I rather liked cuddling with her last night, not to mention this morning's lovemaking.


But now Kim really WAS gone, and I was facing a weekend of loneliness. In the past, I might have cursed myself for not being able to be alone and then done the macho thing by setting out to prove to myself that I could be alone. But Kim was right: I LIKED having company. I DIDN'T like being alone. And rather than apologize for this facet of my personality, I simply decided to NOT be alone. I still had friends, even if none of them were in Berkeley right now. And so I decided to go to THEM.


Or, I could see Brooke and DJ again. I hadn't seen either of them since the great breakup on Sunday night. I wondered how they were doing. I hoped they were doing well. And really, I missed them. I missed having their presence in this house. I missed my little sister. I missed ... I missed...


Sigh...


I missed the woman who would have been my wife.


"Hey, big brother. How are you doing?"


I stood up straight, wondering how the hell the phone had gotten into my hand and pressed to my ear. "Uh ... well, I'm okay. Really, I was calling to see how YOU were doing."


"We're fine, fine..." Brooke took a deep breath, and then exhaled wearily before mumbling one more time quite softly, "Fine..."


"Brooke?"


She sighed once more. "We're not fine. But DJ told me that if you ever called I was supposed to tell you that we're fine. Y'know?"


"What can I do to help?"


"Nothing. That's the point. There's nothing you can do, so why make you worry? She doesn't want you to worry about her."


"Should I be worried about her?"


"She's..." Brooke sighed again. "DJ's a mess. She won't eat anything; she's lost like 5 pounds since you broke up."


"We broke up on Sunday. That's only six days."


"I know. And it's not like she had a ton of weight to lose in the first place."


"I'm coming over there."


"NO! Don't you get it? That's the LAST thing you can do. Dead serious, Ben. If you come over here and she sees you all heartbroken and worried about her she's going to LOSE IT. Like, total meltdown. You can't come over."


"But Brooke..."


"Pleeeease? You know Faye and I are doing everything we can to keep her spirits up. She's absolutely crushed over the abortion. Wishes she could take it back. She was deathly afraid of having a baby at nineteen, but she insists it would have been a cakewalk compared to the hell she's in right now. She's still so madly in love with you and so ... so ... angry and disappointed and ... and ... hurt ... that she ruined things."


"Then tell her to come back to me. I'll forgive her in a heartbeat and we can pick up right where we left off, or even start all over from the beginning if that's what she wants. Or let me come over there! I told you ... I told HER ... that I still wanted her. I STILL want her. I want to make things work, and if she'll just give us the chance then--"


"She can't face you. She won't be able to look you in the eye. She'll just start crying and ranting and ... She's asleep right now. We had to drug her up with vodka."


"Vodka? It's ten in the morning!"


"She's not going to turn into an alcoholic. This is temporary. Faye and I just need to get her through this first week or so."


"She was this close to being my WIFE, Brooke! There's got to be SOMETHING I can do to help!"


"There's nothing you can do. Just ... I dunno. We're not religious, but pray for her or something, you know? That's all you CAN do."


"How can you expect me to just sit back and do nothing after what you've told me?"


"Gawd, DJ was right. I shouldn't have told you."


"Maybe you shouldn't have."


"Then I won't anymore. I know you're going to worry, but for now, all you can really do is have a little faith in me. I won't let her completely fall apart. I won't let her do anything stupid. I love her more than I love YOU, you big doofus. And I'm going to do whatever it takes to save my best friend."


I sighed. "Well, I can believe in that."


"Yes, you can." Brooke took a deep breath. "And hey, if it was really important, I'd still tell you, alright?


"You'd better," I practically snarled.


"Please try not to worry. We'll get through this. And she DOES love the hell out of you. Maybe things will still work out in the end, so don't close your heart to her or anything. I'm not saying you should keep it in your pants. Actually, I think DJ would feel even WORSE if you started going celibate for her. You should date some, you know? Maybe keep it casual."


I sighed. "Funny you mention that. I went out on a date last night."


"Anyone I know?"


"No. Girl from one of my classes. Peroxide blonde. Big boobs. Passed out with my dick up her ass."


"Attaboy." Brooke chuckled. "Serious romance?"


"Not at all. Pure cum-dumpster, but it was a pleasant enough night. I'm not even sure if we'll go out again."


"That's great. DJ will like to hear that."


I snorted and then muttered sarcastically. "Yeah, my ex-fiancée is gonna be sooo happy to hear I went on a date last night."


"She will be and you know it. Maybe another woman wouldn't like it, but we both know DJ will. To know you're still living your life but still hope she can return to you once she gets her head screwed back on right."


"Where have I heard that before?"


"Shit, Dawn. I didn't even think about her for a minute," Brooke muttered. "She did say she still loves you too, didn't she? Would you really do that, if she came home? Get back together with Dawn?"


"No, that ship has sailed. I'm serious, I've moved on from her. We might be friends again someday, but really, I couldn't do that to DJ."


"That's a relief. I'll tell DJ you said that. Make her feel better, that she's still got a chance. That she didn't totally fuck up her future."


"She didn't. Yes the abortion sucked, but I told her on Sunday that I still love her and still want her. If she would just come BACK to me we can still work this out."


"She will ... eventually. I know it. And..." Brooke took another deep breath. "I'd be cool with it, alright? I know you and I talked about you taking her away from me, and how I might've been jealous about how close you two had become. But I get it now. I'll always be her best friend, but you could still be her husband and the father of her children. I just want you to know that I'd be okay with that result. You'll get no more resistance from me ... IF it ever works out."


"If..."


"Okay, I gotta go. I can hear DJ groaning. She's probably waking up."


"You take care of her, you hear?"


"Of course I will."


"And will YOU ever come by the house?"


"Sure. Maybe once we get DJ over this first hump. It's hard enough to get her to class upright as it is. Or maybe sooner. I miss you, too, in more ways than one."


"Drop by anytime. It will always be your home away from home."


"I know. Thanks."


"Take care of yourself too, Brooke."


"I will. Love you, big brother."


"I love you, too."


The line went dead, and I stared at my phone for a minute. I worried about DJ, and I would always worry about DJ. But at the same time, I didn't want to dwell on her. Brooke was right: For as long as DJ couldn't bear the sight of me, there would be nothing I could do. I had to hope and depend on my little sister and DJ's friends to take care of her at a time like this, and in the meantime, my own life had to go on.


The LAST thing I wanted to do after a call like that was stay in the house and sulk, so I returned to Plan A:


Go out and find some friends.





The parking lot looked just as it had last summer when I practically lived here for a couple of months, as did the plantation-style apartment building itself. It was only when I started up the walkway that I realized I probably should have called ahead to see if my friends were busy. After all, they were perfectly sociable coeds in the middle of their own Winter Quarter.


Thankfully, the door opened when I knocked. I fixed my eyes at a point about five feet, three inches above the ground, ready to reply to Lynne's usual "Hey there, stranger" greeting. But instead, I found myself gawking at a pair of really nice, really BIG breasts encased in a pink and red V-necked Argyle sweater. Instantly, I raised my eyes and focused on Amber's face, which currently was a mask of mixed confusion, sadness, and surprise. She didn't seem to notice that I'd been staring at her tits, but instead simply gazed fixedly at me with wide eyes and a strange intensity I couldn't quite put my finger on.


And then she launched herself at me.


I staggered back beneath the impact of Amber's body against my own, just barely managing to keep my legs from collapsing. It wasn't that Amber was a heavy girl, but neither was she a petite 5'3", either. Her legs went around my waist, and her arms behind my neck. The next thing I knew, her tongue was deep in my mouth, and I felt the moisture of her tears landing on my cheeks as she kissed me with a fervor we hadn't had since our breakup.


I didn't pull her off me immediately. There was something so pure, so passionate about her kiss that it swept me away immediately. The touch of her lips held all the chemistry, desire, and love that had been completely lacking when Casey and I had kissed last night, and the wounded part of my soul cried out to keep that feeling for as long as I possibly could. I responded, kissing Amber back just as hard as she was kissing me. And it was only the painful cries coming from my straining arms that finally made me put her back down on the ground.


"Jeezus, Ben," Amber heaved, her nose touching mine as she tried to catch her breath. Her entire body was trembling in my arms. "I forgot how good that could feel with you."


"Likewise, but why?"


She shook her head. "No questions right now. Only answers, and there's just one I want to know. Will you take me back? Please? I NEED you. I can't take this anymore, this anxiety and this unknowing and this uncertainty over whether or not I'm doing the right thing. I want to believe that David is the one for me and that my life will be so much better when I finally go back to him, but I don't know any of that for sure and instead I have you, right here, right now. Ohmigawd I can't believe that you just showed up at my door right now, like it was meant to be. You're broken up and your girlfriend aborted the baby and ... and ... and you're free now! Free to be with me again! And I'm still free, or ... alone. I'm so tired of being alone. I'm scared. I don't want to be scared and alone anymore, and you and I had something so special, didn't we? If it wasn't for David and if it wasn't for Dawn, you and I could have lived the rest of our lives together in holy matrimony and all that jazz that makes two people simply be deliriously happy for the rest of their lives without having to WORRY anymore about what might be or could be or should be. I don't want to worry anymore. I don't want to wonder if I'll ever be happy again. I want to be happy again right NOW. And you're HERE! I can't believe you're HERE! And ... WHAT? WHAT? Stop doing that!!!"


That last part wasn't directed at me. Apparently someone had been tugging on Amber's arm, tugging her away from me. And when we both turned, we found that it was Lynne doing her level best to physically separate us.


"You." Lynne glared pointedly at Amber. "You need to chill out for a minute. We're not done talking about this."


"And you!" Lynne now poked me in the chest. "What the hell ARE you doing here?"


"Uh, I came by to visit?" I asked without a shred of confidence in my answer.


"Now? Today?"


"What's wrong with today?"


"Today's the day SHE decided to have a meltdown!" Lynne jerked a thumb at Amber. "Don't listen to her. She's raving."


"I'm not RAVING!" Amber suddenly grabbed my shoulders and seared her lips against mine. God help me, all I could do was kiss back.


"No! No! No!" Lynne started pounding on my shoulders, and this time Kady helped by pulling Amber away from me.


Amber and I stared at each other, panting and leaning toward each other. She had a point: Wouldn't being happy together be so much better than all this ... uncertainty? We COULD be quite happy together, couldn't we? We'd already proven to be compatible. If not for the feelings that we were each settling for second-best, we could have well and truly lasted forever. And really, would second-best be so bad?


"Stop. No more rebounding! For either of you!" Lynne physically stepped between us now, both hands extended palm out against our chests to keep us apart. Shaking her head, she sighed and muttered, "NOT what I expected to be doing today when I woke up this morning."


I blinked and raised my eyebrows. "Me, neither."


Lynne shook her head and then pointed toward her door. "Inside. Now!"





I was surprised to find that there was no one else in the apartment, although perhaps I shouldn't have been. Like I said, they were perfectly sociable coeds still in the middle of their Winter Quarter. Noelle was off at a team project meeting, and Ivonne was visiting with other friends. As for Bert, he had some cousin's birthday party to attend and he wouldn't be visiting until later in the evening. The rest of Lynne's and Kady's social circle was elsewhere right now, leaving only Amber and me (and our baggage) to round out the four of us. Once we were seated in the living room (with Lynne next to me and Kady sitting with Amber, the two of them keeping me and the tall blonde as far apart from each other as they could for now), I asked what I had just walked into.


Although I'd called Amber on Wednesday after lunch to tell her about my breakup, last night had been the first chance she had to really discuss it with anyone, since she'd been busy with work all week. She'd dropped by for the girls' usual Friday evening drinking and hangout session, the conversation eventually led to me, and she, Bert, Lynne, and Kady had begun speculating about what weird direction my romantic life would now take me.


All four of them agreed that I'd get a new girlfriend sooner rather than later. Although I had spent several months being "single" upon returning to school after my most recent breakup with Amber, I had initiated that separation and it had been perhaps the least acrimonious breakup of my life.


My breakup with DJ, on the other hand, had been just the opposite. Having my baby aborted and then to have my fiancée walk out on me had to have been devastating, and my modus operandi as far as they knew was to seek comfort in the arms of someone else. So that got them speculating on just who.


Last night, Bert thought I'd go for Kim. He knew she was in love with me and wouldn't turn me down if I went after her. He told the girls that he believed I was sleeping with her now.


"Are you?" Lynne, in the present, now asked pointedly.


I shrugged and decided not to hide it. "Yeah. But we're not romantic."


Lynne, on the other hand, figured I'd go for Sasha. She didn't know much about the girl personally, but she'd seen the way we were together at her Pre-Thanksgiving party, and Bert had told her on more than one occasion about how much Sasha and I flirted with each other. There was chemistry, physical proximity, and plenty of opportunity.


"And she really cares about you, or at least Bert tells me she does," Lynne added.


The four of them had argued back and forth a little bit there about whether I'd hook up with Sasha or someone completely new. Bert mentioned the Tri-Delts, and none of them would put it past me to drown myself in pussy at the sorority, even though I hadn't been in contact with them all year except for the passing greeting when we crossed paths on campus. But the upshot is that everyone agreed that I would move on and keep searching for my Mrs. Right. I'd seemingly been in "settle-down" mode for a couple of years now, as if I had a biological clock that was rapidly ticking down to zero. And they had collectively started to wonder if I'd simply marry the first girl who agreed to do it and actually went through with walking down the aisle.


"I'm so glad you have such a high opinion of me," I muttered, back in the present.


"We wondered and worried because we care about you," Lynne answered. "We're your friends, and we want to see what's best for you. It wasn't so much that we really think you'd settle for the first random chick so much as that we saw it as a worst case scenario. And if any of us saw that starting to happen, we agreed that we should try to intervene."


"At least, that was the plan last night," Kady chirped, jerking a thumb at Amber beside her. And in a decidedly sarcastic tone, Kady added, "Until Miss Crazy Lady over here came down this morning with her absolutely brilliant plan for HER to marry you instead."


"I'm not crazy. Tell them, Ben. We would have been perfectly happy together. Still could be."


"That may be so," Lynne interrupted before I could respond. "But trying to piece back your relationship less than a week after what Ben went through is NOT how to do it!"


"I don't need to convince you," Amber shot back. "I only need to convince HIM."


"Yes, you DO! Because I'm sticking myself in-between you two until I'm dead sure you won't make the biggest mistakes of your lives!"


"He's HERE! He came HERE! It's Destiny! We're meant to be!"


"He came to MY door, not yours!" Lynne shot back, which actually made Amber shut up and think about that for a minute.


"I need a friend right now, not a girlfriend," I stated quietly. "Well, actually, I DO want a girlfriend, but not to settle down with and get married. I'm a little hurt that you all think I'd go and do that."


"We don't actually think you'd up and marry the very next girl to come by," Kady explained. "But we considered it a possibility, yes."


I shook my head. "I'm lonely, and right now I don't want to be. I do intend to date some, and actually went out for a nice evening with a classmate just last night. But it's nothing serious and we have no plans for getting married anytime in the near future. Alright?"


Lynne and Kady blushed, but both nodded. Amber was still steaming quietly in her spot.


"And you..." I turned to face Amber. "What we had was special, and I have no doubt that it could be special again, if we ever gave it another chance. But we decided on this a long time ago: You really want David, and as hard as it seems to wait, you know you'll never be happy unless you're either with him, or you know for sure that it's over and you have to move on. You don't know that yet, do you?"


Amber dropped her gaze down to her lap. "No," she said quietly.


"Maybe it's time for you to go back to him, to find out."


"I'm not ready."


"You'll never be ready until you up and do it."


"School's not over yet."


"That's an arbitrary timeline that has nothing to do with his feelings for you."


"Yeah, well it's all I've got. I'm not ready, and I'm scared to find out. I can't go home yet."


"Then you can't be with me, either. Maybe if I had more time and space from DJ. Maybe if you could actually confirm that David has moved on and that your chances with him have gone away. Like ... if we turn thirty or something and are both still single. But until then, we're just friends."


"But you have no idea how HORNY I am! All the time! Girls are great, but I miss COCK! And you're single! And I want YOURS!"


"Amber..."


"I haven't gotten properly laid in SIX MONTHS! What's the longest YOU ever had to go without?"


"Then get laid. Keep it casual. Get your rocks off and don't look back."


Amber shrunk immediately. "No, I can't do that to David," she whimpered.


"He's not even your boyfriend."


"He is in my heart. And he always will be. I owe him that much."


"Then you can't sleep with ME, either."


"But you're different. I've already slept with you. It won't make any difference except the duration for which I kept myself abstinent before going back to him."


"It makes a difference to ME. You're in love with HIM. I'm sorry, but I won't be your convenient dick."


"Ben, please?!?"


"Can you promise me you'd stop at 'convenient dick'? That you wouldn't try to turn it back into a romantic relationship? That you wouldn't start dreaming of you and me being together again? Can you?"


Amber didn't answer. We both already knew, by her behavior from thirty minutes ago, what the answer truly was.


"I'm sorry," I said with a sigh. "I'll always care about you, and I care enough to not let you falter now. He's the one you want. He's the one you should go after. Not me."


Now Amber started crying, and she bent and shoved her face into Kady's chest. Startled, Kady looked at us wide-eyed while cradling Amber's head, wondering what the hell she was supposed to do.


"I think you should probably go, Ben," Lynne said, rubbing my knee. "I know you came here hoping to see some friends, but this morning has been more about dealing with Amber. You continuing to be here will only complicate things for her."


I sighed. "I get it. I really should have called you before dropping by unannounced."


"Yes, you should have." Lynne bopped my forehead, but lightly.


I rubbed it, and then hugged her before pecking her on the crown of her head. "I'll see you guys later."


Kady gave me a wide-eyed glare, pointing down at Amber's still-crying body nestled against her as she mouthed, 'This is YOUR fault!'


I rolled my eyes and waved her off. Kady smirked before rather tenderly returning to stroking Amber's back and whispering soothing words in older woman's ear. Surprisingly, she looked perfectly comfortable in such a nurturing role, just another facet of Kady's true personality beneath the often boorish and flippant persona she usually projected. And after marveling at her behavior for a moment, I got up to let myself out.


Great. Now what?





There have been a few times in my life when my car seemed to be steering itself, and this was one of those. I pulled out of the parking lot by the Stanford apartments and just started turning, and the next thing I knew I was on El Camino heading toward Paige's house.


Fortunately, I had learned something from my unexpected arrival on Lynne's doorstep, so before I even got to Ravenswood I popped on my Bluetooth earpiece and dialed Paige's cell number. She picked up on the second ring.


"Ben? Hey, what's up?"


"Hey, are you busy right now? I was in the area and was thinking to drop by."


"In the area? What are you doing here?"


"I was visiting your cousin and the girls over at Stanford, but I just left and I'm looking to hang out with somebody."


"Uh, well you're always welcome to drop by. I'm sure April would love to play with you. But you should be warned that I have some company."


"Company? Oh, I'm sorry. Am I interrupting something with you and Everett? I really don't have to come by; I can totally just hop on the freeway and keep rolling."


"No, no. Everett's not here. Just a girlfriend."


"Anybody I know? I don't want to intrude if you've got other plans."


Paige giggled. "Don't worry about it. Come on by. I'll see you in a few minutes." And then before I could repeat my request as to exactly who was already visiting Paige, she hung up on me.


Oh well. I'd find out soon enough.





I pulled the Mustang into the long Atherton driveway and parked just in front of the house. After getting out of the car, I walked up the flagstone pavers to the large entryway and rang the doorbell. And then I braced myself for the expected fireball of auburn hair and excessive energy to vault herself into my arms.


But she didn't do it. A little while after I rang, the door opened and Paige stepped into the doorway with a smile. Her arms went up and I instinctively moved forward into her hug. At her petite height, she scooped her arms beneath mine and reached up to pat my shoulder blades before stepping back and nodding her head inward. "I believe you've met my other guest."


Sasha Serafian stood in the middle of the foyer, her arms crossed beneath her large breasts, which were nicely outlined by a form-fitting forest green turtleneck. Her silky dark hair fell loosely over her shoulders, and a coy smile played about her lips. "Funny running into you here," she said brightly.


"Funny is an understatement," I replied with wide eyes, completely shocked. "What are YOU doing here?"


Sasha frowned. "I don't spend all my time away from campus alone in my apartment, pining away for you."


"Ha," Paige laughed. "She spends all her time away from campus with ME pining away for you."


"Hey!" Sasha backhanded Paige's shoulder, firm enough to make a slapping noise but not hard enough to hurt.


"Well you DO."


Sasha looked nervous all of a sudden and she averted her gaze.


"I jest," Paige clarified. "She's not ALWAYS pining over you. But seriously, we've been hanging out quite a bit lately. We're both girls in situations where we don't have a lot of other friends. And we're both girls who've fallen in love with a great guy who probably won't ever love us the same way."


My eyebrows went up.


Paige stepped forward and stage-whispered, "That would be you."


Sasha slapped Paige's shoulder again. "Some friend you're turning out to be."


"Hey, this is exactly what we've been talking about all morning, and now he's here. You think that's a cosmic coincidence?"


Again, Sasha scrutinized the floor. Myself, I was thinking about Amber and cosmic coincidences.


Paige simply shrugged and took me by the arm. "Come on inside. Aunt Polly and Uncle Frank are out doing errands, and April's taking her morning nap. It's a good time to talk."





I was still a little incredulous to find Sasha here in Paige's house, so while we took seats in the living room, with the two of them on the couch and me in an armchair at 90 degrees to them, the girls took a few minutes to enlighten me. They'd already told me that they'd met up a few times over Winter Break, but apparently "a few times" actually meant "every few days for the past month". They'd done their Christmas shopping together, and Sasha had even been invited to the Jacobsens' Christmas party, which actually explained a bit about Kady's behavior this morning; she'd talked about Sasha like she'd met her more than just the one time at the Pre-Thanksgiving party. And that didn't even cover all the times they'd met up in January and the way Sasha had started staying overnight with Paige rather than go back to her lonely apartment, including a four-nights-in-a-row stretch the week before classes began.


The girls had bonded over schoolwork, feelings of isolation, and ... well ... me. Also, although neither of them came out and said anything, I got the distinct impression they'd been scratching each other's itch a time or two (or more) in the past month.


But then Sasha asked something that swerved the topic of conversation firmly away from how the two of them had become such close friends. "Paige, why did you tell him I've been pining away for him?"


"Well, you HAVE."


"Yeah, but why did you TELL him?"


Paige took a deep breath, looking back and forth between me and Sasha for a moment before explaining, "Because this will all just be so much cleaner if you two get your feelings for each other out in the open. Less angst. Less chance somebody's going to get their feelings hurt down the road. One or both of you may still get hurt, but it's better this way. It certainly would have been better for ME if some third party had helped me get my head screwed on straight from the very beginning."


I frowned. "Are you still hurt by what happened between us Freshman year?"


"No, no," Paige replied quickly, shaking her head. "I don't blame you. If nothing else, you DID try to warn me right off the top that you were dedicated to your girlfriend and that you didn't share the same feelings I had for you. But that's what I mean about a third party. I had blinders on when it came to you, and every time you tried to warn me I simply convinced myself that I could change your mind and get you to truly love me, as a romantic equal and not like ... well ... like a little sister."


Despite her denial of being hurt, I still heard the wounded tone in her voice and I reached over to rub Paige's hand while murmuring, "I AM sorry."


"It's okay. I've moved on. You're my friend ... a special friend ... and I'm cool with how things turned out. And you've certainly been there for me every step of the way ever since. You don't owe me a thing and I still owe you so much."


"You don't 'owe' me anything."


Paige shrugged. "The point is, as strong as our friendship is now and as great as things turned out for me, I don't want Sasha falling into the same mistakes I did. She doesn't either, which is why she's spent the past month talking my ear off while agonizing over her feelings for you. And so now here we are."


My eyebrows went up. "Yes, here we are."


"So I'll make this simple," Paige explained with a wry grin. She jerked a thumb at Sasha and said, "This girl is head over heels in love with you, and wants to crawl inside your pants literally every second she sees you, and make sweet passionate monkey love to you until your semen is leaking out of her pores so she can marry you and have lots of babies and lots more sweaty, sweaty sex with you and live happily ever after. Got it?"


With my eyebrows raised even higher, I glanced over to Sasha. The poor girl was ghost white and looked like she wished she could fade into invisibility beneath the couch cushions.


"Is that true?" I asked gently.


The way her cheeks flushed pink and the way an embarrassed smile tugged at her lips while she stared into her lap was actually answer enough. Still, she muttered, "Well not the babies part..."


"I thought you said we were friends. Just friends."


"We are," she replied immediately, and then took a deep breath before raising her eyes to mine. "I'd never pressure you into anything else, especially after what just happened with DJ."


"But you're in love with me."


"I don't know."


I gestured at Paige. "She seems to think you are."


"I'm confused about my feelings for you."


"But you HAVE feelings for me."


"Do YOU have feelings for ME?"


I took a deep breath, and then glanced back over to Paige.


The redhead gestured back and forth between me and Sasha. "This is between you two. I'm just here to make sure you both get everything on the table."


I hesitated, not yet sure how to proceed. And Sasha looked even more hesitant, staring at her lap once again and looking for all the world like she wished she could erase what Paige had already said from my memory. But what had been said had been said, and although dealing with a lovestruck Sasha wasn't what I had in mind when I woke up this morning, it was the reality I faced now. So I collected myself and thought back to Sasha's last question.


"I have feelings for you," I finally answered. "But I'm not in love with you. I like you, and I'm attracted to you, and if my past and present were a vacuum without any external complications then I would have considered pursuing you for a romantic relationship. But that's not the situation we find ourselves in."


Sasha pursed her lips, and then shook her head. "No, it's not."


"What changed? I thought you told me just on Tuesday that you wouldn't try to sweep me up on the rebound."


"I wouldn't. I'm not trying to."


"Then what's this?"


"This is Paige opening her damn mouth!" Sasha backhanded the redhead's upper arm again.


"I just think you need to come clean with him and sort these feelings out," Paige replied patiently, although she reached up to rub her arm. "You've been agonizing over your feelings for a month now, and you'll drive yourself crazy if you don't do something about it."


"Do what? We've talked about this. I can't try to be his next girlfriend. Not this soon after DJ."


"I didn't say you should. I just said you need to tell him the truth about your feelings."


"To what end?"


"Just to have them out there. You tell him you love him. He tells you he can't be with you like that. And you both move on."


"Move on? With him knowing I'm in love with him?"


Paige shrugged. "He's a big boy. He's used to it."


"Used to it?" I interjected.


Paige started ticking off her fingertips. "Me, Dawn, DJ, Kim, half the Tri-Delts from what I've heard..."


I was already waving her off. "Fine, fine. So I can know a girl is in love with me without things being ... awkward."


"Exactly."


"But that still doesn't explain WHY you're in love with me," I said, turning back to Sasha. "You're the one who said you'd just be my friend. Sure, you offered to be a 'special' friend, and you certainly made clear over the last week that you wanted to continue having sex. But still, you assured me that you could be mature enough to not cross any emotional lines."


"I did. I can."


I arched an eyebrow. "Falling in love with me would be crossing a pretty big emotional line."


"I never would have DONE anything about it." Sasha smiled weakly. "I just wanted ... whatever you could give me. I wasn't going to ask for anything more. It's too soon after your breakup to ask you for anything like a commitment; I wouldn't have done that. I just thought I could comfort you, be a shoulder for you to cry on, and ... maybe ... give you some physical comfort as well."


"Nurse him back to health?" Paige suggested. "Let him come to depend on you for moral and physical support? Be there for him when he's ready to open up his heart again and maybe be the girl he decides to do that for?"


Sasha blushed pink again, and she fidgeted with her hands as she complained, "I told you that stuff in private."


"I'm doing this for your own good," Paige replied somberly, rubbing Sasha's knee.


Sasha sighed. "It wouldn't have changed anything. I really just thought I could be your friend. The... 'in love with you' part ... would be just for me."


"And me," Paige commented. "That's the whole point. If you really were going to be fine being in love with him and not having those feelings returned, then why was it all you could talk about for the last month?"


"Wait, the last month?" I frowned. "How long have you felt this way?"


She shrugged. "Since forever."


"I SAID she's been talking my ear off for the past month," Paige complained. "Weren't you listening?"


"Wait-wait-wait. You said that you weren't in love with me," I said with my face screwed up in confusion. "That you were ... uh ... mixing up your horniness for me with romantic ideas or something like that. That's why we DID end up hooking up just before Thanksgiving. Or was that a lie to get into my pants?"


Sasha frowned and held her hands up defensively. "Wasn't a lie. I've never lied to you. Been confused about my own feelings perhaps, but I've never outright lied to you."


"So you were in love with me before Thanksgiving?"


"No, no. Infatuated, perhaps. Horny, certainly. And maybe some wishful rebound thinking since I'd broken up with Rod and started hanging out with you and the project team. But I wasn't in love with you. That part came later."


"When?"


Sasha blushed and glanced at Paige. But Paige had already heard this part of the story it seemed, perhaps heard it ad nauseum. And the redhead simply gestured for Sasha to go on.


Sasha took a deep breath and explained, "I thought it would be obvious: Thanksgiving. When I woke up in the morning having realized you'd completely changed my world."


"Thanksgiving?" I frowned. "We did nothing but have sex. So you're in lust with me."


"Well, yes. That too. Isn't that part of being in love? Wanting to feel you crawl inside my body and fill me in a way I've never felt before and wrap my legs around you so you'll never let me go?"


I chuckled. "Well, it's certainly a nice side effect. But that's not love."


"But it's more than lust. I've had lust for people. I've gotten turned on by cute boys or calendars of sexy firemen. I've gotten horny watching other girls dance at the club. But nothing like what I felt the morning AFTER we first hooked up."


My frown was back. "My first lover termed it best: You're not in love with me; that's the orgasms talking."


"Maybe. But then if it was just about orgasms, why do I still feel this way more than a month since the last time you fucked me?"


I rolled my eyes. "It just means you're REALLY horny after not getting laid for such a long time."


She shook her head. "Stop trying to dismiss this. I know what I'm talking about. Or more to the point, I'd never known before you. I'd never been in love before. Never. Not with Rod, not with anybody. I told you before that all through high school I was never into the dating scene. Seemed like a waste of time. All my friends were obsessed with boys and talking about boys and coming up with wilder and more convoluted ways to get attention from boys ... THAT was hormones. THAT was lust. It didn't interest me. I was more interested in my grades and in being a top student. My girlfriends all got on my case about it, telling me that love was the greatest thing like EVAR. I asked them to explain it, and they all pretty much said you know when you know, you know? Well I didn't know. I never knew. I'd never felt it, not through high school, and not with Rod. Well now I know. I feel it, and I feel it for you."


"In love with me."


"Yes."


"Even though I was together with DJ."


"Yes."


"Only AFTER Thanksgiving."


"Yes."


I arched an eyebrow. "So only AFTER we had wild, sweaty monkey sex."


Sasha giggled, but composed herself and nodded. "Yes."


I frowned. "And you're SURE you're not just in lust with me?"


She sighed. "I told you, I certainly AM in lust with you. I've told you before that I spent my life not knowing why sex was such a big deal. I understood that people wanted it, and wanted it from me. I understood on a business/marketing level that people would pay lots of money for sex, or at least the illusion of sex through photos, video, and on stage. But I never really understood WHY they wanted it so bad. Bad enough to pay my way through college just to watch me dance without my clothes on and be teased without ever actually touching me. What was the big deal? It was just ... sex, and to me that was no more important than food or sports or a zillion other things people do in their lives for entertainment. I'd HAD sex, and it wasn't a big deal."


"Until..." Paige drawled with a wry grin, her eyes unfocused as she perhaps re-lived her own first time with me. "Until you got the full Big Ben Experience."


"Yeah..." Sasha sighed.


"So that settles it. You're in lust with me. You're horny, you want to feel the way I made you feel before, and you've been going crazy for the past month when I wasn't around. That's still the orgasms talking. You're not actually in love with me."


"Except that I am. It's hard for me to explain love. People have been trying for millennia without ever being able to lock it down. All I can really say is that what I feel for you is unlike anything I've ever felt before for anyone. Yes, I'm horny for you and I want to fuck you non-stop until I literally die from orgasmic dehydration. But I also want to spend every moment of every day with you and listen to your problems and do my best to help you through them. I want to see your face first thing when I wake up in the morning and I want it to be the last thing I see when I fall asleep at night. I'm IN LOVE with you. I don't know how to describe it any other way."


I took a deep breath and looked away. I still thought that lust was driving a big part of Sasha's infatuation with me, that her lack of previous great sex had led to this overwhelming horniness that she mistook for real love, but it didn't really matter what I thought. SHE believed she was in love with me, and that was all that really mattered. So the only question was: What was I going to do about it?


"But you know we can't be together, right?" I asked with a weary sigh, turning back to look at her.


Sasha bit her lip and looked ready to cry immediately. Her mouth quivered a little despite biting down, and she inhaled sharply. Moments later, her shoulders sagged and she nodded her head. "That's why I didn't want to tell you. I figured it would accomplish nothing but make you uncomfortable around me."


I shook my head. "No, Paige is right. I'm ... used to this. I don't get it sometimes. Why me? I mean, I'm just a guy, and a deeply flawed guy at that."


Paige snorted. "Your only flaw is that there aren't more of you so we can all have one."


I rolled my eyes. "Sasha, you're my friend. And I don't want that to change over this. I have precious few friends right now as it is, and I really don't want to lose another."


"Of course not. I could never abandon you."


"Even though I don't share your feelings for me?"


"Can you honestly tell me you never will?"


I blinked twice, not having expected that question. "I ... I don't know. I mean, I thought about you and me after DJ broke up with me. Heck, I thought about it BEFORE DJ and I got together. There's an attraction here, and chemistry. I definitely like you. But love? I don't know. Maybe I could ... someday ... But I don't want to get your hopes up. Truth is, I don't think I can really wrap my head around being 'in love' with anyone right now. The wounds from DJ are still just too fresh."


"You said you'd moved on."


"Ha. I said that on Tuesday, two days after it happened. Of course I'm trying to move on, but now that I've put a few days between me and the breakup it's a little easier to feel the pain. The initial shock and numbness is wearing off." I shook my head. "Thing is: I proposed to her. I gave my heart to her. I wanted her to become my wife, and for four weeks, she already was. True, we never actually got married. We never went to a courthouse or church or walked down the aisle or anything. But I asked and she accepted and in our hearts and minds, that's all it takes, not a piece of paper that says we're lawfully enjoined. From December 17th to January 15th DJ was my wife, and nothing in the world is going to change that."


Paige and Sasha simply looked at me, watching the expressions on my face.


I looked down at my hands, and at the fourth finger on my left hand where a ring was supposed to have gone. "This is different than a normal breakup for me. In a way, this is worse than when Dawn left me. I'd believed I would marry Dawn, but we never actually got engaged. It's not quite the same. But I proposed to DJ, and the act of doing so changed something in me. It changed the way I looked at her, and the way I looked at myself. I mentally prepared myself to be a husband and father, and I fully expected to assume those roles in the near future. That changed me, changed who I am as a person, and I'm happy for those changes."


The girls kept watching me.


"I realize the ironic immaturity of saying I feel more mature, but I do. I feel like I've got a better handle on what I really want in life, and I'm more accepting of my flaws. The idealism is gone, the belief in True Love and the never-ending quest for the perfect relationship. There's really no such thing. EVERY relationship has flaws, and I'm more willing to ... to ... settle ... for lack of a better term. I want safety, and security, and family. Being so close to being married with kids gave me a deep-rooted satisfaction I didn't know I could feel, and for that I'll never regret what happened between me and DJ."


"You mean you'll never regret proposing, even though it all fell apart in the end?" Paige asked.


I shook my head. "I took a chance at happily ever after. Yeah, it didn't work out, but they always say that what doesn't kill you makes you stronger. I'm going to learn from this experience, learn from a failed engagement and what's actually the second abortion of my life."


"Wait, WHAT?" Paige jumped in, her eyes really big and wide.


"Long story. I was a kid in high school, too young to really understand. Really, at the time I felt nothing but relief that my problem had gone away. But now it really hits me what I lost, and so I now have a better understanding of what I stand to gain when I, and the woman I'm with, get to that point again."


I took a deep breath, gathering my thoughts, and then I gave Sasha a serious look.


"So you see, you and I are at very different points in our lives. You say you've never been in love before, or even ever had great sex before. So this is all new to you, and you're dealing with emotions and arousals that will literally take years to figure out how to cope with. I went through all that when I was sixteen, and it's taken me this long just to get some semblance of a grip on them. I hear you when you tell me you love me, and I'm trying to not condescend and say that you don't know what you're talking about. But you said yourself that you just want to be with me and take whatever I can give you, without asking for much in return. You want sex, and you want a little attention, but you don't want to burden me with commitments or be a nuisance if I'm not ready to devote myself to you. Well I'm telling you right now that that's infatuation, and not love. Not partnering, romantic, walking-down-the-aisle love. And that's okay. Nobody's expecting you to be at that point just yet. But when you want to give me everything AND you want ME to give YOU everything, along with the belief and trust that I'll actually DO that for you, THAT'S grown-up love. That's partnership. And THAT'S what I need."


Sasha blinked, looking both hurt and a little confused. Being talked down to and told that she didn't know what love was probably wasn't how she was expecting me to react after her declaration.


"I'm sorry, and I'm not trying to be an asshole about this," I said. "I DO really like you and who knows? Maybe you and I would work out down the road. But I'm so totally not ready for another relationship right now, and all I really want to do is sort out my emotions after everything that's happened to me in the last six months or so. From Lynne to Amber to Dawn to DJ ... It's all been too much. I'm tired. Like ... really, REALLY tired. I just don't want to deal with romantic complications right now, but I DO want and need my friends. And I hope that my asshole-ness today hasn't turned you away from being that: my friend."


Sasha frowned and furrowed her eyebrows, shaking her head. "No, of course not. Of course I'm your friend."


"I just need you to understand why we can't hook up, even casually, right now. Because it couldn't actually be casual. I can't deal with you being in love with me, and it wouldn't be fair on my part to use you like that."


"But you can use Casey McCahill like that."


"Well, yeah. There aren't any feelings there, no emotions."


"Just sex. I'm assuming you fucked her brains out last night." Sasha sighed regretfully.


I mimed zipping my lips.


"Yeah, yeah. Whatever." Sasha waved her hand dismissively and scowled as she looked away.


"I'm sorry."


"No, no..." Sasha took a deep breath. "I understand. I should be flattered, actually, that you like me well enough to NOT fuck and run."


"I do."


"Even though I'm horny enough to wish you didn't like me so much."


"Sorry."


"So what now? Do we get all awkward around each other now that you know I'm in love ... excuse me... infatuated with you?"


"I hope not. Will you get all awkward around me knowing that I like you but can't deal with a relationship?"


"What? No. No. Really, it's no different than what I've believed you felt for the past few months, especially when you were with DJ. The thing is: at least when you were with DJ you DID fuck my brains out. And I really wish there was some way we could at least keep doing that."


Paige slapped her knee. "So you ARE in lust with him."


"Like YOU aren't, either!" Sasha shot back, backhanding Paige's shoulder again. And then she turned to face me. "At least I admitted I was in lust with you, in addition to these ... other ... feelings you don't want to call love."


"Puppy love."


"Okay, okay, I get it." She sighed. "So we just go on the way we always have? Flirting maybe and an undercurrent of sexual tension without actually acting on it anymore?"


I shrugged. "Pretty much. And I'm not saying never. Maybe someday I'll develop stronger feelings for you the way you have for me. Maybe someday you'll lose the infatuation part and keep the lust part, and we can simply boink for the fun of boinking without the emotions in the way."


Sasha perked up. "Really? That's all it takes? I just have to be horny for you but not in love with you anymore and I get more Big Ben sex?"


My eyebrows popped up as I glanced over at Paige. The redhead shrugged and gestured to Sasha, replying "Don't look at me. This is between you and her."


I chuckled and looked back to Sasha. "Well, yeah. Maybe."


"Oh, I am SO going to stop being in love with you right NOW!"


Now Paige and I both laughed, and I held my hands up. "Not today. Today we're going to go our separate ways and let everything that's been said sink in."


"Aww..." Sasha whined.


Paige stage whispered, "Your line is: 'Oh, poo.'"


"Huh?"


Paige and I shared a laugh. "Nevermind," I said, shaking my head.


On cue, April started crying from the other room.


Sasha sighed. "So back to square one. Just friends."


"Just friends." I agreed with a nod while getting up. Paige was getting up as well, but I waved her off and rubbed my hands gleefully. "Oh, goody. A chance to practice my parenting skills."





I wound up staying in Atherton until dinnertime, playing with April and chatting more with Paige and Sasha. We mostly kept the topics away from any romantic entanglements, although I did catch Sasha giving me longing glances every once in a while. A part of me wanted to just say 'fuck it' and go fuck her, but my big head won out and I stuck to my guns about keeping our relationship platonic until we could both get our heads screwed on straight.


Just before 6pm, Uncle Frank and Aunt Polly returned and insisted that I stay for dinner. I gratefully accepted, knowing I would enjoy the company better than driving back to my empty Berkeley house. But once the meal was over I offered to give Sasha a lift back to her apartment and we bade our goodbyes.


About halfway up to San Bruno, Sasha's hand made its way onto my thigh. I ignored it and let her gently caress me. Instead of dropping her off at the curb, I walked her up to her front door. But although her eyes were full of invitation to go inside with her, she didn't actually verbalize the request. So we parted with no more than a kiss she stole from my lips before rather bashfully darting into her apartment and closing the door. I figured we could avoid being awkward once we returned to school, but I WAS going to have to figure out some way of dealing with her continued lust.


Maybe I could find her a nice new guy to be her boyfriend?


Then again, the thought of some OTHER guy getting all sweaty while he thrust away on top of Sasha turned my stomach. I actually figured that when push came to shove, I'd have to figure out some way of satisfying her lust myself without it escalating into a romantic complication, à la Paige Freshman Year. The situation now wasn't so different from then. In a way, I already thought of her as mine, only I wasn't hers. And that wasn't fair.


But not yet.


Not yet.


Besides, I had a different distraction to deal with. I was just crossing the Bay Bridge to go back to Berkeley when my cell phone buzzed. Popping in my Bluetooth earpiece, I picked up to hear last night's date calling me.


"Hey, I know a girl isn't supposed to call the guy back the very next day for fear of sounding desperate," Casey began without preamble. "But this is kind of an unusual situation."


I chuckled and replied, "No worries. I don't think you're desperate. What's up?"


"You stole my panties last night."


I chuckled again. "Yes, I did."


"That a thing of yours? Saving mementos of each of your conquests?"


"Not at all. My very first time swiping panties, actually. You can ask Chevelle; I never took any of hers. Kind of a spur of the moment thing. On my way out the door, I couldn't help but stop and smell them. I liked the scent so much I just had to keep them as a reminder of what a great time I had last night. Sorry, do you want them back?"


Casey giggled musically. "No, you keep them. I kinda like the idea of mine being the first you ever stole. But the thing is, I got to telling Carolyn the story. You remember Carolyn, don't you?"


"Beautiful blonde. Nice tits. Great ass. NOT in the program but somehow always hanging out with you whenever you decided to come flirt with me after class last semester."


Casey giggled again. "Yeah, that's the one. You see, I now have a little problem."


"What kind of a problem?"


"Carolyn wants you to steal a pair of hers."


"Well, it's not technically stealing if she WANTS me to take them."


"A technicality isn't important. What IS important is what she wants you to do to her before you take them."


"And what's that?"


"Every single thing you did to me. And I mean everything."


I chuckled. "Alright. I can work with that."


"Where are you?"


"Driving across the Bay Bridge right now. Heading home."


"Ooh, sounds like perfect timing. We can meet you at your house in like twenty minutes."


"Um, okay. Can you write down my address?"


"No need. I already know where you live."


"You do?"


Casey giggled again. "You're Big Ben. Everyone knows."





At 9:26pm on Saturday night, I drove my dick to the hilt up Carolyn Forge's ass and then rotated myself at full depth counterclockwise so that the entire length of my shaft rubbed against every nerve in her colon. She was bent over on all fours beneath me, and my left hand circled around her pelvis so that I could bracket her clitoris between my middle and ring fingers, strumming it powerfully. She whimpered pitifully and cried as her climax hit, and when she jerked her head back to scream, I clamped my right hand over her mouth and nostrils, preventing her from breathing.


Casey lay unconscious beside us, facedown, drooling, and leaking my cum from her lewdly stretched anus. In about a minute Carolyn would join her fellow peroxide blonde.


Carolyn's body shuddered as the orgasm continued detonating deep within her loins, and then she jerked once more as her body screamed for oxygen that wasn't coming. I didn't let up on her clit at all, my fingers flying over the hard little nub while her hips literally danced for me like they were on strings for my puppeteering directions. And as she shuddered and shook beneath me, I thrust my dick in and out of her asshole three more times.


One.


Two.


Three. Touchdown.


I thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into Carolyn's ear as a pint of spunk flowed out of me and into her clenching asshole while I squeezed her C-cup tits in my palms. Her arms and legs collapsed from the force of that final thrust, sending us both down onto the mattress. With all of my weight on her back, the impact managed to compress her butt cheeks and drive my dick an extra half-inch inside. But the increased sensation from that little bit of extra depth was only for me.


Carolyn was already out cold.


And yes, I kept her panties.


Chapter 14: The Sex Tape


-- JANUARY 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



Casey and Carolyn crashed overnight with me, and I woke up in a tangle of girlflesh the next morning. The situation called for an encore, and after taking care of both girls, I wound up titfucking Casey until I parked both blondes on their knees side-by-side and gave them both a facial.


Afterwards, I proved myself the gentleman by going downstairs and making breakfast for all three of us while they got cleaned up. And then I kissed them both goodbye before sending them off without any firm plans to meet up again. I figured they'd both need a few days to recover at least, and all three of us knew there wouldn't be any serious relationships coming out of this.


I lounged around for the rest of the day, doing homework and watching Pittsburgh upset Denver for the AFC Championship and then Seattle beat Carolina for the NFC Championship. Kim returned to the house just before dinner, deciding to make sushi for me as a special treat.


I decided to have her do nyotaimori, which was MY special treat.


On Monday things started returning to normal. My light class schedule meant that today I had only a single class in the afternoon, so my time was spent doing a little studying, playing a little Xbox, meeting my friends for lunch, and then heading off to Isakova's class with my project team. I flirted with Casey but went home with my friends. We did a little work and a lot of chatting, and then made dinner. I flirted with Sasha throughout the day but she went home by herself. Kim and I took showers, made love, and then we went to sleep.


The whole thing seemed as good a routine as any, and I figured on repeating the same itinerary more or less for the foreseeable future. I was in no hurry to move into any serious relationships, not for the sake of being single but more because I was rather burned out on the whole concept. Kim had plenty of time during the day to hang out with her nerd/biker friends, but she would also keep me company in the evenings. I knew that she would go home on the weekends, but I figured on maintaining semi-consistent dates with Casey (and possibly Carolyn) for a little while at least. And even if those casual relationships fell by the wayside, I sort of figured I could always find another one. I AM Big Ben after all.


But the very next day, that routine got shaken up before it even started. It was late evening on Tuesday when my phone rang. Bert and Sasha had already left for home, and Kim was in the shower while I remained in the living room doing homework. I checked the display, and as soon as I saw who was calling, my schoolwork was immediately forgotten.


"Adrienne, hey!"


"Hey, Tiger. How's it going?"


"I'm good, I'm good. Long time no talk."


"I know. I'm sorry. Things have just been so hectic up here," Adrienne apologized. I had called her the day after DJ left me, after I'd gotten the parameters of my new relationship with Kim sorted out. Adrienne had consoled me over the loss of my fiancée and of my baby, although she'd known about the abortion since the day we had the procedure done. At the time she'd said she would try to find a way to fly out to see me, but in the intervening week and a half she hadn't done so. I didn't mind. I knew she loved and cared about me, but also trusted me to get through this period without needing her to hold my hand.


"It's okay, I get it. Fashion Week is just around the corner."


"Yeah, and the swimsuit issue, too. They tried to get me to fly back to the Bahamas for re-shoots, but Valentino and Marc Jacobs wouldn't let me out of contract to go. One reason why I couldn't get out to you, either."


"It's okay. I've been good, really."


"You sure? This past week and a half must have been rough on you."


"You know, it could have been. But I'm doing alright, really."


"Kim's taking good care of you?"


"You know it."


"I'm glad. You must be wearing the poor girl out. I can't remember the last time one girl had to keep your libido satisfied all by herself. Unless you're down and in the dumps and pulling some stupid celibacy thing as penance. You're not doing that, are you?"


"Me? Hell, no. But don't worry about Kim. She's had a little help these past few days."


"Oh, that's right. Wait, is Paige still a Tuesday thing?"


"Actually, Paige and her boyfriend went and got serious over winter break. She's not going to cheat on him, so no, we haven't hooked up since last semester."


"Oh! Well, that's good for her. I did always want to see that girl happy in the end, even if it wasn't with you."


"I know you did."


"So who else then? Hmm, Sasha? If so, I don't know if that's such a good idea. From what you've told me--"


"Relax. No, not Sasha. Actually, I hooked up with a classmate AND one of her friends. You'd like them: peroxide blonde, big tits. Wait, scratch that. You wouldn't like them. They're both totally straight. Even when we had a threesome they barely touched each other."


"What a waste. You're not serious with them, are you?"


"No, not at all. Pure booty call, although I did go on a date with Casey just to give it a shot. Cleaning the pipes for me, good orgasms for them. Everybody wins."


"That's nice. Well then, it sounds like you're managing to survive just fine without me."


"I'm a big boy now."


Adrienne giggled.


"So what's up? Or are you just calling to check in on me?"


"Partly. I should have called sooner, what with DJ and all that. I wish I could have been there for you. Really, Tiger. I mean it."


"Hey, hey. I know. You don't have to worry. It's fine. I'm fine."


"Good, because we can focus on me then for a minute."


I arched an eyebrow and sagged against the couch's backrest. "Sure thing. What's going on?"


"I need a favor."


"For you? Anything."


"Don't be so quick to agree, because this favor might require you putting a video of your penis on the internet."


My jaw dropped. "Umm, I don't think I heard that quite right."


Adrienne laughed. "Yes, unfortunately. Yes you did."





While John Wayne Airport was only a short trip from home, San Francisco International was a good 45-minute drive from the campus in regular traffic. Adrienne had already made a habit of catching a taxi or hiring a towncar to run her to the Berkeley house instead of make me take a couple hours out of my day to pick her up, and this trip was no different. It wasn't like she couldn't afford the expense.


But this meant that I had no idea when she would arrive. Sure, her flight schedule plus reckoning the time needed to pick up a cab could allow me to estimate her arrival, which would put her at the house just after my friends and I returned after Isakova's class. But her flight could be delayed and I might have to wait around a little longer. Or possibly worse, her flight could land early and with good traffic she'd actually beat me to the house, let herself in with the key she'd never given back to me, and give me a helluva surprise when I walked through the door.


It would be just like her to do that, to not call me and just meet me at the door wearing some ridiculously-expensive ensemble of lingerie she'd modeled on a catwalk somewhere in Italy, nevermind that I told her I'd be returning to the house with Bert, Sasha, and Kim in tow.


I didn't know.


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 classroom. With wide eyes, I looked down at my hand, half-expecting to find it severed at the wrist with blood spurting out of it like a fountain.


But my hand was still attached. And there was no blood. There was a little black ink on the back of my hand, more or less between my second and third knuckles. And Sasha was just removing her ball-point pen, the sharp conical metal tip gleaming like a surgical instrument.


The beautiful brunette smirked at me. At the front of the class, Professor Ice continued on uninterrupted.


"I wasn't even sleeping!" I hissed, shooting my classmate a glare.


"You weren't paying attention, either!" Sasha hissed right back.


"You okay man?" Bert asked from the other side of me. "You seem kinda distracted."


"I'm fine. Just nervous."


"About what? Adrienne? You said she's dropping by the house this afternoon, but it's not like she's ever made you nervous about her arrival before."


I bit my lip and stared straight ahead. I hadn't told my friends the reason for Adrienne's arrival. Perhaps I should have. After all, if things went according to plan they'd certainly know soon enough. But there was still a chance things wouldn't go down the way Adrienne had said, and if that turned out to be the case, it would be better for all parties involved that they remain blissfully ignorant of any wild and crazy plan ever existing in the first place.


"I'm fine," I repeated and then sat up straighter to pay better attention, ordering myself not to worry. Worrying would do me no good. After all, the LAST thing I needed right now was performance anxiety.





As it turned out, Adrienne's flight WAS delayed. New York airports are notorious for weather delays, especially in January, and this day was no different. Apparently her plane had been stuck on the ground for over an hour before it was cleared for takeoff, and she didn't make it to the house until just before dinnertime.


Adrienne had to endure a trip from lower Manhattan to JFK, interminable delays at the airport itself, a nearly seven-hour flight across the country, and finally an hour-long towncar ride in Bay Area rush hour traffic. But leave it to a world-famous supermodel to walk through the door looking as radiantly beautiful as if she'd just stepped out of her bedroom ready for a night on the town. Nevermind that her golden blonde hair had been tucked into a baseball cap for the past ten hours. Nevermind that her makeup was minimal. Nevermind that she was clad in loose sweatpants and a matching zip-up hoodie. She was still unfreakingbelievably gorgeous, and her attitude was all bubbly and perky from the minute she stepped into the living room.


"Hey guys! Long time no see!" she greeted merrily.


It was quite true. Most of her recent visits had been quick overnight trips to fuck my brains out and then leave first thing in the morning, or holiday trips to see family. I honestly couldn't remember the last time she'd seen Bert or Kim, and I didn't think she'd ever met Sasha in person AT ALL.


Bert was the first to bounce to his feet, and he quite shamelessly moved in for a hug, relishing the feel of those sweater puppies pressing up against his chest. I still remembered the deer-in-the-headlights expression he'd had when first meeting her back during Freshman year, and the boy I knew back then would never have been so bold. But then, he HAD just spent nearly four years hanging out with ME.


Kim was a little more demure, but still gave Adrienne a welcoming hug. Well, Adrienne went and gave HER a hug, as well as whispered something into the other girl's ear. Kim smiled and patted Adrienne's back. Sometimes I forgot the two of them had actually been in the same circle of friends our Freshman year, back when Adrienne first started dating Grace Choi.


Paige was next. Since it was a Wednesday, we'd picked her up by Sather Gate on our way home and she was hanging out with us for dinner. We were making it a routine for her to drop off Bert at the BART station and then give Sasha a ride to San Bruno on Monday and Wednesday evenings. She was super-excited to see Adrienne and did her little fireball-of-energy jumping thing into the taller girl's arms. Sometimes I forgot the two of them had been roommates back during Sophomore year when Paige got kicked out of her parents' home.


Sasha then stood, introduced herself, and offered a hand. Adrienne simply rolled her eyes and bear-hugged the girl, much to Sasha's surprise. She didn't quite hug back.


"Mmm, what's for dinner?" Adrienne asked, now that the introductions were out of the way. "It smells delicious!"


"My supermodel special," I replied, leaning against the kitchen doorway with my arms folded across my chest.


Adrienne left Sasha and sauntered over to me, a little smirk on her face. "Supermodel special? You made a macrobiotic salad with a couple of cigarettes?"


I barked a short laugh and shook my head. "Nope. But really, cigarettes? Tell me you haven't started smoking."


"I haven't started smoking," she reassured me. "Nor do I hook up with any models who smoke. Mouths that taste like ashtrays? Yuck!"


"Agreed. Anyway, I made the sort of thing your publicist would KILL me for if he knew I was serving it to you: Mom's meatloaf and scalloped potatoes. At least there are also steamed vegetables."


"Just like home. Thank you, Ben." She smiled sweetly and pulled me in for a warm hug, a sibling's hug, along with a simple peck on the cheek. Instantly all the tension I'd built up since Isakova's class melted away.


"It's good to have you back, even if it's only for a little while," I sighed happily.


"So what is the special occasion?" Bert asked from behind her. "Ben's been rather mum on the subject."


"Oh, he didn't tell you?"


Bert, Kim, Paige, and Sasha collectively shook their heads.


Adrienne giggled and then turned back to me. "Should I tell them?"


I rather vigorously shook my head in the negative.


But Adrienne cackled and turned around, wrapping one arm around the back of my head while more or less wrapping a leg in front of and across my hips. She managed to press her cheek against mine, and with a grin she explained, "Ben and I are going to make a sex tape."





Although I'd already heard the story, Adrienne wound up repeating it to my friends over dinner. I wondered to myself why she would reveal something so intimate and personal, but right at the beginning of her explanation she said, "It's only fair that you all know about this before we go and actually do it. Once the tape hits the internet, everyone on this campus will know about it and be talking about it. As his friends, this will probably put you all in the line of fire. I'm sorry about that, but I tend to think that simply by BEING his friends you all are sort of used to this kind of attention, and I hope it won't put any undue burdens on you. Really, this isn't a decision I'm making lightly."


"Why ARE you deciding to do this?" Paige asked first.


"Lots of reasons, but first and foremost it has to do with my reputation."


Paige frowned. "Putting a sex tape on the internet is going to help your reputation?"


"In this case, yes. Here's the thing about a career in modeling: success is entirely dependent upon desirability. Either women want to be you, or men want to fuck you. Now that's simplifying things a bit, but it's more or less true."


My friends glanced at each other for a moment before nodding their agreement.


"Now while there is a small percentage of lesbians out there in the world," Adrienne continued, "most of my target audience is comprised of straight men and women. I'm not a high-fashion model. I've got serious curves. So I do lingerie and swimsuits and the occasional sexy dress. Women buy the clothes I model because they want to look like me and seduce their husbands and boyfriends. Men buy my magazines because they want to visualize having sex with me. Everyone on the same page so far?"


Bert shrugged, his eyes yo-yoing like he was visualizing having sex with her right now. Kim, Paige, and Sasha were a little more direct in their nods of agreement.


"Two weeks ago, the New York Daily News outed me as a lesbian. It's a tabloid, really, but one that semi-approaches the respectability of a real newspaper. I guess I'd been seen out in public enough with Caroline for somebody to put two and two together, or maybe some source within the industry let it be known that I only played the 'other' side of the field. Whatever the reason, I got outed, the word spread, and then four days later my agent called to tell me that Sports Illustrated was pulling me from the cover of this year's swimsuit edition. Yeah, I was supposed to have this year's cover, but the magazine doesn't want the backlash of negative publicity for having a lesbian be the cover model of a very male-centric issue."


"Ouch. I'm sorry," I said, reaching over and patting Adrienne's hand.


"Not your fault. That wasn't even the worst part. One week ago, Caroline broke up with me. Because of the article she was getting hounded by paparazzi, and her bosses at Vogue told her she needed to keep a low profile for a while until everything blew over. It's not like there aren't a TON of homosexual people in the fashion industry, but for some reason, people decided to make a big deal out of me having a girlfriend. And it was just too much for her to take."


"Adrienne..." My palm was still on top of Adrienne's hand, and I squeezed it while giving her a serious look. "I read about the lesbian thing on the net, and sort of shoved it into the back of my mind along with the other hundred rumors out there about you. But why didn't you tell me about Caroline?"


Adrienne gave me a pained expression. "It happened two days after DJ left you. As much as it sucked to have my girlfriend break up with me, nothing could compare to what you'd just gone through. I'm alright, really. Caroline and I weren't even together a year. I'll bounce back, and this tape is one way I'm doing it."


"Pardon me for being dense," Bert interrupted. "But how is a sex tape going to help?"


"It turns her back into a straight model," Kim explained while staring straight at the table top, her eyebrows furrowed. "Or even better, it makes her bisexual. Guys get turned on by the idea of girl-on-girl action, but for her to be a full lesbian kills the fantasy. A guy needs to be able to fantasize that he might someday nail her, even if the odds are astronomically bad. A guy jerking off over her magazine can conjure up some crazy idea about running into her in an airport or at a coffee shop and somehow wooing her into going back to his place for a nightcap. To be told that she's only into girls neuters that idea. But if there's a sex tape out there, visible proof that Adrienne can take a good dicking, then he can once again believe. Even better, if she's proven to be bisexual, then that same guy can dream up a threesome."


Sasha and Paige nodded thoughtfully. Bert seemed in a daze, as if he were dreaming up that threesome right then and there. But I was frowning.


"I know I agreed to do this over the phone, and there's no way I'm going to back out on you. But since you called, I got to thinking: Isn't there some other way you could provide evidence of your heterosexuality? Like get a boyfriend?"


"I'm not getting a boyfriend and you know it," Adrienne replied while leveling me with a look.


"I don't mean an actual boyfriend. Just..." I shrugged before adding, "arm candy."


"Thought about it. One of my gay guy friends who isn't out of the closet even offered to be my 'beard'. It would help him too. And I may ultimately take him up on it once I go back to New York. But Fashion Week is in three weeks. So is the SI cover. Designers are getting skittish about having me model their outfits, and the longer I wait the more likely it is that I won't get that swimsuit cover back. Now a sex tape may or may not work. Hell, the scandalous nature of a sex tape alone might keep me off the SI cover by itself. But they say in New York that there's no such thing as bad publicity, and even the lesbian outing has at least put my name out there a million times more than it would have been otherwise. If I can nip the 'lesbian' part in the bud before that term comes to define me, I can not only reverse any damage it's done but ALSO come out ahead, even more famous and popular than I already am."


"Is that really so important?" Paige asked. "I mean, I'm playing devil's advocate here for a minute, but you ARE a lesbian, aren't you? Is that something to be ashamed of?"


"Well, lesbian plus Ben. Really, it has nothing to do with being ashamed of my sexuality so much as that I'm a public figure in the limelight and this sort of thing has a direct impact on my livelihood. It's not like I'm forcing myself to do anything I wouldn't want to do in private anyway. I fuck Ben all the time."


"But you don't have videos of you having sex on the internet just yet. Are you ready to do that?" Paige asked. "To have recorded for all time, never to be deleted, video and images of your naked tits and pussy available for the world to see?"


"Pssht. You haven't seen some of the outfits I've already worn on the runway or in magazines. Some of those pieces are downright see-thru. I make a living out of putting my body on display, and really, I can handle it. The hardest part was convincing Ben to let HIS junk be out there for the world to see."


Kim looked at me. "And you agreed?"


I nodded with a sigh. "For Adrienne."


"Sex tapes happen to celebrities all the time," Adrienne commented, "and they always go about their lives just fine afterwards."


"Ben is not a celebrity," Kim pointed out.


Adrienne shrugged. "Nobody watches a sex tape to check out the guy's equipment, unless it's like 12 inches or something. Sorry, Tiger. I love your cock, and it's a beautiful one, but nobody's really going to be staring at it."


"They'll all be staring at YOU."


"Precisely."


"And me," Sasha suddenly said out of the blue.


Four heads abruptly swiveled over to the brunette seated across from me. "Excuse me?" I asked in surprise.


"Kim said it: a threesome would be even better. It validates your relationship with Caroline while proving you can take a dick at the same time. We'd probably have to keep the focus on Ben just to make sure the world believes your leanings are primarily straight, but we can have enough play between you and me to keep things interesting. Or do you not find me physically attractive?"


Bert's jaw was on the table.


Adrienne was a little less nonplussed. "You'd do that for me? Really? You don't even know me."


"You're his adopted sister," Sasha replied. "You're important to him, and that's good enough for me. As a benefit, you're absolutely gorgeous, and believe it or not, I HAVE seen your magazines and Victoria's Secret catalogs. Really, everyone has, and a lot of Ben's inflated reputation currently comes from the fact that everyone knows you're his ex-girlfriend. Lots of girls are curious about the guy who was banging a famous supermodel."


Adrienne laughed. "Sorry, Tiger."


I shrugged, having come to terms with the reputation for a while now.


"Plus, I'm as bisexual as anyone Ben's ever been with," Sasha continued. "And you can count me among those who've fantasized about having sex with you while flipping through one of those magazines."


"You're quite flattering," Adrienne said with a blush.


"You're quite sexy," Sasha replied with a grin.


"But are YOU okay with having your naked tits and pussy out there for posterity?" Adrienne questioned.


Sasha winced immediately. "Okay, that part I'm a little squeamish about. I'm not actually worried about being naked in front of a camera. I'm a stripper; I'm used to putting my body on display even more than you are. But it's the whole 'for all of time' thing that worries me just a bit. That said, I have an idea about it: I wear a mask, so nobody can figure out my identity. Heck, maybe I wear a whole getup, so that it looks like we're playing out a fantasy together."


"I can wear a leash and collar, and get tied to the bed to be used and abused," Adrienne breathed, her eyes glittering as she stared a thousand yards past Sasha's right ear.


Sasha giggled. "Sure, although we'll probably have to make a trip down Telegraph to get me the right costume."


"Oh, I've probably got something that'll fit you stashed in Ben's closet already."


"Really?"


Adrienne giggled. "I could tell you some wild stories of the things we've done in this house. Things you wouldn't believe."


"Oh, I'd believe them all right."


"Still," Kim spoke up, "there's a good probability than anyone who recognizes Ben in the video will make the connection to you, Sasha. As wild as his reputation is, you're the busty brunette seen hanging around him most often. At the very least, you'll be the prime suspect."


"We can fudge the timestamp on the camera," Bert put in. "Or otherwise make people think the video was filmed two years ago. Everyone knows Adrienne left school after sophomore year, and have you even been back on campus since you left?"


Adrienne shook her head in the negative.


"Then that's perfect." Bert looked at Sasha. "You didn't start hanging out with us until the project team Junior year, so anyone who sees the video will figure it's from before you and Ben became friends. Sure, some people will still speculate, but you can just deny, deny, deny."


I stared around the table in amazement at my friends. "Did that just happen? Did you all seriously seem to agree this is a good idea?"


"It can work," Kim replied. "There's a certain logic to doing so."


"But you should only show enough to get the point across," Paige cautioned. "Don't go wild and crazy. Like, no anal or bondage or toys. You just need to convince people you're straight enough without being too kinky."


"Oh, poo," Adrienne moaned, with an ironic twinkle in her eye.


Bert chimed in. "As for the aftermath, as long as you handle it carefully, I think you can accomplish what Adrienne needs without causing a problem for us being your friends."


"And I get to fuck Ben again. Period," Sasha breathed, her eyes glittering as she stared at me with undisguised lust.


"So what do you think, Tiger?" Adrienne clapped her hands together and rubbed them briskly. "You, me, Sasha ... wearing sexy costumes and getting dirrrty for a camera? Are you ready to make a sex tape?"


I took a deep breath and looked around the table. Adrienne and Sasha both looked eager. Kim and Paige were thoughtful. And Bert looked like his head was about to explode from the imagery.


I chuckled and then pointed to my best buddy. "Do we need a cameraman?"





-- 4:41PM, THURSDAY, JANUARY 26, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



JOSH



"Alright, alright. I'm clicking on it. I'm clicking on it. But if I get spyware off this thing I'm gonna fucking kill you." Josh Kohn sighed and rolled his trackball to the hyperlink Joel had sent him by instant messenger, thumbing the button to click it.


"Even if you did, it would totally be worth it," Joel drawled through the phone connection.


"Not if it's bullshit."


"It's not. I'm fucking looking at the video right now. It's HER. It's THEM. This isn't a fake."


"Yeah, well, I still have my doubts." Josh sighed, waiting for the page to load. He didn't recognize the domain name, and he internally braced himself for an avalanche of pop-ups that would refuse to ever completely go away short of a hard boot on his computer. But eventually the screen resolved into an ordinary blog site called Everwander's Lair. Later on, Josh would peruse more of the blog entries written by this guy with the handle "Everwander", but at that particular moment on that particular Thursday, Josh was only interested in the most recent entry titled: Adrienne Fucking Dennis Sex Tape, along with a video box just awaiting his mouse click to start playing.


Josh clicked it.


While the video buffered, Josh glanced down at the accompanying text. In two short paragraphs, Everwander claimed to have bought a used laptop on E-Bay. Some stupid moron had left the hard drive inside, its contents wiped. But such rudimentary attempts at erasing the evidence had proven no match for Everwander's LEET skills. Old term papers and downloaded jpegs of celebrities in various states of undress had not interested him. But the nearly hour-long video that consumed a significant chunk of the hard disk space certainly had. The mpeg's time stamp showed it as being recorded in November 2003, back when supermodel Adrienne Dennis was a college sophomore at UC Berkeley. The specific location of the video was unknown, as were the identities of her two partners.


"Dude, that's your girlfriend's BEDROOM," Joel put in helpfully over the phone. "And the guy is BEN."


"DJ's not my girlfriend," Josh spat back. "And she wasn't even in college in 2003."


"Whatever. So Brooke's and DJ's eldest sisters were upstairs back then and THAT was Adrienne's room. Point is: you've been in that bedroom a bunch of times. TELL me it isn't the same place."


"Video hasn't loaded yet."


"Man, you must have a really slow connection at your place."


"MY place? You live in the same apartment."


"Well I'm not there now. You want to come to Carlos' apartment? Video's running fine over here."


"No, no. It's loading."


"Whatever. It's probably because your processor is slow from all that malware you've picked up downloading porn ever since DJ broke up with you."


"Joel, I swear I'm gonna hang up this phone and walk over there to strangle you."


"Your loss."


"Nevermind. The video just came up."


Indeed it had. The frozen image on the screen had suddenly gone into motion, showing a man's face only a foot or so away from the camera lens. The slight image distortion and the way fingers kept popping into the foreground at the bottom of the screen made it obvious that the video was being captured by a computer webcam. Morning sunlight illuminated his face from one side, and also brightly lit the rest of the bedroom. A full-size bed was visible in the background, along with a daybed in one corner. Although the wall décor and bedspreads were different, Josh immediately recognized the layout as that of his ex-girlfriend's bedroom. Joel had been right.


"See, I told you," Joel crowed without Josh having to say anything.


"Fine. You were right."


Josh recognized the man in the video as Ben, although with a slightly different hairstyle. Ben typed out a few more keys, and then the pretty face of a certain well-known model appeared over the man's shoulder, looking at the screen.


Adrienne: It's up and running?


Ben: Yeah. We're recording now.


Adrienne: I can't believe we're doing this.


Ben: Me, neither.


Adrienne: But remember: We watch this together once, and then we erase the video forever.


Ben: I know, I know. Nobody wants this sort of thing getting out. Do you really think I want some video of my penis being out on the internet for the world to see?


Adrienne kissed Ben's cheek and giggled: I dunno. Big Ben has certainly been impressive so far. Besides, Tiger, nobody would be looking at you. Everybody would just be looking at me.


Third voice: And me!


Ben turned and moved out of the way just enough to show a second woman walk into the room and close the door behind her. The newcomer wore a flowy white one-shoulder toga trimmed with gold, as well as one of those funky hard-shell masks like they used in Eyes Wide Shut. The white mask decorated with various beads and gems covered the entire upper half of her face, showing only her nostrils and mouth. But her hair was fully uncovered: long, dark, very curly locks that along with the toga made her look like a Grecian Goddess. Err, Roman Goddess?


Josh didn't recognize the second girl, not from this distance anyway. "Who's the brunette?" he asked into the phone.


"Don't know. We haven't been able to figure it out here, either," Joel replied.


The webcam video wasn't shot in high definition or anything, and subsequent zooms over the next week wouldn't help. The boys never did figure out who she was, and supposed they never would. Probably some upperclasswoman who'd graduated and moved on before he arrived at Berkeley.


The brunette sashayed over to the full-size bed, and then turned to recline across it. Even through the baggy toga, it was obvious that she had pretty big tits, and the way they jiggled beneath the white fabric made it clear that they were both real and unfettered. The brunette carefully draped the flowing skirt part of the toga and raised one foot onto the bed, showing off a golden sandal with a four-inch stiletto. And then she leaned back with one arm for support, bringing the heel of her other hand up to her forehead while posing prettily.


Adrienne, whistling: I love your costume.


Ben: You're going to love taking it off of her.


Adrienne, giggling: You start first.


Ben: After I take care of you, honey.


Ben pulled Adrienne down into his lap, enfolding the busty model in his arms as he pulled her to his face for a kiss. Although now known as a Victoria's Secret and Sports Illustrated supermodel, on this day Adrienne was clad in a simple Cal Berkeley hoodie and sweatpants. Her makeup was minimal. And from the casual way she and Ben embraced, it appeared for all the world that at the time of filming, she was simply a horny college student about to have a threesome with her boyfriend.


The pair left the desk and moved toward the bed. The webcam continued filming, its wide angle capturing the entirety of the bed itself along with a good amount of space to either side of it. Ben first went to the brunette in the toga, kissing her forehead and then giving her a quick kiss on the lips. He then turned to Adrienne, kissing his girlfriend as if reminding her that his love was still devoted. But once they broke their kiss she pushed him toward the brunette and he rolled onto his back, pulling the brunette on top of him in a straddling position over his crotch.


Adrienne exited the view of the camera to the right, and faint sounds of someone rummaging through a closet reached the cheap microphone. Words from the bed spoken too quietly to be audible up added to the ambient static, but the brunette nodded and moments later she began to gyrate on top of Ben's body, her upper torso bending and twisting with the movements of a belly dancer, except for the fact that she was straddling a man and not standing on the floor.


In this position, the brunette's back was to the camera, with her long, dark ringlets of hair obscuring most of the action. But at some point, the shoulder clasp of her toga must have been opened, because the material suddenly puddled down around her waist, held in place by a matching gold belt. As she continued to twist and gyrate, every so often flashes of side-boob became visible, with enough heft and size to prove that the brunette had quite the large rack indeed.


Adrienne then re-entered the picture, clad in a sexy nurse's costume complete with little white hat featuring a red cross. Both the brunette and Ben turned to look at her while she flashed a beaming smile.


Adrienne: You like?


Ben: What does it matter? You're not gonna be wearing it for very long.


Adrienne: So sure? Maybe I should keep these puppies covered up just to tease you.


She cupped her massive cans for emphasis, fondling them through the white nurse's blouse.


"Fuck no," Josh groaned.


"What?" Joel asked.


"I just got to the part where Adrienne said she'd keep her costume ON. Please tell me you get to see her tits."


"Yeah, yeah, relax. She actually does keep the costume on quite a bit. But don't worry; those babies eventually get set free."


"Fuck this." Josh clicked on the video slider, moving forward several minutes. He'd take his time and watch the whole video later, but for now he was getting impatient.


The video buffered for a little while, but when it came back Josh found that he'd gotten right to the action. Ben was sitting up on the edge of the bed, with both Adrienne and the brunette kneeling and giving him a dual-blowjob. The brunette was still topless, but her lower body was out of view beneath the picture. And Adrienne was unfortunately still wearing the nurse's costume.


Presently, the girls passed his cock back and forth a couple of times, just long enough for the camera to see his weapon without one of their heads in the way, and Josh had to gulp. 'Big Ben' really wasn't some 12-inch schlong or anything, but it still looked to be about twice as long as either girl's hand and seriously thick, too. For a moment, he thought about Ben pounding the shit out of DJ with that thing, and his stomach turned. It was almost enough to make him turn off the video, but then he remembered that DJ had broken up with Ben too, and he didn't feel so sick anymore. She'd been holed up at Faye Nguyen's apartment for the last two weeks, but she'd have to come out eventually. Heck, maybe he'd have a chance to comfort her in the aftermath and win her back.


Meantime, he wanted to see a naked Adrienne, so he slid the slider forward a few more minutes again.


The video buffered, and when the image resolved he found that he STILL couldn't see anything. Ben was apparently flat on his back, his feet the closest things to the camera. Adrienne was straddling him and humping up and down on his cock while the brunette sat on his face. But instead of getting MORE naked both girls were actually wearing their costumes, with the brunette even having re-fastened her toga top. At least Adrienne bent forward and raised the back of her dress high enough to show her naked bubble butt and the big dick that could be clearly seen penetrating her pussy. But still, he couldn't see and hadn't yet seen those magnificent ta-tas.


"Fuck this," Josh swore again. He zoomed the slider almost all the way to the end, and when he let go of the mouse button, the timer read 56:22. The video buffered, and then finally resolved into the image of Ben's naked ass as it humped forward and back between a woman's upraised legs. Josh groaned, wondering why these porn vids always ended up showing so much of the guys when all he wanted to see were the girls. But at least he noticed that the brunette was beside them, completely naked except for that mask, bending over to drape her tits into Ben's face. That meant that the girl getting pounded was Adrienne, and THIS time Josh could tell that she was naked.


He HAD to see when that happened. Backing up to 42:13 he actually got to see Adrienne's tits. They'd reversed their orientation so that Ben was lying on his back with his head toward the foot of the bed. The brunette was riding his dick in the background, but in the foreground Adrienne was sitting bare naked on his face while tossing her golden blonde hair side-to-side and screaming in ecstasy. Her hands were cupping her tits, obscuring the nipples, but at least her costume was off. He watched her go for a little while, finally deciding to whip out his dick and start jerking off. But after a couple of minutes, he decided he simply HAD to see the moment when Adrienne's tits busted out of that costume, and he slid the slider back once more.


The next five minutes or so were spent going back and forth along the video's timeline. He'd back up, wait for the video to buffer, and find that Adrienne's tits were still fully covered up. Ben was fucking the brunette doggy-style while she ate out Adrienne, but the nurse's costume covered up the goodies. Then he'd go forward, wait for the video to buffer, and find that she was completely naked, on the bottom of a sixty-nine with the brunette. Then he'd back up and try it all over again. Eventually, he whined into the still open phone-line, "Joel! Please tell me you know when Adrienne's top comes off."


"Uh, it was somewhere around minute twenty-six or seven, I think. The brunette takes the dress off of her before kissing her way down and sticking her face into Adrienne's crotch."


Josh's dick bounced off his belly to hear that. He quickly adjusted the slider, the video settling on 25:48. And even though Adrienne was still wearing her costume at that time, he settled in and stroked his meat, willing himself to be patient.


His patience was quickly rewarded. Both girls knelt on all fours on the bed, the bottoms of their costumes pulled high enough to show two very nice bare asses. Ben was pounding the brunette, but after bringing that girl to a moaning climax, he switched to Adrienne's juicing snatch and proceeded to powerfuck HER to orgasm. Only then did he start down the final homestretch, his thrusting speeding up to the rabbit-humping most guys are familiar with in the last few seconds before ejaculation. Abruptly, he pulled out and tapped Adrienne's hips, grabbing onto his big dick and holding it, not pumping or otherwise stimulating his meat.


The brunette had already turned around, and she reached out to take Ben's dick from him. Adrienne had just gotten herself turned around, and the brunette started stroking Ben's shaft while aiming it at the other girl. Moments later, the first string of jizz spurted forth and streaked a line across Adrienne's gorgeous face, and then a second, third, and fourth. Josh couldn't believe how much cum was coming out of Ben's cockhead. He thought cumloads like this only existed in porn, and yet there was no denying the way Adrienne's face got completely COVERED in sticky jism. What had to be a seventh and eighth shot of cum finally shot out to join the rest, and only then did Ben twist and collapse flat onto his back across the bed, his half-hard cock pointing up but deflating.


The brunette attacked the blonde's face, licking and slurping with abandon. She carried down the cum she found and snowballed it into Adrienne's mouth, and Josh nearly lost his load then and there. But by squeezing his own dick and straining to keep his orgasm at bay, he managed to keep from prematurely going off. And he settled in to watch the girls finish cleaning up.


The two hot babes made out for a little while, both of them somehow still wearing their costumes despite all the fucking that had taken place over the first twenty-five minutes. Simply put, the loose toga made for easy access to the brunette's tits and pussy. The same went for Adrienne's short nurse's dress, up until now at least. But no longer. With both girls profiled in front of the camera, the brunette's hands came up and began working the buttons that ran from throat to tails of Adrienne's costume. The top three buttons had already been undone, exposing all that cleavage, but when two more buttons were opened the busty blonde's tits began to spill forth. They were encased in a fire red lace bra, the angled cups exposing a ton of milky-white flesh down the middle while providing enough support to push the globes up and together. The brunette shoved her face into those melons, motorboating herself in them for a little while before picking her head up and mumbling something inaudible to Adrienne.


The pair of them turned atop the mattress, Adrienne sitting up on the foot of the bed. The not-yet-a-supermodel winked at the camera and thrust her bosom forward. Meanwhile, the brunette stepped down onto the floor and then kissed her way down Adrienne's chest, the back of her head obscuring the view until she sank lower and lower and eventually got every button of Adrienne's dress opened. Her face ducked into Adrienne's now-exposed crotch, her head movements and Adrienne's reaction making it obvious that she was eating her out. And while the busty blonde leaned back with both hands and thrust her still bra-encased tits up toward the sky, the brunette finally reached up with both hands, slipped the front-clasp to the red bra, and flung the cups aside to reveal those massive melons in all their naked glory.


"Oh, SHIT!" Josh grunted and painted the underside of his desk with semen. "Shit, shit, shit!"


"What happened?" Joel asked over the phone.


"Nothing," Josh snarled. "I'll talk to you later."


"What happened?"


"Later. I'll call you back after I've finished watching the vid."


"Ha," Joel laughed. "Yeah, dude. I'll talk to you when you're done jerking off."


Josh didn't respond except to punch the END button on his cell phone. And then he got some tissues to clean up his desk.





-- 5:13PM, THURSDAY, JANUARY 26, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



BEN



The doorbell rang, and I headed over to open it. Finding Bert and Sasha both on my doorstep, I head-nodded and said, "Hey guys. C'mon in."


It was nearly dinnertime, and Adrienne was in the kitchen helping Kim prepare the food while getting a culinary lesson of her own. Bert and Sasha followed me into the living room before dumping their bags and then settling onto the couches. I glanced over at Bert first. "So have you seen the vid?"


He nodded. "Just a bit, though. Felt kinda weird watching what amounts to a porno on my laptop in the middle of the Quad. Really, I only saw enough to verify that it's up and running on the blog site. Plus ... well ... you guys are my friends."


That last bit was directed at Sasha, and she blushed. "Nothing you didn't see at the club. In fact, I was more covered up in that video than on stage."


"Still..." Bert winced.


"C'mon, admit it." I reached over and lightly punched him in the upper arm. "You and Lynne are going to watch it this weekend and get down and dirty together."


The way Bert turned pink told me I was right on the mark. "I ... well ... I think there's something a little extra ... stimulating ... when you actually know the people in the video. Not that I'd ever pull a move on you, Sasha. But you know you're attractive and I'd have to be dead to not be turned on by something like that."


"No offense taken," she laughed lightly. "I wouldn't have done it if I wasn't comfortable in my own skin."


Bert now turned to me. "So who's 'Everwander'?"


"Friend of Kim's," I replied. "Don't ask. We're better off not knowing."


Bert's eyebrows popped and he shrugged. "There are a lot of things I'm better off not knowing. I'm sure glad you didn't try to actually make me a cameraman or anything. I feel awkward enough right NOW just knowing what happened."


"Is it going to be weird hanging around us for the rest of the semester?"


"Nah ... This weird feeling will pass by tomorrow. You guys are my friends. And let's face it: I've done a lot crazier things with you in the last few years."


I chuckled and nodded. "True dat."


I then turned to Sasha. "So have you seen it?"


She nodded. "Holed up in the library on the floor in an out of the way corner with my headphones. I didn't watch it start to finish. Being there I knew what was coming up and when to fast-forward. But I pretty much saw it all."


"Are you comfortable with your identity?"


Sasha smiled. "The mask never came off, and very few people would recognize me by naked body alone, even club patrons. I don't show it off enough around here for anyone to clue in, so I think we're safe. Plus, Adrienne and I kept those costumes on more often than we didn't."


I nodded. "Paige will be happy, I think. Nothing weird or kinky, except for when Adrienne went for that creampie halfway through. Clothes on for the most part, although I think people got their money shot when Adrienne went for a naked cowgirl ride facing the camera."


Sasha grinned. "Hey, proof positive that she's into guys. That was the point, right?"


"Right," a new voice suddenly cut in. Adrienne had joined us in the living room, and she leaned over the backrest behind me to scoop an arm across my chest and pull me back towards her for an upside-down kiss. Then, she picked her head up and stared me right in the eyes. "Just like Paige suggested: enough for get the point across that I'm 'straight enough' for mass market appeal, while admitting the bisexual side that will probably make me even more popular than I already am. All without putting ourselves TOO on display."


I smiled. "Sounds like Mission: Accomplished."


Adrienne grinned and shook her head. "Nuh-uh. We're only halfway there. See, we kept things tame for the sex tape. But really, Sasha and I didn't get to have the wild threesome we both REALLY wanted. Nothing kinky, remember? No anal or bondage or toys."


"So now we want anal and bondage and toys," Sasha explained helpfully.


"Annnd I think that's my cue to leave," Bert said laconically.


Adrienne laughed and slid over behind Bert's backrest. Then, to his surprise, she repeated the arm across the chest maneuver and sealed her lips over his in a fierce nuclear upside-down kiss that took his breath away. Even after she stood back up, Bert looked completely dazed, and Adrienne giggled proudly. "Later. AFTER dinner. First, you guys have to tell me how well I mimicked Kim's recipe."


"Oh, great. We're all gonna get food poisoning..." I drawled.


Adrienne came back and bopped me upside the back of my head. "And AFTER Ben showers my cooking with abundant praise and pleas for me to come back and cook for him again, Sasha and I will take him upstairs and keep him fucking us all night until we're both satisfied, hmm?"


"All night?" I glanced over at Sasha.


Sasha jerked a thumb toward DJ's bedroom, where she'd parked her suitcase containing her costume from this morning's filming. "Adrienne and I talked about this last night. I brought a change of clothes and my makeup kit and everything."


Adrienne grinned. "No more cameras. No more masks. Just the three of us, the toy box underneath the bed, and the limits of our imaginations..."





-- FRIDAY, JANUARY 27, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



I woke up alone and tired on Friday morning, not even the sunlight coming in through my windows enough to rouse me any earlier than this. I'd arranged my schedule so that I only had one afternoon Monday/Wednesday/Friday class (Isakova's) and two Tuesday/Thursday classes, one each in the morning and afternoon.


It was a good thing, too. Adrienne and Sasha had damn near killed me, and I would have slept through any classes I may have had this morning. At least the two of them let me sleep in and didn't ask for a morning encore.


However, Adrienne did have one last surprise for me. After we kissed Sasha goodbye and sent her off to class, my so-called adoptive "sister" put me into the Mustang and then hopped into the driver's seat. Kim was free for a few hours as well, and she had climbed into the back seat as well. And then we were off.


Adrienne didn't tell me where we were going and I didn't ask. She didn't even have to say "trust me"; I already did. Minutes later we pulled up at a motorcycle dealership, and I turned to her with a gaping jaw.


"Yep, Tiger, ' she answered my unspoken question. "Kim told me you got your license, and I figure it's about time I got you a new set of wheels."


"But I like this set of wheels," I replied, patting the dashboard of the Mustang.


She giggled. "Oh, you're keeping this one. But didn't you tell me you've got another date with Casey tonight? How damp do you think her panties are gonna get when you show up riding one of THOSE?"





Adrienne was right: Casey got super wet when she first saw my new Triumph Daytona 675 in black and gunmetal gray, or so she told me later on that night. Rather than meet her at her apartment door, I'd called her to come down to the curb, and the peroxide blonde shrieked in excitement when she hit the sidewalk and turned the corner to find me leaning against my new ride wearing my black and gray motorcycle leathers while holding two helmets in my arms.


Two similar ear-piercing shrieks joined hers, and to my utter and complete shock I found that Casey had not come downstairs alone. Standing beside her were two more blondes, both of them dressed to kill just like my date for tonight. It wasn't such a surprise to see Carolyn, although I hadn't been expecting her tonight. It WAS a surprise to see Chevelle Morrison, the hippie-chick who had once been my project team member until she dropped out of the program. Only now did I remember Casey making an off-hand reference to Chevelle being one of her friends, but even so, I was astonished that she was here as well.


Casey wanted to go for a ride right away, nevermind that she was wearing a dress and that the only way she could ride was if she pulled the hem up high enough to show her thong panties. Carolyn and Chevelle wanted to go for "rides" as well ... and they wanted to sit on the motorcycle, too.


No matter what my original intentions for this "date", the girls had collectively decided that I would be able to keep up with all three of them. Rather than use Casey's and Carolyn's apartment, they talked me into inviting them back to my big empty house. Casey rode behind me on the Triumph, with at least her knee-length peacoat covering up her thong-bisected ass. Chevelle drove Carolyn over in her car. And then the three C-blondes and I fucked all over my house. I took the girls in the living room, in the kitchen, and in the bathroom as well. The only place we DIDN'T screw turned out to be a bedroom, and one particular romp with Chevelle actually broke a leg on the coffee table.


Plus, I found out that Casey actually wasn't 100% straight. Sure, she and Carolyn hadn't touched each other the last time we were together, but that was because Carolyn was pure hetero and Casey simply respected her friend's wishes. I already knew Chevelle would play around with other girls, and she and Casey had no qualms about crawling all over each other while I was porking Carolyn (or even when I wasn't).


Adrienne had flown back to New York just before noon, and Kim had ridden her own motorcycle home for the weekend before dinner. But I didn't feel lonely when I fell asleep that Friday night.


Not with three naked blondes in my bed.





-- SATURDAY, JANUARY 28, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



Unlike the previous morning, I woke up with enough energy for a morning encore. I found myself spooning one of the three C-blondes and reached around to start fingering her while grinding my erection into the cleft of her ass. She began moaning as she woke up, and then she woke up fully when my dick penetrated her from behind.


Turned out it was Carolyn, and I fucked her to an orgasm before pulling out and rolling the other way. Chevelle was already awake on that side and had been fingering herself, so she was plenty wet for me to climb aboard and start rutting away. I got her off as well before flopping onto my back and inviting Casey to climb on for her last ride, thus completing the doggy/missionary/cowgirl trifecta with the three different blondes. Casey went to town on top of me, her near-white hair flying everywhere while I palmed and squeezed her big tits. And when she finally crested into orgasm, her spasming pussy pulled me along with her and I sprayed her insides with my morning load.


The girls then gathered up their dresses from the previous night and we kissed goodbye. I'd told them to stick around and let me make breakfast for them, but they shrugged and declined. There were no promises to do this again nor questions about how much I cared. We were booty calls for each other, nothing more. But I figured that if I didn't have anything else planned for next Friday I'd give Casey another call.


Once they were gone, I decided that an empty Saturday made for a good day to get some cleaning done. With no friends around for distractions and not much schoolwork to be completed, it was an opportune time. But I only got about thirty minutes of cleaning done before my phone started lighting up.


My first call was from Amber. "Are you aware that there's a sex tape of you and Adrienne floating around?" she asked the instant I picked up.


"Well, 'hello' to you, too," I drawled. "Yes, I'm aware."


"How the hell did THAT happen?"


"Well, the process begins with turning on a webcam that is facing one's bed, and then proceeding to have sex in front of that webcam."


"I mean how did that tape get out?"


"I believe the hacker in question wrote that on his website."


"You seriously sold a laptop on E-Bay and left the hard drive in there like that?"


"Relax, relax. Have you talked to Lynne or Bert yet?"


"Lynne? Bert? What do they have to do with it?"


I chuckled and shook my head. "Bert knows the whole story, but please don't spread it. We'd rather stick to the E-Bay/Hacker explanation. Point is: we circulated that video deliberately."


"Why on EARTH would you ever do that?"


"Long story, but the short version is that rumors were spreading that Adrienne is a lesbian and it was hurting her career."


"A lesbian? Ha!" Amber scoffed. "I just started watching the video and can already tell that Adrienne is about as lesbian as ME."


"Glad you think so. That's was the point."


"Why the heck would anyone think Adrienne was a lesbian?"


"Because she only dates girls, at least in New York. Paparazzi caught her with her girlfriend."


"Whatever. Believe me, I know lesbians; there are certainly enough among Lynne's friends. Real lesbians wouldn't touch your cock with a ten-foot pole."


"Well..."


"Okay, besides Kady and Noelle," Amber conceded. "But Kady was always curious, and Noelle was more of a one-time experiment thing. You shouldn't count. You're too good at licking pussy; I'll bet you could smooth-talk a nun into letting you sodomize her."


"Uh..."


"Nevermind. Okay, I get your explanation, but did you really have to make a sex tape? Surely there were other ways of doing PR without leaking a sex tape. Why don't you guys just get Adrienne a boyfriend?"


"We are. She's going to start going out with a gay model who's still in the closet. But we figured the visceral evidence would get the point across faster. Fashion Week is around the corner and they're still debating the Swimsuit Edition cover."


"I guess..."


Amber sighed. "I'm not sure what I'm more upset about: that you leaked a sex tape or that I'm all horny watching you fuck those two babes into the ground."


"Surely you have friends who can help you with that."


"Not when watching the video makes me specifically horny for YOU."


"Sorry."


"Ugh ... You know, maybe I should seduce Adrienne. Wouldn't THAT be something to watch?"


"Damn. I think my brain just exploded."


"Oh, not with you. Just me and her." Amber promptly blew a raspberry into the phone.


"Ha-ha," I drawled mockingly. "In your dreams."


Amber sighed again. "Yeah ... In my dreams ... and memories ... You know, I still can't help but feel that we would have made a great couple ... happy for the rest of our lives."


"We've been through this. And I thought Lynne talked you down from that ledge last week."


"She did. But then I see this video of you in action and it stirs up so much inside me. You'd better find another girlfriend or something and fast before I get it in my head that I can still win you back."


"You need to keep your eyes on the prize. Just a few more months until you finish out this semester and you can transfer back home." I took a deep breath. "You know what you want, Amber. You know WHO you want. Don't settle for me. Don't settle for second-best."


"But what if I can't have him? What if you could give me everything I ever wanted? Partnership. The security of commitment. Real love. Huh?"


I sighed. "Those are nice things to want; believe me, I know. But in this case, I won't let you. I KNOW you're in love with him, that it's David you really want. And no matter how happy we might make each other, and no matter how much you insisted otherwise, I would always know you'd settled for me."


For some reason, I started thinking about DJ. Had that been what ultimately undermined our relationship? Even more than the abortion? Had SHE always believed in the back of her head, despite all my proclamations to the contrary, that I'd settled for her?


"I know..." Amber replied after a long pause, drawing me back into the conversation at hand. "I know..."


"You'll be fine. You've got to believe you'll get him back, alright?"


"I know, I know..."


"You want me to come visit? Not for sex or anything; just to talk."


"No ... no. I'm still horny for you, and I'd probably jump you the minute you walked through the door. No, it's better off that you're across the Bay."


"Alright."


"Well, take care of yourself, Ben. I'll trust that you know what you're getting into with this sex tape thing. I know you used to complain about your Big Ben reputation over there at that school, but after this, it's only going to get worse."


"The reputation I can handle. There are only a few more months of school left before graduation."


"Maybe, but this sort of thing will haunt you well past graduation."


"Haunt me? It's a video of me nailing one of the hottest supermodels in the world, along with a bit-titted brunette. Not exactly something a guy needs to be ashamed of."


"And you nailed them very well. Lasting an hour? Cumming three times and driving them both to countless more orgasms?" Amber groaned. "Shit, okay, I need to hang up now before -I- drive over THERE to jump you."


I laughed. "Okay then. I'll talk to you later."


"Bye, Ben. And because I haven't said it enough: thank you. Thank you for being the best kind of boyfriend I ever could have. And thank you for not taking advantage of my weakness right now. A lesser man would have caved already and not given me back to my David."


"You're very welcome."


"Bye."


"Bye."


Amber hung up first, and I took my phone off my ear and stared at the picture of her still on my display for a few more seconds. She really was breathtakingly beautiful, and I would have been a lucky man to have been with her for the rest of my life.


But it wasn't meant to be. That wasn't my destiny.


Oh, so we believe in Destiny again, do we?



Shut up you.





I tried to get some more cleaning done, but my phone kept ringing every so often, pretty much all of them about the sex tape. First it was Brandi, who was freaking out entirely. I calmed her as best I could and had to reassure her several times that the whole thing was Adrienne's idea. Next it was Brooke, who had actually first called me last night when she found out the guys in her clique were watching the video, only I was busy with the three C-blondes and didn't pick up. And speaking of the three C-blondes, Casey called me to ask if it was really me and Adrienne in the video while rather bluntly asking about the brunette. I told her the video was made more than two years ago and that I wasn't about to reveal the identity of one of my ex-lovers to her. She accepted my explanation and then asked if she and Carolyn could visit later tonight. Not having any other plans, I decided to say 'yes'.


It definitely seemed that while the video had first been leaked on Thursday, it was only starting to blow up now. Brooke called me back to report that one of her guy friends had seen the video on YouTube before it got yanked for content violations. She figured it was only a matter of time before other video websites got hold of it. I talked to Adrienne a few times to make sure she was doing alright. She told me that she was holed up in her apartment with some friends while her agent officially did damage control, but really so far the news was quite positive.


And then my MOM called me. Don't tell me how she found out, and I shuddered to think about HER watching the video. But she wanted to know what was going on, and rather than feed her the lines about a nearly 3-year-old video being hacked off an old hard drive, I gave her the real story about Adrienne and proving her "straightness" to help her career. Mom wasn't happy about our decision, but she didn't blow up on me, either.


In the early afternoon, Kady and Noelle called, and by now I had the explanation down pat. Like Amber, they scoffed at the idea of Adrienne being a "true" lesbian.


Noelle put it best: "It may be hard for you to imagine, being a straight guy, but gay men are NOT attracted to breasts in the slightest. Flash them a pair of tits and they either don't get excited at all or are actually repulsed by the idea. The same goes for lesbians: your penis is icky. Sorry, Ben, but it is. I had to be REALLY horny and really adventurous to let you do the things you did to me, and I had to mentally pretend your penis was a dildo every time we had sex. I don't even like penetration, dildo or otherwise. If I could have convinced myself you were a girl, I would have. We watched that video. And Adrienne is NOT a lesbian."


"I know, I know. She's just 'mostly' lesbian, like Kady."


"Nuh-uh," Kady explained. "While I'm not as repulsed by your dick as Noelle is, it's still not something that turns me on. Adrienne worships your cock."


"So what are you trying to say?"


"Nothing, really. I believe you when you say she's more into girls than guys. But don't kid yourself that she's really a lesbian. The video is proof."


"Okay, whatever. I don't really care about exactly where she is on the Kinsey scale or any other labels. She is what she is. That's good enough for me."


That was good enough for Kady and Noelle as well, and they let me go to finish up my cleaning. I also made myself lunch and zoned out in front of the TV for a little bit, actually enjoying the quiet solitude after a morning spent with my cell phone attached to my ear.


But then the doorbell rang and when I opened the door I found a trio of familiar faces looking at me. Pretty bottle-blonde Andie Holland, busty Indian babe Lakhi Sharma, and curvy caramel Tonya Brackett were waiting on my front porch. The three Tri-Delts smiled perkily when I invited them in, and like all the phone calls before they were here to ask about the sex tape. Given that the timestamp for the video was smack in the middle of my time spent with that first Tri-Delt pledge class, and that they were well aware that Adrienne and I spent a good amount of time going out of our way to destroy women together during that semester, the three of them were already convinced of the video's authenticity. They of course were rather curious about the mystery masked brunette, but I gave them the same line about not revealing my ex-lovers' identities, and they grudgingly accepted that.


But even though the Tri-Delts' visit was spurred by the sex tape, our conversation quickly digressed into a discussion regarding my current opinion of the sorority. After the whole Carli/Jaron/Dawn debacle, I had made it clear that the Tri-Delts were on my shit list and I hadn't been in the mood for sorority visitors for the rest of that school year. But Carli had graduated and moved on, and over the course of this past semester, I had at least been friendly to the Tri-Delts I encountered, even if there weren't any hookups while I was first in my "Single" phase and then while dating DJ.


"But that was then," Andie said with a smile. "This is now. Word is that you and your girlfriend broke up. Word also is that while you've gone on a few dates with a classmate, that isn't a serious relationship and so you're still a free agent. Is that true?"


I arched an eyebrow, sensing where Andie was going with this. "That's true enough."


"And do you still hold a grudge against the sorority, or its members?"


"Grudge? No, no. I don't blame the three of you for what happened, nor any other Tri-Delts. I'd like to think that we're still on friendly terms."


Andie exchanged smirking looks with Lakhi and Tonya before returning her attention to me. "And just how do you define... 'friendly'?"


Now certain of where this discussion was going, I leaned back and stretched my arms across the top of the couch. With a bit of a confident smirk myself, I replied warmly, "As friendly as you girls want it to be."


All three of them giggled, and the upshot is: I had to call Casey back and cancel. Maybe next week. I had a few visitors in my house, and would unfortunately be unavailable tonight. Casey took it in stride; no commitment, no expectations.


So no Casey. No Carolyn. No Chevelle. No Brooke or DJ. Adrienne was gone, and Kim was at home with her family. But I didn't feel lonely when I fell asleep that Saturday night.


Not with three different naked girls in my bed.





-- SUNDAY, JANUARY 29, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



My Sunday morning went pretty much the same way as Saturday morning, with two distinct exceptions. First, the Tri-Delts stuck around for breakfast after our morning foursome. In fact, they were so impressed with my culinary skills that Tonya decided I needed a thank you blowjob right there at the dining table.


Second, Kim called me mid-blowjob. Part of me figured I could let the call go to voicemail and finish busting my nut, but then again, Kim calling me over the weekend was an extreme rarity. Usually she simply took off Friday night and then came back Sunday evening like she'd never left. And when I stopped to wonder just why Kim might go out of her way to call me on a Sunday morning, it suddenly hit me.


I pulled Tonya off me and stood up quickly, walking away from the dining table as I opened up the phone to answer the call. Sure enough, I was right.


Kim's voice was calm, but excited, as she said, "I'm pregnant."





I slowed down my new Triumph and made a right turn into the driveway of the slightly familiar suburban house. Having been here once before, it certainly looked like the right place, but I double-checked the street address just the same to be sure.


The ride down to Sunnyvale had taken about an hour, the longest time I'd ever continuously spent on a motorcycle. Once I flipped out the kickstand and dismounted the bike, I found that my legs were a little wobbly as I struggled to find my equilibrium. Maybe I should have driven the Mustang down, but then again, the Triumph was a brand new bike and I couldn't resist bringing it down knowing how fond Kim's family was of motorcycles.


Walking gingerly, I made my way to the front door and rang the bell. Moments later, it opened and Kim reached up to hug me, kissing my cheek and greeting, "I'm so glad you're here, boyfriend."


The emphasis on the term reminded me that to her family, I was Kim's boyfriend. We certainly weren't going to try and explain that she was merely my sexual-submissive who I'd impregnated on purpose. Sliding my hand through hers, I let her lead me inside to the living room while I leaned over and whispered, "You still haven't told them?"


"No, not yet."


I nodded. Kim's period had been due only yesterday, and when it didn't come this morning she'd taken the pregnancy test. She'd called me immediately, and I'd suggested that I come down to tell her family together. Usually, all three of her brothers returned home each week for Sunday lunch, including the eldest John and his wife and son. Kim figured it was as good a time as any to make the announcement.


Both of us were still rather amazed that she'd caught on the first try. True, I'd flooded her womb with quite a lot of sperm over the last couple of weeks, but many couples trying to have a baby can go months or even longer without success. Apparently, though, we weren't one of those, and our dream was already starting to come true.


I hadn't spent much time on the phone with her, since the Tri-Delts were still hanging around. I'd apologized and told them that something had come up. Tonya insisted on finishing her blowjob at least, but I'd waved her off and sent the girls on their way with a promise to hook up some other time. And then I'd hustled to change and hop on the bike for the ride down.


Now inside Kim's house, I looked around and asked, "Is anyone else home?"


She shook her head. "Not right now. My dad went to the market to pick up supplies for today's lunch. Nick and Mike are both out doing ... whatever. And John won't be here until noon."


"So we have a little time to talk."


Kim nodded.


"Are they expecting me? Did you tell anyone I was coming?"


"Just my Dad. I couldn't have you show up out of the blue. But he doesn't know anything, not yet."


"So how do you want to do this? I'm perfectly fine with making the announcement, but this is your family and it would be best if you could tell me how you think they'll react. Bottom line is that you're the baby sister, and this is going to shock the hell out of them. I know you've said that you won't marry me, but I'll want to assure everyone that I'll stand by you and take care of you."


"I know you will."


I smirked. "It's not you I'll need to convince."


Kim took a deep breath. "My dad will be the most difficult. He still has hopes for me to marry and give him grandchildren. Well, I AM giving him grandchildren, but he's not going to like the fact that we're not getting married right away."


I pursed my lips. "I still would, you know. Marry you."


Kim stroked my cheek. "I know you would. But that's not what is best for either of us, remember?"


I sighed. I still had a hard time wrapping my head around Kim and her mysterious motivations, but I did understand what she meant in this case. The reality was: I didn't love her; not in that way. I'd never felt the consuming romantic desire for her the way I'd felt for Dawn or Adrienne or even DJ. I would care for Kim, and I would protect her. We would live together and raise our child together, and any girlfriends I might have would simply have to understand that. Really, Kim and I would co-parent and cohabitate and do all the sorts of things married couples did, including sex, but we simply wouldn't BE married or share a 'marriage' kind of love.


"This is going to be tricky, then," I sighed. "So what do you think? We tell him that we're not rushing into a quickie marriage just for the sake of marriage? But that I'll remain your boyfriend and we'll raise the baby together and let the rest sort itself out in the future?"


Kim nodded. "It's all true enough, except perhaps for the 'boyfriend' title. But I agree that it's in my family's best interests that they see you in that role."


I shook my head ruefully. "They still think we broke up last May, don't they?"


"Well, we did."


"But they still think you and I are just friends and roommates, even now."


Kim nodded.


"So me being your boyfriend again is going to come as a shock."


Kim nodded.


"And if that's a shock, telling them you're pregnant..."


Kim gave me a shrug and a smile. "It's what I want. It's what you want, isn't it?"


"It is." I nodded warmly and pulled her into a hug. "Thank you, Kim. I don't think I've ever said that to you properly. Thank you for doing this for me. You have no idea what this means to me."


"Family. A future. I know exactly what it means to you, and what it means to ME. I finally get to have you the way I always wanted you. Thank you."


I pulled my head back and looked into her eyes for a moment. They were moist with happy tears forming, and suddenly seizing her head I tilted it and planted a firm, passionate kiss right on her lips.


"Whoaaa ... I walked in here at the WRONG moment," Mike suddenly said from behind me.


Kim and I abruptly jerked apart, like we were teenagers caught necking by her parents. Kim blushed and averted her eyes, but Mike was grinning at us.


"Hey, Ben," he greeted. "So ... I guess this means you two got back together?"


I raised both eyebrows, and with a bemused smile I glanced back at Kim and replied, "Something like that."





Mike had just returned home, and since he'd immediately noticed the Triumph parked out front, he'd come inside expecting to find company. True, he hadn't expected to find me sucking face with his little sister, but since we'd already met he didn't give me much grief and instead dragged us both outside to check out the bike in greater detail.


I explained that Kim had helped me pick it out, and Mike gave his sister some crap for picking a British bike instead of Japanese. Then, the two siblings started jabbering back and forth in gearhead that might as well have been Klingon for as well as I understood it. Mostly, I knew that my new bike cornered like a dream and could go really, really fast.


I was in the middle of explaining that Kim had taught me everything I knew about motorcycles, and that I'd only gotten my license recently, when Nick returned home. He, too, would rather spend more time inspecting my new ride instead of questioning my presence. To date, I was still the only boy Kim had ever brought home, and it was apparently quite acceptable for her to be dating me once again.


Although Kim had told her father I was coming, he still seemed surprised that I'd come, and he didn't care much about the bike. When he returned home, he greeted me politely and then all five of us went inside. Without a single other word to me, he ordered Kim to follow him into the kitchen where the two of them started preparing lunch. Mike and Nick took me into the living room where the three of us sat down and started talking football. Sure, they asked when Kim and I got back together again (right when the new semester started), but otherwise they left any questions about Kim's and my relationship status alone and kept things casual.


Five minutes after twelve, the third brother arrived with his family in tow. Junsaku "John" Fukuzaki was 28 and married to a pretty blonde named Mary. Mike kept calling their 3-year-old son 'Jesus' as a joke, something Mary wasn't too happy about while John merely rolled his eyes at what apparently had gotten old two days after the kid had been born. The boy's real name was Samuel.


Since John and his family had never met me, he and his wife sat down and gave me the Girlfriend's Big Brother Interrogation (TM). I took it in stride, knowing I'd want to do the same thing for any of Brooke's, Eden's, or Emma's potential beaus. Meanwhile, Nick and Mike played with Samuel and kept the kid occupied.


John and Mary already knew the basics: that Kim brought me home almost exactly a year ago, that we'd broken up last May, and yet she'd returned to be a roommate in my house. While declining to comment on my other romantic activities, I explained that Kim and I had only gotten back together a few weeks ago upon our return to school after Winter Break. We then segued into the usual topics: my major, my career prospects, and my family. John seemed to be impressed that I had both a standing job offer from BioGen as well as had been accepted into the MBA program at Berkeley. Since Professor Isakova had spurred me to apply during the first round, my acceptance had been mailed to me about a week before this semester started. Mary, on the other hand, wanted to know more about growing up with four sisters since she'd been an only child.


They kept me talking up until Mr. Fukuzaki came out and announced that lunch was ready. We took our places, with Mr. Fukuzaki at the head of the table and John, Mary, and Samuel down his right side. Nick, Mike, and Kim sat down the left side, and I was given the spot at the end. Mr. Fukuzaki stood and rather formally welcomed me back to their home. I stood up as well, and thanked him for his hospitality and that of his children, who were exceptionally well-mannered. He smiled at that, and I sat down before I had any further opportunities to say something stupid.


Lunch went by smoothly, and was as delicious as my first meal at the Fukuzaki residence. Everyone kept up a casual conversation, except for Kim, as expected. She replied when spoken to, but was otherwise mute. Nobody thought this was unusual, and I didn't try to force the issue. But toward the end of the meal, when most of the food was gone but before anyone made any indications of getting up, Kim reached over and rubbed my leg.


I glanced over to her, and she nodded at me. I took that as my cue, and cleared my throat before stating in a strong voice, "Kim and I have an announcement to make."


The conversations died down, and Mr. Fukuzaki sat up straighter. Mike looked like he wanted to make some joking comment, but he managed to keep a straight face and simply looked over at me.


I briefly thought about attempting to preface the announcement. Ever since Kim first told me over the phone, I'd been trying to figure out how to tell her family the news. But in the end, I decided that Mr. Fukuzaki was a straight-shooter who appreciated directness, and so I stood up straight, I looked straight down the table at him, and I said in a calm voice, "Kim is pregnant."


"WHAT?!?" John blurted instantly, and he wasn't the only one. Nick and Mike verbally expressed equal shock, with Nick's response being four-letter word that starts with 'F'.


Mike then elbowed his brother and commented, "Yes, I'm pretty sure that's how it happened."


I'm not sure how Mary or Kim herself reacted, because my attention was entirely on Mr. Fukuzaki at the head of the table. His jaw clenched momentarily at my announcement, but he didn't otherwise move. Instead, he held my gaze, and I didn't dare to break it. With his eyes, I could feel him measuring me, and I was determined to measure up.


Around us, the questions started flying. Mike sat next to Kim, and he immediately started interrogating her with Nick right behind him. John animatedly discussed the news with his wife. But all the while, Mr. Fukuzaki and I kept staring at each other. I tried to project confidence and strength, and reassure Kim's father with my eyes that I would take care of his only daughter. But the longer we kept up this staring contest, the more my own nerves began to creep into the back of my head.


Thankfully, he averted his eyes first. Taking a deep breath, he looked down and gathered himself. And a moment later, he stood.


Everyone else at the table shut up.


"Please, Benjamin. Sit."


While his tone was firm, he didn't quite order me. Still, I dropped my ass into the chair immediately.


"Kimiko?" he began, looking over at his daughter. "This is true?"


Kim blinked and then nodded her head. "Hai," she replied quietly while continuing to keep her eyes fixed on the table in front of her.


"How long?"


"I took the test this morning."


Beside her, I could see Mike doing the math in his head. I'd told Kim's brothers that we'd only gotten back together at the beginning of the semester. Well, the beginning of the semester had only been two weeks ago. I must have knocked up his little sister right away.


"You are keeping the baby?" Kim's father asked.


Kim nodded. "Hai."


Mr. Fukuzaki turned back to face me. "You will marry her." It was NOT a question.


"Father..." Kim interrupted and looked up before re-fixing her eyes on her plate. "No."


The shock on Mr. Fukuzaki's face was evident. I'd be willing to bet he could count on one hand the number of times his daughter had ever said 'no' to him, and he certainly wasn't expecting that response now.


"Kimiko!" he stated much more brusquely. "You carry his child. You will marry him!"


"Father..." Kim squeezed her eyes shut and started trembling. I couldn't imagine what was going through her head right now, but it was clear that it was just as hard for her to actually say 'no' to him as it was for him to hear it. He had been her Master for a lifetime. For her to refuse him had to be terribly difficult, no matter what she wanted for herself. Her jaw flapped open soundlessly for a moment before she managed to choke out once more, "No."


I spoke up, saying, "Sir, we're simply not at that point in our relationship just yet. We've only just gotten back together."


He pivoted on his heel and brought the full weight of his almost regal bearing upon me. "This is your idea? You are not willing to marry her?!?"


"It's not that," I replied hastily.


"He asked me," Kim suddenly interrupted. "He asked me to marry him. I refused."


"Refused? Kimiko, why?"


"I'm twenty-one. I'm still in college."


"You will be graduated in four months. And you are pregnant!"


"I do not wish to be married."


"You must! For the child!"


"This is the 21st Century, Father. I don't have to be married to raise a child."


"And she won't raise it alone," I added firmly. "We'll live together and raise the baby together. I've promised to stand by her, to take care of her."


"That is NOT your job," Mr. Fukuzaki bit out roughly, glaring balefully at me. "I am her father. It is MY job."


"Father ... Please..." Kim's voice wavered.


"If you want that job," he growled, eyes fixed on me. "Then you will marry her."


"Sir, I understand what you mean, but--"


"Kimiko!" he interrupted, turning his attention back to his daughter. In a slow, deliberate cadence that enunciated each word, he growled in heavily-accented English, "You said he asked you to marry him. You will now tell him 'yes'."


"Father ... no." Kim's voice cracked.


"YES!"


Kim now sobbed and shook her head. "No."


The motion came so abruptly that it startled everyone. Kim's father had already turned and stalked away three or four steps before I even realized he'd smacked his fist down on the table, hard enough to rattle every plate, glass, and silverware on top of it. Kim was openly crying now, as was Samuel, actually. And with her father's back turned I immediately stooped and gathered Kim in my arms.


Kneeling next to her chair, I cradled Kim against my chest and stroked her hair. "It's alright," I soothed. "It'll be alright."


Kim's father turned around, his face having returned to its previous state of impassivity. He seemed to have let go of his anger with that smack against the table, and even though I was no longer standing, I found it easier to meet his gaze.


"I do not understand," he stated in a calmer tone, staring not at me but at his daughter in my arms. "All I ever wanted for you was to marry and raise a family of your own. Now it is here for you. He is willing. Why do you not say 'yes'?"


Kim didn't respond, still crying against my chest.


"Do you not love him?"


She took a deep breath before tilting her face back to look up at me. And despite her shivering, she stated clearly, "I love him. I always have."


"Then why do you say 'no'?"


Kim and I stared at each other for a long moment. I wanted desperately to salvage the situation, for her sake if nothing else. But what could I really tell them? That I didn't love Kim as a wife? Yeah, that would fly really well. That I still hoped to find my romantic equal in someone else, even while raising a child with her? Sure, try telling your baby mama's father THAT. Maybe it WOULD be best to simply marry Kim, to raise our child together, and perhaps in time I would come to love her the way she deserved. OR, if I did finally meet my "one", a divorce might not be the worst thing in the world.


But just as I started to cling to that idea, Kim sat up straight and gently pushed me away. I stood beside her, one hand on her shoulder as she looked up at her father. And while patting my hand on her shoulder, she took a deep breath and explained, "Because I do not want him to marry me only because I am pregnant. If we would ever marry, I would want to know he is my husband solely because he loves me, and not because I carried his child. Our first relationship was short, and it ended for reasons that made sense at the time. This new relationship has only existed for a few weeks. And really, can any couple know they are ready to be married after only a few weeks?"


Her answer was perfectly logical. We were still early in our relationship and it was too soon to know if we were ready to settle down permanently and be married. Really, if it weren't for the pregnancy then nobody would even question why we weren't ready to get married yet.


And yet that still wasn't good enough for Kim's father.


"You are asking me to let him take care of you, and to let him raise a child with you, without being married to him," he stated gruffly. "I can't allow that."


"Father..."


"I realize that you are a legal adult, and that by law you can do whatever you want. But you are also my daughter, and I say that if you do not marry him, then you cannot BE with him."


"Father?" Kim's head pulled back, an expression of confusion crossing her face.


"I am giving you a choice: marry him or leave him."


"What are you saying?"


"You are my daughter. You are my only daughter, my precious flower. You are my last memory of your mother, and I cannot risk that you come to harm. If you marry him, then you will become his wife and he will be bound by law, god, and nature to care for you. Then, and only then, will I be able to let you go. But if you do not marry him, then I cannot trust him or anyone else to take care of you and protect you. I cannot trust anyone to watch over you and the baby you carry. You will move home. You will stop riding motorcycles. I will watch over and protect you. And..." Mr. Fukuzaki took a deep breath, "he will no longer be your boyfriend."


"Now wait a minute," I started angrily. "You can't--"


"She is my daughter," Mr. Fukuzaki cut me off.


"She will be the mother of my child," I shot back just as harshly, firm in my belief that my position trumped his. "You can't simply tell her to stop seeing me."


"I can. And I will."


"She loves me."


"And do you love her?" he growled, leaning forward and planting both hands on the dining table. His eyes narrowed accusingly, and with a snarl in his voice he asked, "Do you love her? Or is she simply another vagina to fill?"


My head snapped back in surprise. "WHAT?"


John raised a hand to his father's arm. "Dad..."


Mr. Fukuzaki jerked his arm away from John. "Is that why she will not marry you? Because she does not believe you share the same depth of feeling for her?"


I blanched, feeling him hit so close to home. The problem was: he recognized it and he pounced.


"You do not deserve my daughter!" he shouted.


"Dad!" John barked.


"You will NOT marry her! I forbid it!"


"Father!" Kim now stood up as well.


"NO! NO-NO-NO-NO-NO!" Mr. Fukuzaki started banging the table again, in time with each 'NO!' The plates and silverware started clinking again.


"I will take care of her!" I insisted. "I have sworn it already!"


"That is not your right! It is MINE! And you are no longer welcome in this house!"


"Sir--"


"GET OUT!" he shouted.


"Please, just listen--"


"GET OUT!"


Mike was suddenly standing next to me, holding my shoulder and saying, "C'mon, man. Just let this one go."


"NO!" I shouted right back. "I won't leave her!"


"GET!!! OUT!!!"



"We'll talk to him," Mike assured me, his eyes big and his eyebrows raised. "We'll talk to him."


"Kim! Please!" I turned to look at the mother of my unborn child, but she stood stock still, her arms pressed straight against her sides and her head bowed. "Kim! Come with me!"


"NO! SHE STAYS!"


"Kim! Come with me!" I repeated, reaching forward and taking her hand in mine.


"SHE STAYS! KIMIKO! YOU WILL OBEY!"



Abruptly, Kim let go of my hand.


"Wait, no!" I whimpered, taking hold of her hand again. "Kim, please!"


She shook her hand free of mine again, finally turning and giving me a heartbroken look through red-rimmed eyes. "Just go," she half-whispered.


"Please!" I whimpered again.


Sadly, she bowed her head once more and shook it in the negative. And without looking back at me, she said again, "Just go."


I felt like a marionette whose strings had been cut. Slack-jawed and staring at her in disbelief, I let Mike hold my arm and tug me away from the table. Hot tears splattered down my cheeks, and I stared in horror at John and Mary and Samuel and Nick. They all looked back at me with looks of pity, except for Samuel who didn't like the screaming and was bawling himself into his mother's side.


And I stared at Kim. That last image of her would be burned into my retinas for a long time: her hunched posture, her defeated look, and her own tears of sorrow dripping down her face. I couldn't let that happen to her, so I struggled away from Mike and started back for the table.


But Kim's father bellowed one last time, "GET OUT!"


And worst of all, Kim held a hand up, palm out to me: the universal sign for 'stop'.


So I stopped. This was what Kim wanted. Faced with her father's commands and her desire to be with me, her father still won. So I let Mike lead me outside. And I let him rub my shoulders as I sat down on the first step and bent over to cry.





I didn't leave the premises for another hour. Mike stayed with me for nearly all of the time, doing his best to explain that his dad really just had Kim's best interests at heart and that he'd always been overprotective of her. I tried to impress upon him that I really did care about his little sister, and that I had every intention of taking care of her. I shared with him my idea that maybe it WAS best if Kim and I got married, and tried to reassure him that I'd never regret such an act. He listened well and I might have even had him convinced, but ultimately it wasn't his decision to make. In the end, I sent him inside to ask whether or not I could come back in and try to talk to them. But then he returned with an apologetic expression, saying that Kim herself had said that I should go home.


So I went home. And I called her. She didn't pick up.


I called her again. Still, she didn't pick up.


The third time I called her the phone line went live, but it was Mr. Fukuzaki who said, "Stop calling."


And then he hung up.


I looked around my empty house. No Kim. No Adrienne. No Brooke. No DJ. No Casey or Carolyn or even Chevelle. No Tri-Delts. No Sasha. No Bert.


Just me.


I cried myself to sleep.





-- MONDAY, JANUARY 30, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



I slept in, and since I had no classes until the afternoon, it didn't really matter. Kim had not come home last night, and I wasn't entirely sure when I would see her again. We still had two classes together, Isakova's Econ course Monday/Wednesday/Friday, and our International Business elective Tuesdays and Thursdays, so I figured to see her this afternoon at the latest. But I still hoped that she might show up for lunch with our friends today, or perhaps even come by the house even earlier.


Fighting the urge to wallow in depression, I spent about an hour trying to figure out how this would all play out. Best case scenario: Kim talked her father into letting her come back to me and raise our child together the way we'd originally planned. Worst case scenario: Kim's father ordered her to move back home and avoid me at all costs, even on campus. I shuddered to think of seeing her walk into class and avoid my eyes, sit far away from me, and not even talk to me should I approach her. To know that Kim was carrying my baby – after everything I'd just gone through with DJ – and not be able to be a part of her life would be pure torture. I might just drop those two classes instead of facing her day after day without being able to interact with her.


I reasoned that the most likely result would be somewhere in-between. From the way Mr. Fukuzaki insisted that taking care of her was HIS responsibility and not mine, I presumed he would make Kim move back home. Yeah, commuting back and forth from Sunnyvale would be a killer, especially if he wouldn't let her ride the motorcycle anymore, but soldiering on through such inconveniences was exactly what Kim was about. Also, I figured he would order her to stop seeing me as a boyfriend. Perhaps it was a power play, or perhaps it was simple lack of trust in a man he barely knew and who he could blame for his unmarried daughter's 'condition'. History was filled with overprotective fathers ordering their daughters to not see some boy who was a bad influence or otherwise "unsavory", and those weren't even the fathers of naturally-submissive girls.


He'd command it, and she'd obey.


She loved me, but she'd obey.


Still, I hoped Mr. Fukuzaki would allow me to keep in touch with her, to remain friends with her at the very least. We still had two classes together, and the project team. Graduation was only a few months away, and it would be absolutely ridiculous for him to pull her from school entirely. So unless he started accompanying Kim onto campus, I would have the opportunity to at least make contact with her. And maybe, even if she were under orders to not interact with me, I would be able to talk my way past her defenses and get her to at least communicate. I could only hope that somewhere along the line, her dad would let me back into his daughter's life.


It was with this sense of purpose that I left the house just before noon and headed for my usual lunch rendezvous with Bert, Sasha, and Paige, hoping Kim would be there.


But she wasn't there.


And she didn't come to class.


And she didn't come to class on Tuesday, either.





-- TUESDAY, JANUARY 31, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



"Okay, level with me, dude. What the HELL is going on with Kim?"


"Um, come on in." I stepped back from the front door and waved Bert and Sasha inside.


My best buddy glared at me but walked through the door, bumping me with his shoulder on the way. It wasn't intentional, but he didn't apologize either. Sasha gave me a shrug and a weak smile, but she followed after and I closed the door behind them.


It was Tuesday evening and the three of us were meeting at my house for dinner, as usual. Only I'd gotten lazy tonight and simply ordered pizza, delivery from the local Papa John's.


Despite his apparent impatience for some kind of explanation for Kim's continued absence, Bert's stomach had priority and he'd already popped open the box of half-meat lover's and half-Hawaiian and stuffed a slice into his mouth. Sasha went into the kitchen, retrieving plates and a knife and fork for herself before returning to the dining table and handing over one of the plates to Bert.


He chewed, swallowed, and then set the remainder of his slice onto the plate before fixing me with a look. "Well?"


"Well let's start with how much you know," I began.


"Nothing. I know nothing," he growled before taking a deep breath and then verbally proving otherwise. "I know that Kim isn't showing up to classes, and that she's not answering my phone calls. I know that she's only replied to my multiple texts twice today, one of them telling me she's not sure when she's returning to class and the other telling me that no, she's not sick. That's it! That's all!"


I sighed and rubbed my forehead. My own stress levels had been slowly ratcheting up with each passing hour that Kim didn't return. On Monday, my friends had asked if I knew Kim's whereabouts when she didn't show up for lunch, and I'd explained that she hadn't come home from her dad's house yet but that I'd been in contact with her and knew she was alright. I'd started to worry when she didn't show up for class as well, but then Bert texted her and she'd immediately replied to him that she wasn't coming today but thought she'd be back on Tuesday.


Only she didn't show up on Tuesday. I'd called in the morning, only to find that again she wasn't picking up her phone. Bert had been a little more proactive about texting her, and to be honest, they had been closer friends for these past couple of years than I had been with her. I suppose it only made sense that HE'D at least gotten two text replies today, while my inbox was still empty.


"Dude... level with me," Bert intoned before picking up his pizza and taking a big bite out of it, almost as if he'd rather be taking a bite out of me. And with a full mouth he added, "I KNOW you know something."


I glanced over at Sasha, who simply shrugged and looked at me expectantly. And then with one more sigh, I hung my head and decided to go ahead and explain. If I couldn't talk to these two about this, who ELSE could I talk to?


"Kim's pregnant," I said quietly.


"WHAT?!?" Bert practically spat out a chunk of food. Sasha merely coughed and covered her mouth while looking down.


I grimaced and nodded my confirmation.


"Dude, you must seriously have super-sperm or something," Bert scoffed before fixing me with an angry look. "How far along is she? And when the hell did you two start fucking again? Has it been all year and I just never noticed? Does DJ know?"


"She just found out Sunday morning. And no, we weren't ... having sex ... all year. It was only since coming back to school a few weeks ago. After DJ left me. And no, DJ doesn't know yet. I haven't figured out how to tell her. Been kinda busy with this Kim thing."


"What IS this Kim thing?"


I looked at the ceiling for a moment and shook my head. "I drove down to her dad's house Sunday for lunch. We told her whole family the news. The upshot is that he ordered me out of his house, told her she was staying home, and that she couldn't see me anymore."


"Ordered? She's a grown adult. She can do what she wants!"


"He's her father. What she WANTS to do is obey him, at least right now." I sighed. "I figured he'd at least let her come back to school, but that hasn't happened yet. I've been calling and texting her, too. But I've gotten nothing. Your two texts are two more than I've received."


Sasha spoke up. "Is she ever coming back?"


I shrugged helplessly. "I don't know."


"So what the hell are you still doing here?" Bert stared accusingly at me. "Drive back there. Bang down the door. Get her back!"


I shook my head sadly. "She's texting you, so she has access to a phone, but she's not responding to ME. What do you think that means?"


Sasha answered, "That she's still under orders to not contact you. Either that or she doesn't WANT to contact you."


"Do you think she's getting an abortion?" Bert asked.


"I don't know."


"Do you think she's alright?" Sasha asked.


"I don't know." I sighed. "I don't know anything more than you do at this point."


"Shit." Bert set down his pizza and paced around before picking his head up. "Maybe -I- should drive down and talk to her."


I picked my head up. "Would you do that?"


"Sure. Totally. I need to know what's going on as much as you do." He then gave me a strange look. "Well, maybe not as MUCH as you do, but there's a better chance that Kim's dad will let me in the front door than you."


"You're probably right."


"Alright then." Bert stooped and picked up his backpack. "Give me a ride to the BART station? I'll pick up my car at home and drive over right away."


I nodded. "Thanks, Bert. This really means a lot to me."


"I'm not doing it just for you," he said before catching himself and looking back at me. "I'm not in love with her; you should know that. Lynne means the world to me. But Kim's my friend, and I know she's in love with YOU. I'm doing this for her."


"Of course."


Sasha came out from the kitchen with a Tupperware container; I hadn't even noticed she'd left. Throwing in two slices of meat lover's along with Bert's half-eaten slice, she capped the lid and handed it off to Bert along with a couple of paper towels. "For the BART ride."


Bert blinked and smiled. "Thanks. Aren't you coming?"


Sasha shook her head. "No, I'm not going home yet. I'll stick around here and keep Ben company. There's stuff we need to talk about."


Bert's eyebrows popped, and I'm sure the thought entered his head that Sasha might want to fuck me. But he shook his head and stuffed the Tupperware rather awkwardly into his backpack, just barely managing to close the zipper shut. And then he looked up at me. "Let's roll."





I returned to the house to find the Hawaiian-side of the pizza two slices down and Sasha tucked into a corner of a couch, her shoes on the floor and legs pulled up underneath a forest green microfleece throw blanket. She had a textbook in her hands, but once she saw me she immediately set the book down on the coffee table and pulled her knees up toward her chest beneath the blanket, wrapping her arms around them. "Hey..." she began casually.


"Hey," I replied while heading for the pizza box. It was the first time Sasha had been alone with me for a long time. Even last Thursday, when we'd made the sex tape, Adrienne was with us. But sex was the last thing on my mind right now. I collected a slice of each type onto a plate and then sat down on the couch, just a little bit in front of her.


Immediately, her toes snaked out from beneath the blanket and buried themselves beneath my leg for extra warmth. I reached out and tugged the blanket over her feet and my right leg, covering up her cold toes even further.


"Are you okay?" she asked carefully.


I sighed and shook my head slowly. "No. No I'm not." And then I took a bite.


My attention was on my pizza, but I could feel Sasha's eyes on me. I figured she was measuring me, deciding whether or not I'd be willing to talk about the situation or if I'd rather be distracted into other subjects. In the end, she settled on asking, "So are you and Kim 'together'? Or is it just a physical thing?"


"It's complicated," I said around a mouthful.


"With you, everything is complicated."


I snorted and shook my head ruefully. "Ain't that the truth."


Sasha went quiet, and I finished my bite, and then another. At length, she spoke up again. "Bert said that Kim's in love with you. I have to admit: I didn't know that."


I shrugged. "Kim keeps her emotions pretty close to the vest. I'm sure not many people knew. Bert's simply known us both from the beginning."


"For how long? I mean, how long have you known she felt that way?"


"Since last year."


"But you only got together with her a few weeks ago?"


"No, actually. We ... dated isn't the right term ... But I considered her my girlfriend for a few months last year."


"Last year? While you were with Dawn?"


I nodded. "February to May."


"And Dawn knew about you two?"


I nodded.


"Where the hell was I while this was happening?"


"Right next to us," I said with a chuckle. "We were all on the same project team together."


"But ... but..."


"Like I said: Kim keeps her emotions pretty close to the vest."


"But you two broke up."


I sighed. "When Dawn dumped me. Long story. Again, it's--"


"Complicated," Sasha finished for me. "But you weren't together when we started the school year, were you?"


I shook my head. "No."


"And you weren't sleeping with her, either? Even casually, the way you were with Paige and DJ?"


I shook my head again. "No."


"And then you get together with DJ and then break up with DJ and come back to school and then bam, you and Kim are together?"


"I told you: It's--"


"I know, I know. It's complicated."


"Is that why you wouldn't hook up with me when I came onto you a couple of weeks ago? Out of loyalty to Kim?"


"No, no. Two completely separate issues."


"So she'd have been okay with it. Shit, the sex tape. Kim was okay with that?"


"Of course. She was right here with us planning it out, wasn't she?"


Sasha shook her head slowly. "So wait, were you together with her or not?"


"Yes and no."


"That's not an answer."


"We were fucking. We both cared about each other, more than simple booty calls. But she wasn't my girlfriend. That spell it out for you enough?"


Sasha frowned and hugged her knees a little more tightly. She looked cute with her eyebrows furrowed and her jaw set like that, and I shook my head while shoving the rest of my slice into my mouth.


I was just about finished with it when she spoke up again. "And the pregnancy. I mean, if she just took the test on Sunday, that meant she would have gotten knocked up two weeks or so ago, right when we all got back to school. Right when you broke up with DJ."


"Yeah, we're pretty sure that's when it happened."


"An accident? A birth control or condom failure?"


I shook my head, taking a deep breath before deciding whether or not I wanted to reveal this part. But like I had so many times with Sasha in recent months, I felt like confessing all. Again, I didn't really have anyone else I could talk to, and having shared so much about my life and history with her already, I didn't have much hesitation to do so again. "It was intentional. She told me she wasn't protected, but we both want to have a baby."


"Wait, WHAT?" Sasha bolted upright, and slid her legs out and to the side so she could lean in closer to me.


I sighed. "It's a long and complicated story."


Sasha stared at me, shaking her head ruefully while nevertheless smirking. "You're an entire daytime soap opera rolled up into one person, you know that?"


I snorted and shrugged helplessly. "Yes ... Yes I do."


"Well if you're willing to share it, I've got the time. So you and Kim WANT to have a baby. THIS story I've GOT to hear."





I did a lot of talking, and Sasha asked a lot of questions. I started off trying to figure out how to explain the situation without giving away too many of Kim's personal details, but in the end there wasn't much left unsaid. After years and years of safeguarding the secrets of my various lovers from those who didn't need to know, I certainly had turned into an open book (well, open little black book) when it came to Sasha. Maybe I simply understood deep down that I could trust her. Maybe I simply needed a confidante with Keira, Adrienne, Dawn, Brandi, and even Brooke out of my life. Whatever the reason, over the next two hours Sasha pretty much extracted the whole enchilada out of me, and I was thoroughly exhausted.


Sasha's inclusion now raised the number of people on campus who knew of Kim's submissive nature to six: me, Viktoriya, Brooke, DJ, Grace, and now Sasha. Not even Bert, who had become one of Kim's closest friends, knew the details about it; or if he did, he hadn't let on that he knew to me. As far as he'd known, my relationship last year with Kim had simply been as her boyfriend, not a Master.


About the only thing I didn't tell Sasha about was Viktoriya. Her role had been tangential enough to Kim's and my relationship that I was able to not really mention her. Sure, I told Sasha that Kim had first become my roommate while we were both interning with Professor Isakova, but that's it. Better to not implicate my professor that way.


But Sasha now knew about Kim's love for me, and about my perceptions of Kim's relationship with her father. I had explained my understanding for why Kim (A) wanted kids and (B) wanted kids with me, even though she didn't want to marry me. It was a tough concept to wrap one's head around, but Sasha proved quite open-minded about it. And once she got a basic understanding of Kim's nature, she got it.


But the other side of the equation was my desire to have a kid with Kim, even though I didn't want to marry her. That required me going back over my relationship with DJ, and sharing things about how that relationship fell apart as well. I'd talked about family and safety and security, and how I had prepared myself to be a father only to find out at the last minute that DJ was changing her mind. And once Sasha understood THAT, she was finally on the same page as me.


"When you broke up with DJ, she demanded that you choose: Family at all costs? Or the true love of your life?" Sasha reasoned. "With Kim, you could end up with both."


"Basically ... yeah. Only I didn't figure on Kim's father not letting her go. As much as Kim loves me, he's been the controlling influence for her entire life. Forced to choose between me and him, I apparently didn't stand a chance."


"But she's pregnant, and you're the father. That's not going to go away," Sasha said before blanching. "Uh, well unless her dad decides on abortion."


I squeezed my eyes shut and held my head. "Gah. I don't even want to think that. I'm not sure I could go through that again."


Sasha rubbed my back gently and soothed, "It's okay. It'll be okay."


"Yeah, well I'll feel better if I ever get confirmation about that. Seriously, the worst part of this whole ordeal is not knowing. Not knowing how she's doing. Not knowing when I'll see her again. And not knowing whether he'll make her abort the baby or not. Just ... the unknown ... It's terrifying."


"Well, Bert should have gotten there by now. Even if they try to shut him out, he'll worm his way in there and find out something."


I managed a weak smile. "Yeah, Bert's persistent like that."


In the end, I decided that I needed a drink. Sasha worried that alcohol probably wasn't the best idea for me, but I reassured her that I meant a glass of water for my throat parched by two hours of talking, and then a cup of coffee for the caffeine rush.


"I'll take care of it," she assured me, patting my knee. And then she slipped her shoes back on and got up.


I sagged against the backrest, taking deep breaths to calm myself and trying to not wonder about Kim. Sasha brought me a glass of water and started the coffee maker. She also put away the few leftover slices of pizza into another Tupperware container. I'd actually never made it past the first slice, but I wasn't feeling very hungry right now. There had simply been too much on my mind.


But thankfully, somebody decided to finally put me out of my misery. Bert called, and I was instantly on the phone while Sasha re-emerged from the kitchen.


"Hey man, what's going on?" I asked while thumbing on the speakerphone and setting my handset onto the coffee table. Sasha came and sat beside me.


"You want the good news or the bad news first?"


"Uh, good."


"Well they let me in, and I got to talk to both Kim and her dad. I put in a good word for you, and the good news is that Kim's keeping the baby and they will let you be a part of their lives once the kid is born."


"That's great news." I sighed with relief and shared a smile with Sasha. "What's the bad news."


"The bad news..." Bert took a deep breath, and when his voice returned, it was noticeably quieter. "The bad news is that Kim's dad is pulling her from school, and he's forbidding you from having any contact with her until then."


Chapter 15: The Charter


-- FEBRUARY 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



I knocked, and after a little while the door swung open. Brooke gave me a smile and said, "Hey. It's good to see you. Feels like it's been forever."


"Seventeen days," I replied. "But yeah, it's been a while."


"We've talked on the phone," she protested, recognizing the hurt tone in my voice.


I rolled my eyes. "To scold me about the sex tape."


She frowned. "There was at least one other call before that ... like a week ago."


"When I asked to see how you both were doing. But that's it. Two calls in more than two weeks."


"Well you're here now," Brooke drawled while rolling her eyes. "What's up? You said it was important and couldn't be handled over the phone."


"It can't. DJ here?"


Brooke nodded. When I'd called to tell her I needed to come over, I'd told her explicitly that what I had to say was for both of them. But Brooke explained, "She's in the bedroom with Faye. She still doesn't want to see you."


"She has to for this."


"Tell me what it is and I'll decide if it's worth bringing her out here."


I shook my head. "I'm dead serious, Brooke. She has to hear this, and I'm not sure I can say it more than once."


"You can't win her back with some big speech. She knows you love her. She knows you'd forgive her. But she can't. She just can't go back to you right now. I know I said it feels like it's been forever since I last saw you, but it's been little more than two weeks. She needs time to heal and to get over these demons, and I'm afraid that seeing you again will only set her back."


"I'm not here to make some big speech and win her back," I sighed. "This isn't about DJ and me – well, not directly. But it's something she deserves to know. I really don't want her to end up hearing this secondhand from someone else."


"What? You're being all cloak and dagger and really hyping this up." Brooke gave me a funny look. "Wait, Dawn didn't come back and talk you into giving her another chance, did she?"


"What? No. No. This has nothing to do with Dawn."


"Well ... Does what you have to say have the potential of making DJ's depression even worse?"


I grimaced and thought about it. "Well ... yeah, actually."


"Then don't say it. Bury it inside and go home. Leave her be for now, alright? It's bad enough that she knows you came over here."


I sighed and rubbed my forehead, finally shaking my head as I said plainly, "Kim's pregnant."


Brooke's jaw dropped, and she suddenly lost her grip on the doorknob. Since she'd been leaning on it for support, she actually fell and banged her shoulder against the open door. She muttered a pained "Oww" before standing up and rubbing her injured shoulder while shooting me a baleful glare. "You're serious?"


"I wouldn't be here if I wasn't."


"So when's the wedding?"


"What? We're not getting married."


"Really? Isn't that what you always wanted? Marriage and kids?" There was quite the mocking tone in my sister's voice.


The tone irritated me. "You know what? Forget it! You're right. I should be done with both of you and move on with my life. If DJ wants to ignore me and you're just going to make fun of me, then good riddance. I've got enough shit going on in my life that I don't need this!"


"Ben, wait!" Brooke called right as I started turning around. I turned back to face her, and she bit her lip and folded her arms across her chest. "Okay ... Come in ... Let's talk."


"What? Now I've got your interest? Can't resist digging for more juicy gossip?"


"Don't be like that. You're still my big brother and I love you. I'm sorry if I came across like a brat for a minute there, and I know this can't be an easy time for you." She reached a hand out and took my forearm. "You know what? Let's go out for a bit. We'll talk."


I arched an eyebrow and gestured with my head into the apartment. "And DJ?"


She shook her head. "This will kill her. I know you think she deserves to hear something like that straight from you. But even if she doesn't, she'll know that you came here with every intention of being upfront and telling her in person. I simply can't let you say something like this to her. I don't know whether she'll get even more depressed over the idea that she gave you up and you then immediately impregnated someone else, or whether she'll feel betrayed and absolutely hate your guts for impregnating someone else. Either way, she's too emotionally fragile to hear this straight from your mouth. I'll tell her; I promise. I won't let her hear this from anyone else. But she'll take it better from me instead of you. Do you understand?"


I sighed, putting my forehead into my hand for a moment before rather wearily standing up straight and giving my sister a frustrated look. "At least tell me she's getting better."


Brooke's wince was answer enough. "She's still losing weight. Practically a skeleton now."


I grimaced and shook my head. "I wish there was something I could do."


Brooke nodded. "Me too. But you're the problem, so you can't."


"Seems like I'm everyone's problem nowadays."


Brooke didn't know what to say to that.


I sighed and then gestured for her to follow me to my car. For some reason, I hadn't been able to bring myself to ride the motorcycle, even though it was brand new. The Triumph simply reminded me of Kim too much, and I couldn't deal with that kind of pain.


"Let's find somewhere quiet to talk," I said as my little sister fell into step alongside me. "And then I can tell you not only how and why Kim is pregnant, but also why she's no longer living with me or even a Cal Berkeley student."


"Wait, WHAT?"


I shook my head ruefully. "It's a LONG story."





The best place we could think of for privacy was the Berkeley house, and I brought her back inside for the first time in seventeen days. She immediately went to her old bedroom, scoping the place out to see if I'd changed anything while also picking up a few odds and ends she wanted to bring over to Faye's apartment. Then, she went over to DJ's bedroom, glancing around before coming out and saying, "So you changed it back after filming."


I blushed and said, "That was just temporary set decoration, bringing crap from my room upstairs down here to make it look the way it did during my sophomore year."


Brooke went over to the couch in the living room and invited me to sit beside her, and we continued the conversation we'd started in the car.


A few good things came out of my discussion with Brooke. For one thing, she volunteered to call and tell my parents as well as Brandi. She recognized that while my family certainly deserved to know, I simply didn't have the energy or strength to deal with making those phone calls and enduring those conversations right now. I'd have to talk to them myself eventually, but since Kim wouldn't be delivering until early October and I was currently forbidden from having any contact with her, there wasn't really any urgency for me to do so. I told Brooke that I'd call Adrienne myself, and Brooke told me that she'd HAVE to tell Faye in order for Faye to help DJ cope. But otherwise, I stressed that this was to remain a "Family only" kind of secret; the last thing I wanted was for the rumor mill to get hold of this story.


Brooke also helped me put things in perspective. I shared with her the information I'd gotten from Bert both on last night's phone call and today's lunch when he, Paige, Sasha, and I discussed the situation. Mr. Fukuzaki had threatened a restraining order if I ever came sniffing around, which didn't come as much of a surprise given his rage when he'd ordered me out of his house. His belief was that Kim was merely infatuated with me, crushing on a boy who didn't love her back the way many young girls did sometimes. She'd made a mistake and gotten knocked up; it was a Lifetime movie, really. He hoped that in time, Kim would get over the infatuation and focus on her future and what she would need to do to continue on with her life as a single mother.


On the other hand, he'd told Bert he was pulling Kim from school not because she might run into me, but because he wanted to be super-careful about Kim's pregnancy. He wanted to monitor her food and exercise and keep her safe. He didn't want her commuting all the way to school and back or stressing herself out trying to balance her academics with morning sickness and changes to her body. But in the end, he would let her return to school, finish her degree, and probably even get her MBA as well. Sure, she would be delayed a year, but her life would get back on track eventually. Mr. Fukuzaki even seemed to be looking forward to raising a grandchild in his house.


Brooke tried to reassure me that time was actually on my side in this case, since I would have nearly nine months to figure out how to get back into Kim's life. Her father had promised that I would get the chance to be a part of my baby's life, and that was a positive sign. She hoped that meant that this restraining order threat was more of a temporary thing while Mr. Fukuzaki got his head around the idea of Kim being pregnant, and that maybe in another week or two he'd let me come visit. Then again, he might keep me away until he was certain that Kim had gotten over her infatuation or until she convinced him her feelings were real. But in the meantime, my life would go on, and maybe there would be better opportunities later.


"I know, but I still wish there was something I could do NOW," I moaned. "Kim loves me, and she needs me, and she wants me. It must be killing her to be separated from me like this, and I feel like I HAVE to go down there and protect her somehow."


"Protect her from whom? Her father? That's what HE'S trying to do by keeping her away from YOU. Let's face it: I know you'd love to have Kim here with you, but if she's going to be pregnant, there's not much safer place for her to be than home."


I sighed. "That's what Viktoriya said."


"You've talked to her, too?"


I nodded. "After class today. Went up into her office and explained everything. Took most of two hours."


"Well, she's going to give you as good advice as there is when it comes to Kim."


"I dunno. She had some crazy idea for me to march back there and order Kim to follow me and see what happened."


"So why don't you?"


"Do what?"


Brooke shrugged. "Drive back down to Sunnyvale. March into that house and command Kim to come back to Berkeley with you."


"Are you crazy?"


"She's a submissive. I know you don't want to take advantage of her but what she NEEDS is strength. And I'm sorry, but compared to Kim's father you're coming off like a whiny bitch."


"Excuse me?"


Brooke rubbed my back. "Look, I get it. Kim's father is her comfort zone and he's been in charge of her entire life for ... well ... her ENTIRE life. He's not going to hurt her. In fact, he's going to do everything in his power to do the exact OPPOSITE of hurt her. And to be perfectly honest, I think at some point he's going to realize how much you still mean to her even after all this time apart, and he's going to invite you back into their lives. So there you go: you'll get back to your son and to Kim. That's my prediction, and I want a cookie if it turns out I'm right."


"A cookie?"


"Nevermind."


"But the whiny bitch part."


Brooke shrugged. "You're not her Master; he is. Plain and simple. If you WERE her Master, you'd go back and order her to come with you. Period. She'd like that, I think."


"And seriously take her away from her father? Away from her family? I seriously think he just might disown her if I did that."


"I seriously think he wouldn't. He'd hate HER choosing to follow your commands instead of his, but he loves her more than he loves his own life. From what you've told me about the way he's reacted, especially that line about being his last memory of her mother, I think she's more precious to him than anything in the world, and it would be HIS turn to find a way to still be a part of YOUR lives. All you'd have to do is show up and command her."


"Assuming she'd listen to MY commands and not HIS."


"Why wouldn't she?"


"Because he's been her Master for more than twenty years, and I was her Master for what, two weeks? Face it, for as much as Kim is devoted to me, it can't compare to her relationship with him."


Brooke shrugged. "If that's what you really believe, then she really IS better off with him instead of you."


I rolled my eyes and ended up rolling my entire head before exhaling heavily and staring at the wall.


"Kim loves you. Kim WANTS to believe in you, but if YOU don't believe in you, then ... well..."


"I can't. I can barely get a grip on my OWN life, let alone hers. Kim made her own choice: when her dad ordered me out and I pleaded her to come with me, she told me to go away. Plain and simple."


"Okay then. Fine. It is what it is." Brooke sighed and stroked my back again.


"So I'm screwed."


"No, you're back to square one: hope that someday down the road he'll change his mind. That's your baby in her, and at some point I know you'll want to do what's best for the kid."


"I do."


"This isn't over yet. There's still time. And hey, maybe things will still work out in the long run. That was the plan anyway, right? You go out there and seek out your true love, and while you're doing so you have Kim and your child. Sure, you don't get to be with her right now, but that may still change and in the meantime, you can continue seeking out that true love. Heck, for all we know, five years from now you'll be marrying DJ and THEN starting your family with her while Kim's little boy is your ring bearer, or if she has a girl, your flower girl. I know things look bleak right now, on both fronts, but a lot can still happen down the road."


"I suppose."


"And hey. Now you've got more free time. It's not too late to join the ballroom dance class at City College again. And you should resume your Krav Maga classes. I like they way they bulked you up."


I snorted. "Maybe."


"It'll be alright, big brother. You'll see. You're a good person. I know bad shit seems to keep happening to you, but things WILL turn around. Don't give up. Keep working at it, and keep trying to make yourself a better person. And I KNOW that you'll figure out a way to make things right."


"You really think so?"


"I KNOW so. You're my big brother, and you've already been to the pits of hell AND back a few times already it seems. You'll make it work out in the end."


Her words were encouraging, and they succeeded in giving me hope. I smiled and rubbed my sister's head, saying, "Thanks, little one. If you're even half as good at cheering up DJ as you are me, I know she'll be right as rain in no time."


Brooke sighed, "If only it were this easy."


I wrapped an arm around my little sister, pulling her to me in a hug while bending over and kissing the top of her head.


She snuggled against me and sighed again, this time with a distinctly different note. "I forgot how nice this feels, wrapped up in your arms. It reminds me of a few other things I've missed since moving out."


I blinked and pulled my head back, staring at my little sister in disbelief. "You're horny? Now?"


She rolled her eyes and shook her head. "No, not horny. Not after that intense kind of conversation, which really was a mood killer. But I do miss the sex. Joel always works so hard to keep me happy, and I've needed him as my own support lately. But his moves have got nothing compared to yours."


"I'm not sure whether to feel weird about my little sister telling me about sex with her boyfriend or apologize for not taking care of you myself."


"Probably both." Brooke flashed me a little smile. "Anyways, I should probably get back to DJ. She and Faye will be wondering what you and I are talking about, and I'm going to have to figure out how to tell them all of this."


"I can still go with you and do it myself."


"You show up and tell DJ to her face that you impregnated someone else, after she JUST went through an abortion, and she's liable to kill herself."


"Please tell me you're not serious."


Brooke arched an eyebrow at me, and then shrugged and deadpanned, "Fine. I'm not serious."


I frowned. "She wouldn't actually kill herself, would she?"


Brooke gave me a worried look. "Really ... I'm not sure."





My little sister realized that she'd probably told me too much. But despite her best efforts to reassure me that DJ would be fine and that she'd take care of everything, I couldn't shake her admission that she wasn't sure DJ wouldn't harm herself. It was everything I could do to not drive over there, grab DJ, and lock her in a room with me until I could convince myself that she'd be alright, but in the end I simply drove Brooke back to Faye's apartment and then turned away.


As before in situations of extreme emotional turmoil, I found myself driving rather aimlessly. The thought of driving back to my big, empty house did NOT appeal. It was now late in the evening on a school night, and Bert, Sasha, and Paige had all gone home. Falling asleep while knowing that not a single other human being was under the same roof had been terribly difficult the past few nights, and I wasn't looking forward to doing so again. Sure, I knew I'd have to sleep eventually, but not yet, not right now.


For a moment I thought about driving across the Bay to Sasha's place. All protestations aside, the girl was still infatuated with me and would happily welcome me into her arms. She'd offered last night, when Bert had called to report on Kim's withdrawal from school. But I'd gently deflected her offers to comfort me and ultimately drove her to the BART station. Sure, she might bring me a few moments of blissful release and the momentary peace of orgasm, but I was only too aware of her feelings for me and to mess around with another woman's emotions while I was still recovering from the dramas of both DJ and Kim seemed too much like playing with fire.


I thought about driving down south to Fremont and hitting up Bert for Xbox. But I didn't think his mom would think too kindly of me showing up this late in the evening on a Wednesday.


I even thought about stopping by Paige's house in Atherton. But I didn't want to intrude on a single mother in the late evening. She'd already done enough simply by being my friend and talking about the situation with me today at lunch.


And the Stanford girls? Amber included? No. True, they would care and they would offer to help. But there was nothing they could do and the fewer people that knew about Kim's pregnancy the better, at least for now.


That only left Adrienne, but it was after midnight on the East Coast and she had enough going on with the sex tape scandal still going around. I myself had been caught up in it, with seemingly half the campus aware that my schlong was available on the internet for all to see in action. The funny thing was: it hadn't really had much of an impact. Really, my reputation around campus had already been decided long ago. Everyone had known that I was Adrienne Dennis' ex-boyfriend, which only spurred the Big Ben rep when she made it big. To have evidence of our sexual activities didn't change anything. The girls that wanted a Big Ben experience of their own before still wanted one. The girls that would run screaming in the other direction if I so much as winked at them still didn't. And pretty much every male on campus didn't want to have anything to do with me while secretly wishing they were in my shoes. My life went on.


I'd call Adrienne tomorrow.


In the meantime, I thought about stopping off at a bar. There were certainly plenty of them in Berkeley, and the idea of drowning myself in alcohol held a certain appeal. Drinking would numb my senses, numb my pain. But then again, I wasn't a really big drinker. Sure, I could handle my liquor at a party, but I didn't go out of my way to get loaded. No, my drug of choice had always been sex, and if I wanted to numb my senses, numb my pain, there were other sources for getting what I needed.


Blissful release. The momentary peace of orgasm. But not with Sasha. Not with anybody else who might complicate my emotions or romantic ideas of attachment. Given my recent history, there really were only two places I could have gone, and while Casey and Carolyn would certainly be willing, I had no way of knowing whether or not they'd be available.


That's why I found myself on Warring Street. That's why my Mustang ended up parked outside a familiar house with three isosceles triangles emblazoned above the main entrance.


But I didn't get out of the car yet. Something was holding me back, and once I realized what it was, I pulled out my cell phone. I held down the number two speed dial, saw the name flash on screen, and then I waited.


And waited.


And waited.


Kim wasn't picking up her phone. I'd changed DJ over to the number 2 when we were together, and after DJ left me I'd changed it to Kim. Even now, miles and miles away and under the lock and key of her father, she was still the most important woman in my life. Hell, even if I fell in love again, unless Kim somehow lost this baby she would remain the most important woman in my life. In this day and age of caller ID, I really hoped she would see her phone ringing, would see my name on the display, and despite whatever standing orders she had from her father, I hoped she would just talk to me for two minutes and let me know that she was okay.


But she didn't. She didn't pick up the phone. So I got out of my car.


After locking my car, I walked up to the entry way and rang the doorbell. A few moments later, the door opened and a pretty bottle-blonde smiled up at me.


"Ohmigawd, Ben!" Andie Holland greeted perkily as she launched herself forward and hugged me. "What are you doing here?"


I hugged her back and shrugged. "I've been feeling a little bit down and could use some cheering up. You know anybody who might be interested in keeping me company tonight?"


Andie's eyes sparkled, and as she backed up, she took me by the hand.





Three days later, I awoke on Saturday morning beneath a pile of naked limbs, feeling quite satisfied with myself. Spectacular orgasms have a way of doing that to a guy, propping up his ego and making him feel ... alive. I found that I rather liked this feeling, and even though some part of me figured I should be shutting myself in like a hermit to really ponder and dwell upon everything that had been happening to me lately, a greater part of myself rationalized that I hadn't actually done anything wrong.


So what if I wanted to get laid? Was there supposed to be something wrong with that? I got to feel better, the girls got to feel better, and everybody wins. Where's the harm in that?


I'd first woken up in Andie's bedroom on Thursday morning feeling a little guilty. After all, it had been less than three weeks since my fiancée left me. I should be torn about that, in mourning or something, right? To just climb back into the saddle would like dishonor her memory or some such nonsense.


Thing is, I'd ALREADY climbed back into the saddle and moved on. I'd impregnated Kim, put my hopes and faith in family and future into her, and then went about "dating" Casey McCahill while simultaneously hooking up with Carolyn, Chevelle, Andie, Lakhi, and Tonya. Heck, throw in making a sex tape with Adrienne and Sasha, and you can't really say I ever went into a mourning period over DJ.


Did that mean I never truly cared about her? I didn't think so. I knew what my feelings had been for her, and I would never have regretted living the rest of my life with her as my wife and the mother of my kids. It had been HER decision to leave, and I had simply decided not to be a wimp about moving on from that.


And sure, now KIM had left me, too. Well, she hadn't LEFT me so much as her father ordered her to move home and drop out of school and have nothing to do with me until the baby was born. But if I hadn't gotten all mushy and contemplative in the aftermath of DJ's leaving, I wasn't about to do so now that Kim was gone as well.


Get up off the ground. Move on. Stop whining and DO something, right? Well I had been doing something. No, I hadn't resumed my ballroom dance and Krav Maga classes like Brooke suggested, but I HAD been doing ... things...


Thursday morning I'd left the Tri-Delt house with a kiss for Andie and a promise that I wouldn't lose her number if I ever found myself needing additional relief. I'd gone to class and paid attention to my lectures and endured the well-meaning but ultimately pointless "cheering up" Bert and Sasha continued to try and give me. Bert wanted to play Xbox, so I played Xbox. Sasha wanted to fuck my brains out, but I didn't let her. Hey, it just goes to show I'm still a rational, considerate human being, right? I'd move on and masturbate myself by using a Tri-Delt's lithe, toned body instead of my right hand, but I wouldn't abuse Sasha's feelings for me. That was the right thing to do, right?


But doing the right thing doesn't mean I HAVE to be alone. No, I wasn't going to get clingy or co-dependent on anyone, but really that just means not becoming excess baggage on any ONE person in particular. After leaving the Tri-Delt Chapter House on Thursday, I didn't call Andie back asking for a repeat booty call. Instead, I called Adrienne, just like I was supposed to.


She'd actually already heard about Kim from my parents, but had been waiting for me to call and tell her myself. She basically said the same things Brooke had, that there was still lots of time before Kim gave birth and that everything would be alright and that I didn't need to get depressed over the SECOND time my baby mama had been taken away from me. Adrienne offered to fly back and keep me company, but I of course insisted that she stay in New York. Sports Illustrated and Fashion Week weren't going to wait for her. Besides, I wasn't going to be selfish and become an attention-whore. I didn't need anybody listening to me whine, and I certainly wasn't going to whine to myself.


No, I assured Adrienne that I'd be just fine on my own and that I'd get some therapeutic physical distractions, of which Adrienne approved. So I called up Casey and asked if she was busy. She wasn't, so I invited her over to the house.


I woke up on Friday morning to find Casey's nice tits in my face while Carolyn deep-throated my cock. I sent them both off to school with a load of cum in each of their cunts, and then puttered around the house tidying up and doing some actual studying. Bert dropped by before lunch, ostensibly to play video games even though I knew he was checking up on my emotional condition, quite possibly at Lynne's direction. I assured him I was fine, and then we met up with Sasha and Paige for lunch as usual.


I flirted some, including a couple of Chi Omegas who had been friends with Steph Brajkovich from last year. Word had been spreading around campus of my single status, and the sex tape had put me back on everyone's radar. I could feel the wolves beginning to circle, and I actually thought I'd let a few of them get a bite. After all, my social calendar was still empty for Friday night.


But then busty brunette Tri-Delt Jamie Miano had swung by and quite literally taken my hand and dragged me away from the Chi Omegas. She preempted any further arguments by asking ME out on a date, and hey ... my social calendar was still empty for Friday night.


So we went out. We enjoyed dinner. Jamie even paid. We started making out in the Mustang, and when Jamie asked me to take her to my house, I readily agreed. We pulled up to find a familiar black Lexus ES already parallel parked on the curb, and Andie Holland and Filipina babe Jocelyn Canilao both got out of it as the Mustang pulled in.


Wordlessly, I'd arched an eyebrow at Jamie. She shrugged, smiled, and explained, "Texted them before we left the restaurant."


Worked for me. As great as Jamie was in the sack, everyone knew that no single Tri-Delt could completely tame the beast. The three of them sure gave it their best shot, though. And in the end, I was so exhausted that I'd simply lain wherever I found myself when the last shred of energy left my body. I wasn't cuddling per se. If it so happened that my head was pillowed on the bosom of a naked girl, so much the better, but it wasn't about my co-dependency.


So now it was Saturday morning, and I'd awoken beneath a pile of naked limbs, quite happy to be in this position. The best part about waking up amongst a pile of limbs was the simple fact that those limbs belonged to naked females, and specifically naked females who had already proven their willingness to let me have sex with them. This proved exceedingly convenient given that the seven or so hours of sleep I'd just had provided me with new reserves of energy to fuel my body's motion, and that the seven or so hours since my last ejaculation had provided me with more than ample enough time to develop a brand new erection.


Now since the little head on my erection awoke before my big head did, that little head was doing my thinking for me. Like a homing missile, its acute senses sniffed out the nearest wet pussy. And almost on instinct, I found myself rolling atop a busty, lush feminine body.


Jamie inhaled sharply as my cock pushed three inches into her snatch. Her folds were still quite moist from the copious amounts of her girlcum and my man spunk deposited in there the night before. The Italian girl's dark brown eyes fluttered as I pushed myself in deeper, and by the time my short and curlies were pressed up against her trimmed beaver, she was fully awake and giving me a sideways smirk. "Um ... good morning..." she drawled.


"Morning," I mumbled around a mouthful of boob. Jamie's D-cup melons sagged noticeably beneath their heavy weight. But there was nothing saggy about her nipples, which were hard bullets at the center of fat areolas straining in vain to puncture the ceiling far above.


"Ohhh..." Jamie moaned as I withdrew most of the way out and then swiftly pushed into her once again. Her arms came up to cradle my head to her breast before I kissed my way higher and impulsively decided to give her a hickey on her creamy-white neck.


Jocelyn awoke sometime during my fuck with Jamie. When I realized that the Filipina babe's eyes were open as she smiled at us, I focused on getting my current Italian amante a nice orgasm, and once I did, I pecked Jamie on her lips and then moved over to mount Jocelyn instead.


The tan, Asian brunette had been sleeping face-down, and she remained that way as I drilled her from behind. Being somewhat more petite than Jamie, her snug pussy clutched at me nicely and it was easy to hold her breasts in my hands without needing to hunch over very far. She crooned out her morning climax as I gave her a hickey to match Jamie's, and just then I glanced over to see Andie grinning at us.


I pulled out of Jocelyn and moved over. Having had plenty of time to wake herself up, Andie took charge by grabbing my shoulders and rolling me onto my back. The bottle-blonde was built about the same as Jocelyn, so once again I sighed happily at the snug tightness of her pussy. I played with her perky titties while she humped up and down in my lap. I then sat up to give the cute Tri-Delt her own hickey before she squealed out a climax. And when my third lover of the morning clenched her inner muscles around my invading prod, she sucked out my spunk along with her.


"Ahhh..." Andie sighed as she felt me squirting inside her. As we both came down from our orgasmic peaks, she took a deep breath and then grinned. "That's a helluva way to wake up."


"We should do it every morning," I agreed, a goofy grin on my face post-ejaculation.


Andie blinked in surprise, her body going still atop me as her eyes widened.


Jamie giggled beside us. "Is that an invitation?"


Now it was my turn to blink in surprise. "Uh..." I fumbled for a moment. "I hadn't really thought about it."


"Girls, girls," Jocelyn said calmingly. "Don't we know better than to accept promises from a guy right after he's busted his nut? Especially while he's still buried inside one of us?"


Andie giggled and clenched her pussy muscles again, giving my slowly-deflating cock a little massage. "Aww..." she pouted. "But it sounds like a really good idea."


"Andie..." I began gently, not wanting to bite the hand that just fed me. "We're friends, and this has really been fantastic. But I don't want you to get the wrong idea that-"


"Hey, hey, relax," Jocelyn soothed, reaching out and rubbing my chest. "None of us has any designs on trying to make you settle down, especially after what you've just been through, right?"


Jamie nodded agreeably. Andie winced for a moment, but nodded as well. She also climbed off me, sliding across the bed for a tissue to blot up her leakage.


"After all the shit that's just happened to me over the last few weeks, the LAST thing I want is any kind of serious relationship," I explained apologetically, looking at each of them in turn. "Honestly, I would love to be able to wake up every morning with any one of you, much less all three of you. But suggesting that anything like that actually happen is dangerously close to commitment, and I have no intention of leading any of you on."


"Hey ... we get it," Jocelyn replied firmly. "This is all for fun. We have a good time, you have a good time – everybody wins."


"But hey, why not?" Jamie chirped. When all three of us looked at her, she immediately held her hands up. "I don't mean trying to trap Ben into a relationship or anything. I meant the idea of waking up every morning with one of us. He IS single now. And by keeping a girl stationed here at all times, the sorority can establish a little territory."


Jocelyn's jaw dropped. "What, like this house is a beachhead and we're gaining a foothold onto enemy grounds?"


"Ben's house is not enemy grounds. More like we Tri-Delts can establish our claim on him; keep some of those other predatory bitches away," Jamie said haughtily. "You already know the Chi Omegas want to steal him."


I blushed.


"Hey, we can't do that," Andie interrupted. "It's not fair to Ben. However much history we've had together, Ben is not a Tri-Delt and he's not our property to be defended. Ben can date and see whomever he chooses, and for us to 'keep a girl stationed here at all times' sounds like an extreme invasion of privacy."


"Andie's right," Jocelyn sighed.


Jamie pouted.


And then all three girls were suddenly looking at me.


I had been sitting up this whole time, leaning back on my arms while watching in amusement as the girls bantered back and forth. It was quite distracting that all three of them were still fully naked, and in these first few minutes after my ejaculation I was still feeling pretty mellow.


Realizing that the girls were waiting for me to say something, I shrugged and smirked. "Actually, I rather liked the idea of having some casual company around. You're right: I don't really like the notion of 'keeping someone stationed here'; it smacks of obligation and commitment on both sides. But that said, what single guy in his right mind wouldn't like to have a horny girl or two around at all times?"


The girls giggled. Jocelyn put in: "You'd love that, wouldn't you? A willing Tri-Delt always at your beck and call?"


Jamie laughed. "We should have a hotline installed, like the President. Any time the red phone rings in the house, whichever girl wants to answer it hustles over and fucks Ben's brains out."


All three girls giggled again, but I held my hands up. "Hey, let's not get carried away. As appealing as that idea sounds, you all mean more to me than that. I've slept with a lot of the sisters, but I've tried to always establish those relationships as mutual. I'm not the sorority cock at your beck and call, and I respect each of you too much as individuals to ever expect you to just drop everything and rush over here to ... service me ... or something."


"But we like servicing you," Jamie leered.


I blushed and looked down in embarrassment, but replied with a smile, "I rather enjoy being serviced too."


"So let's think about this for a minute," Jocelyn began. "Ben is single, and he enjoys having sex with us. There are a good number of Tri-Delts who like having sex with Ben. Surely we can work something out."


"But it has to be an arrangement that doesn't obligate Ben, OR us," Andie put in. "No Tri-Delt can be compelled to be with him, and he has to be free to pursue a relationship – a real relationship – with someone if he so chooses."


"Simple," I stated with a shrug and a smile. "Mi casa es su casa. My door is open to any of you should you want to come visit. We're all friends – and let's be plain: we're fuck-buddies too – and I'd be happy at any time to have you here.'


"You mean have us here," Jamie intoned, patting the bed and giving me a seductive smile.


I shook my head. "Like Andie said: no obligations. If you want to visit just for the sheer enjoyment of my company, I'd love that; quite honestly, I don't have that many real friends right now. If we mutually want to have a little physical pleasure, that works too. But no girl is 'stationed' here and no one is at my beck and call."


"And if you end up finding a new girlfriend?" Andie asked hesitantly.


I took a deep breath. "Well, depending on the girl, the situation then might change. We'll cross that bridge when we come to it. But I'll tell you all right now that my pursuing a serious relationship is NOT going to happen anytime soon. After all the ups and downs in my romantic life these last few years, I'm taking a break from the serious commitment scene. My head hurts just trying to think about it. I'm a Senior and graduation is in only a few more months. Right now, I really just want to survive the remainder of my academic career, and at the same time, I'm a horny 21-year-old who wants to enjoy his life ... and the friends in it."


"So we're just friends ... fuck-buddies," Jocelyn said while nodding. "We can visit if we want; we don't have to if we don't. Whichever girl or girls end up hanging out here can self-organize to hook up with you or not. And there are no obligations for anyone. That about sum it up?"


I nodded. "Sounds about right."


Jamie and Andie grinned. Jamie giggled, "So how about tonight?"


I gestured across my room. "Mi casa es su casa."





It was still Saturday afternoon when 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, that was no longer true. I could certainly fend for myself in the kitchen...


... but dammit, sometimes a guy just wants a burger.


Hey, a little fast food wouldn't kill me. I was still young and healthy. Besides, it wasn't like I would be lacking for cardio exercise.


Speaking of which, I was just tossing the burger carton into the trash when my cell phone went off. I checked the display and smirked as I read the name: Jamie Miano.


"Hello, lovely," I greeted.


"Ooh, I like that. Say it again."


"Hello... lovely."


Jamie giggled cutely over the line. "Is it alright if we come over?"


"Anytime," I replied.


"Any time?" she queried. "You mean we can just drop by unannounced?"


"Sure, really. Other than classes during the weekdays, I don't really have anywhere else to go."


"I'm not sure whether to pity your pathetic-ness or be pleased by your availability."


"Be pleased, please."


"Okay." Jamie giggled again. "We'll be over in ten minutes."


We hung up, and then I glanced around the house. Despite my resolve to be casual about this, to treat these Tri-Delt booty calls as if they were just any other day, I found myself feeling the butterflies of anxiety as if I were waiting for a date. I couldn't help but putter around the living room, tidying up things just a bit. And after smell-checking my own breath, I even swished some Coke around my mouth just to help with my burger/onion breath.


ReLAX, man. This isn't a date. There's no need to impress anybody. Jamie, Andie, and Jocelyn are a sure thing, and even if they weren't, you're still going to enjoy their non-sexual company. Anything will be better than being friendless and alone.



Still, it couldn't hurt to not be physically unappealing.



Taking a deep breath, I wondered if I had enough time to change clothes. Having stayed in the house all day, I wasn't stinky or anything. But maybe some fresh deodorant or maybe even a splash of cologne or...


The doorbell rang.


Shrugging, I felt my sense of nervousness fade away. They were here now, and whatever happened, happened. I took a deep breath and headed for the front door. I had to admit: I was curious as to how Jamie, Andie, and Jocelyn would now look, having returned to the Sorority House for fresh clothes and makeup after departing this morning.


Opening the door, I soon had my answer. Jamie had dressed comfortably, with a white spaghetti-strap tank top that put her big hooters on full display and a summer skirt. But my eyes bugged out in surprise to see the two girls immediately behind her.


More specifically, I was surprised to see which two girls were behind her. I'd been expecting to see Andie Holland and Jocelyn Canilao. After all, it was those two plus Jamie who had discussed our fuck-buddy "mi casa es su casa" arrangement. But instead of Andie and Jocelyn, I found myself gawking at super-curvaceous Latina Lupe Gutierrez and Nordic blonde Whitney Arvidsson.


"Heyyy, Ben," Whitney greeted me coyly, bringing a hand up to her jaw line and biting on her pinky nail.


"Buenas tardes, Ben-ha-meen," Lupe enthused.


"Um, hi ladies," I stammered in surprise.


"Have you already eaten?" Jamie inquired, gesturing to Lupe who carried a wicker picnic basket. "If not, Lupe brought us some snacks."


"Um, yeah ... I already ate," I stuttered, still recovering from the surprise.


"Oh goody!" Whitney giggled. "Then we can go straight to the sex!"





I yawned as I entered the kitchen on Sunday morning, and then smiled to see the half-naked female with her back to me. Jamie stood before the cooking range, frying up eggs in a wide sauté pan. Her long dark hair was pulled up into a high ponytail, and she'd rolled up the sleeves of her oversized white men's button-down dress shirt (my button-down dress shirt). And when I sidled up behind her and slid my hand up her thigh, I quickly found that the dress shirt was her only article of clothing.


"Stop that," she laughed, tugging on my wrist and extracting my fingers from her still-wet pussy.


"Mmm ... Breakfast..." I intoned as I popped those fingers into my mouth to suck off her juices.


"Gimme a taste."


Shrugging, I slid my hand underneath the shirt and shoved two fingers into her snatch again, making Jamie double over and laugh. But once properly coated, I pulled my fingers out and fed them to the busty Italian babe.


"So why'd you leave early?" I asked, heading for the fridge to get some orange juice. "Whitney wanted you to suck out the creampie."


Jamie shrugged with her back to me, focusing on the eggs. "Two nights in a row with you ... plus mornings ... have worn me out. I felt satisfied enough to stop. Figured Lupe and Whitney could use the extra attention. Besides, I'll bet Lupe was happy to slurp up the creampie.


I nodded. "She was. She's out cold now. So's Whitney, for that matter."


Jamie laughed. "I'll bet."


Sidling back up behind Jamie, I slid my hand down to cup her bare ass and rubbed it gently. "Sure you don't want one more turn? Bend you over right here against the counter? Reach underneath that shirt to fondle your tits before grabbing onto them as leverage while I thrust into you from behind?"


Jamie inhaled sharply as my fingers ran down the crack of her ass. She stiffened and looked back at me with thinly disguised lust in her eyes. But before she could respond, a new voice cut in.


"Ben?" Brooke called brightly.


I turned around just in time to see my little sister enter the kitchen, with Sasha right behind her. When I moved, my body revealed Jamie in front of me, which stopped both newcomers in their tracks.


"Oops," Brooke grunted. "Sorry, I didn't realize you had company."


"It's your brother. Surely you can't be that surprised," Sasha commented dryly.


Jamie and I shared a look. She was wondering why my sister and another girl were here when I had specifically told her before that all my roommates had moved out, and I shrugged at her helplessly. But smoothly, Jamie blushed before giving the girls a short wave. "Hi, I'm Jamie."


Brooke nodded as she headed for the fridge. "Brooke. I'm Ben's sister."


"Pleased to meet you."


"I'm Sasha."


Jamie blushed again. "Hope you girls don't mind me using your cookware."


"Not mine," Sasha replied with her hands up. "I don't live here."


"Don't worry about it," Brooke replied, pulling her head out of the fridge with a carton of orange juice in her hand. "We've got plenty."


I stepped up, gesturing Jamie to the cabinets. "If you're going to make a habit of cooking here, I'd better show you where everything is."


"Habit?" Sasha gave Jamie a strange look before raising her eyebrows at me. And in a slightly worried voice, she asked, "So are you two seeing each other?"


Jamie quickly held her hands up. "No, no. Ben and I are just friends. Nothing serious, otherwise the other Tri-Delts would try to lynch me."


"Oh, okay," Sasha chirped in obvious relief. "You're from the Sorority?"


Jamie nodded before turning back to me. "But yeah, you'd better show me where everything is so I can tell the other girls who'll be coming by here."


Brooke closed the refrigerator and arched an eyebrow. "Other girls?"


Jamie glanced at me and smirked. "Guess Ben shoulda cleared it with you girls first, but he sorta offered an open door to the Sorority. He said we could come hang out here whenever we wanted."


I pulled my head back. "Wait, to the whole Sorority?"


"'Mi casa es su casa'. Remember that whole thing about keeping a girl stationed here at all times?"


I blinked twice. "I thought you just meant you, Andie, and Jocelyn!"


"Really?" Jamie's eyes widened. "Oh, oops."


"What do you mean, 'oops'?"


"Nothing. I mean, we can totally fix this."


"Fix what?"


Jamie blushed. "Well ... uh ... we kinda told the whole Sorority that you were up for grabs. Oh, we meant what we said about obligation. You don't have to nail any of us if you don't want to or aren't in the mood or whatever, and we can stop the arrangement at any time you feel we should. And we agreed that there should never be more than three of us here at any time. But ... uh ... yeah ... We kinda worked it out that every night for the foreseeable future, you'll have up to three Tri-Delts coming by here to hang out."


"Three?" Sasha's jaw dropped.


Just then, Whitney and Lupe arrived downstairs. Having taken their cue from Jamie earlier, they too arrived wearing nothing but my button-down dress shirts. "Hey y'all!" Whitney greeted perkily before sensing the momentary awkwardness in the room. "Uh ... are we interrupting something?"


Brooke was already laughing as she looked over the newcomers. "No, I think you two are right on time." Reaching into the cabinet and pulling out a large, oversized wok, she said, "Hi girls. I'm Brooke, Ben's sister. How would you like your eggs?"





The six of us settled in for breakfast, and although I kept shooting Brooke and Sasha questioning glances, their responding looks told me to save it until after the Tri-Delts were gone. We all engaged in pleasant conversation, and Sasha explained that she was just a friend, but not an ex-roommate. Although she added a somewhat curious "yet" in there.


In the meantime, Brooke extracted out the "mi casa es su casa" story about Jamie, Andie, and Jocelyn coming up with the plan to have at least one but no more than three Tri-Delts visiting each night to keep Big Ben polished and my balls drained dry.


"We're not trying to tie him down or anything, honestly," Jamie assured them. "It's really just sex. We want it. He wants it. Ben gets laid, the girls get laid, and hey, the girls don't have to add to their 'number'. Everybody gets what they want, for as long as this lasts. And if he ever wants to get serious with somebody, like romantically, we can all walk away. No pressure."


Sasha looked like her head was about to explode, but Brooke punched me in the shoulder. "You lucky dog, you. Enjoy this while it lasts," she encouraged. "Think of it as karma trying to be nice after everything you've just been through."


I shrugged and nodded. "I do. I will."


In the end, Jamie, Lupe, and Whitney returned upstairs to exchange my dress shirts for their own clothing. I smirked to see all three of them lift the tails of the shirts on their way up the stairs, giving Brooke, Sasha, and me three perky full moons to whistle over.


When they were gone, I finally cornered my little sister and classmate/teammate/lover and asked why the hell they were here, and together of all things. Sure, Brooke and Sasha had met up plenty of times for Project Ben dinners during first semester, but it wasn't like they'd become pals or anything.


"First of all, it's pure coincidence that we were here at the same time," Brooke explained. "I actually came by to collect a few more things from DJ's room and mine. Clothes, school supplies, decorations ... stuff."


"And I was just coming up the sidewalk when Brooke pulled into the driveway," Sasha said. "There's something I wanted to ask you last night, but your phone hasn't been picking up."


"Oh. I probably turned it off when the girls came by." I shrugged. "I was kinda busy, you know?"


"I'll bet." Sasha laughed. "Anyway, I didn't have anything better to do today, and Paige is taking April to the zoo with her Aunt and Uncle, so I thought I'd just drop by and see if you were home."


I nodded. "So what did you want to ask me?"


"Uh ... well..." The brunette blushed and glanced at my sister.


Brooke caught the look and jerked a thumb. "Should I leave? I can totally go start packing up and leave you two alone."


"No, no." Sasha waved her off. "Moved out or not, this is as much your home as his. I really should ask this of you, too."


I shrugged. "Ask what?"


"Well ... I'm on a month-to-month lease, and while San Bruno rent isn't as bad as in the City, it isn't cheap, either. Well I started thinking that with Brooke and DJ and Kim all moved out, you've kinda got a lot of room here. And I know Brooke and DJ could move back in at any time, but with Kim's father already withdrawing her from school, I figured there's at least one bedroom that isn't spoken for."


"Oh, you want to move in?" Brooke asked, more for confirmation than anything.


Sasha nodded. "If that's okay. I could put my notice in now and then move in thirty days. That is, if the rent you'd charge me would be less than what I'm paying for my apartment, which I'm pretty sure it would be. It would just be for a few months until graduation, and then I know we'll all go our separate ways. But if I could save even a couple of hundred dollars a month ... Plus, I wouldn't have to commute five days a week for class; I'd just have to head into the City three nights a week for work. The time savings, plus the money, well ... I don't want to impose on you, especially if you're going to be having company ... but..."


I frowned. "Even knowing about the Tri-Delts, you wouldn't mind? Having three scantily-clad sorority girls hanging around trying to fuck my brains out? Granted, you didn't know about any of that before you had this idea, but now that you do, you still would want to move in?"


Sasha shrugged. "I'm a stripper; I'm kinda used to scantily-clad girls. As for them hanging around trying to fuck your brains out ... yeah, I can handle it. As long as you don't mind me masturbating in my room while I listen in."


I rolled my eyes and shook my head. If you had told me at the beginning of Junior year that buttoned-up Sasha Serafian would be masturbating in the next room while I banged up to three naked sorority chicks, I would have checked you into a mental health institution myself.


Sighing in disbelief at the latest twist my life had taken, I dropped my chin into an open palm and shrugged at my little sister. "What do YOU think?"


Brooke shrugged. "If she's fine with it, she's fine with it. She can take Kim's room and pay the same rent. Mom and Dad get a wash on rental income, and life goes on."


"So it's okay with you?" Sasha asked brightly.


Brooke smiled and nodded.


"And you, Ben?" Sasha asked, a little more nervously.


I took a deep breath and sighed. "Sure. Why the hell not?"


"Really!" Excitedly, Sasha pushed back her chair and jumped around the dining table to bear hug me. "Thank you!"


"You're welcome," I wheezed, since she squeezed me hard enough to nearly crush my lungs. "As long as you know what you're getting yourself into."


"Oh, I do. You don't know what this means to me. I'll finally be able to put a few dollars into savings and being this close to campus and not having to commute back and forth to school ... It'll be incredible! I almost can't wait another 30 days!"


I sighed, thinking about a new idea before once again throwing caution to the wind and saying, "Don't worry about the 30 days. Sure, you'll have to keep paying rent on your apartment, but you can go ahead and move in as soon as you want. I won't charge you until your apartment lease is up."


"REALLY?!?" The strength in Sasha's second hug made the first seem tame.


"Why not? It's not like my life can get any crazier."





It was really, really late Sunday night when I heard a key jiggle in the front door. A few seconds later, dressed in the shapeless, baggy clothes she often wore for the BART ride after a shift at the club, Sasha walked through the hallway and offered a weary "Hello" to everyone in the living room.


"Hey, Sasha," I replied before returning my attention to the girl currently giving me a blowjob.


"Hey," Lakhi Sharma greeted, looking up from her textbook.


"Hi," Tonya Brackett said politely, still leaning against my shoulder with her lips moist from our recent makeout session.


"Um, hi?" petite little Misa Ng added belatedly, lifting her mouth off my cock and glancing down the hallway, not sure what to make of the pretty brunette she didn't recognize heading up the stairs.


After agreeing to let Sasha move in right away, we'd driven to her apartment in San Bruno to collect most of her necessities. Kim's old bedroom was fully furnished, so she really just needed bedding, clothes, and toiletries. So we filled the Mustang to the brim with whatever would fit and then returned to Berkeley to get her settled in.


Bert had brought back Kim's house key, which I then gave to Sasha, so she had free rein to come and go as she needed. She'd left the house before dinner, needing to get to her shift at Nocturne, so she'd already been gone before Lakhi, Tonya, and Misa arrived. Since the three Tri-Delts had been in quite the hurry to get down to the fucking, I'd never had the chance to warn them that I'd added a roommate, and I'd forgotten about Sasha entirely until she walked right through the door.


But now I remembered, and now the Tri-Delts were quite curious. Jamie certainly hadn't told them anything about a roommate. Misa sat up completely and the three girls grilled me for two minutes while I tried to explain the somewhat complicated story about letting my project teammate move into an unoccupied bedroom. They were less concerned with the back-story than with whether or not this would impede their Tri-Delt visitation plan, and I spent the remainder of the time reassuring them that this wouldn't.


Eventually, Sasha returned downstairs, dressed in casual, long-sleeved pajamas. "Hey, girls. I'm Sasha," she introduced herself. "I understand we may be seeing a lot of each other. Sorry if I interrupted you." That last bit was directed at Misa, who blushed prettily.


"No problem," Lakhi replied for all of us. "Ben just explained. I'm Lakhi."


"I'm Tonya. Pleased to meet you."


"Misa," the petite Vietnamese Junior said while bashfully burying her face into my neck while I wrapped an arm around her.


"Really, you guys can carry on," Sasha said, again looking apologetic. "I'm just going to head to bed. It's late and tomorrow's a school day."


"Good night," I said warmly before turning and pecking Misa on the forehead for reassurance.


Sasha's eyes twinkled, and she cracked a smile. She knew that the instant she was gone, I'd be nudging Misa's head back down toward my crotch. And then she turned and headed up to her own room.





"Hey there, stranger," Bert greeted me with a fist bump and then fell into step alongside me as we trudged up the hill towards lunch. "So what's this Sasha tells me about you moving half the Tri-Delts into your house?"


I shot my best friend a look and raised my eyebrows. He shrugged and gave me a goofy grin, so I sighed and replied defensively, "I didn't move in half the Tri-Delts. There were only three last night."


"Three at a time, or that's what Sasha tells me. How many in total?"


"There've only been ... ah ... eight girls."


"So far."


I rolled my eyes. "Although it sometimes seems like it, I haven't slept with every girl over there. Eight is just about all of them who haven't graduated or don't currently have a boyfriend."


"You sure? I thought Tonya had a boyfriend. Jocelyn and Whitney, too. Or at least they did when I was with Esther."


"Boyfriends?" I winced. Since I didn't have a Monday morning class, I'd had plenty of time to stay in for a morning screw. Misa had needed to run off for her own early class, but I'd had a pleasant threesome with Lakhi and Tonya. I could still remember the sight of my creamy white spunk leaking down Tonya's dark caramel-colored thigh and smiled at the memory; but I imagine that Tonya's boyfriend wouldn't be smiling. "Okay, maybe I need to set some ground rules with these girls before I have an angry mob of jilted boyfriends come attacking the castle."


Bert whistled. "Yeah, you'd better do that. Or was this just a wild weekend thing? Now it's back to school and back to normal?"


"Maybe." I cracked a smile. "Tell you the truth: I could use a little breather. It's been three girls a night for the last three nights, and even I have my limits."


"You? Limits? Say it isn't so!" Bert took on a stricken expression and clamped two hands over his heart. "Nobody wants to see their idols rendered human."


I smirked and shook my head. But then I arched an eyebrow and gave my friend a serious look. "So when the heck did you talk to Sasha? I wasn't aware of you being in constant contact and all that."


Bert shrugged. "We were always friends, but ever since this Kim thing went down we've been talking a lot more. She doesn't have many other friends, and I don't have Kim to chat with myself. So we met up this morning for breakfast before class."


"Ah. That explains why she was gone before I got downstairs."


Bert nodded. "She figured things would be more relaxed around the house for you and your girls if she wasn't around."


"Wasn't around?" I sighed. "Great. Now I feel bad. I didn't mean to make her feel awkward with the situation."


"Don't worry. She's fine with you and the Tri-Delts. Really."


"Sasha told you that?"


"Sure."


"It's just ... I just don't know exactly where we stand, you know? I mean, I know she got all excited about the idea of moving in and saving both time and money, and I'm happy to help her out. But I wasn't expecting this little Tri-Delt occupation thing and I don't want to make her feel ostracized in a place that's supposed to be HER house too. And on top of all that, you and I both know exactly what I'm going to be doing with the Tri-Delts, and to have that rubbed in Sasha's face when I won't let her and me ... And ... And knowing how she feels about me? It's just, I feel like I owe her more than this."


"Hey, I've got a wild and crazy idea."


"What?"


Bert stopped walking and leveled me with a serious look. "Why don't you talk to her?"


I arched an eyebrow.


"You know: you sit down, she sits down, you guys open your mouths and little words come out."


I rolled my eyes at his condescension. "Didn't we have this conversation already?"


"Then you apparently didn't learn the last time. Seriously, you've been tiptoeing around this whole 'Sasha's feelings for me' thing for a while now. We both know she likes you, she admits to ME that she likes you, but everyone within a hundred mile radius knows that you don't want any serious relationships right now. And yet you went ahead and boinked her for Adrienne's sex tape. And now you've let her move into your house. And yet you're worried about hurting her feelings. Seriously, shut the fuck up and go and TALK to her."


"You want me to shut the fuck up or to talk?"


Bert rolled his eyes. "If you can't figure that out, you deserve whatever clusterfuck this situation turns into."





I suppose if there had to be a silver lining in Kim's departure, it was that even on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays when Paige joined us, we still only had four people and finding a table at lunch wasn't as difficult. Really, that was the best silver lining I could come up with. Otherwise, I would much rather have had Kim still be with us.


Having lunch with my friends and seeing one face missing had started to become such a downer that I almost didn't want to meet with them for lunch, but I knew that would never happen. I still loved each time I got to see and catch up with Paige, and of course these were the best times to bond with Bert and Sasha as well. Besides, with Bert's admonition in my head, I knew this was the opportunity for me to stop and communicate with Sasha about the nature of our relationship.


Paige left us after lunch, needing to get across campus to her next class. Bert, Sasha, and I would then have some time to kill before Isakova's course, but Bert made up some excuse and then not-so-subtly walked away, leaving Sasha and me alone.


She noticed. "Something up?"


I nodded. "He'll meet us at class. Meantime, walk with me?" I crooked an elbow at her.


The gesture did much to put Sasha at ease, and she smiled as she looped her arm through mine. I patted it and led her out of the café, meandering along the walkways in the vague direction of class while taking a somewhat circuitous route to keep us in relative privacy.


"I wanted to talk about us," I began. "About your feelings for me and mine for you."


Sasha's eyebrows popped, and she immediately blushed while scrutinizing her every step. "I see."


I patted her arm and tugged gently on it. "Relax. I'm sorry if that came out ominously."


"It didn't. I mean, your tone wasn't. It's just that lately, every time one of us tries to talk about my feelings for you it always ends the same. You like me but you don't want to hurt me because you know I like you and if given a choice, I'd want to be with you even though I try to reassure you that I could keep things casual between us."


Her run-on sentence left me a lot to chew on, so I did. But after a moment I got it all and grinned while replying, "Yes. That."


She shrugged. "I get it. I do. I may not be thrilled with it, but I understand."


"That's just it. I've been doing some thinking, and if you're still interested, I'd like that to change."


Sasha arched an eyebrow at me. "Change ... how?"


"Well, the situation is different now. You've moved in, and before I go any further, I want to make perfectly clear that I didn't let you move in as a way to get into your panties."


Sasha giggled while shaking her head. "Don't worry. You already know you can get into my panties anytime you want, whether I'd moved in or not."


"I do, and that's kind of the point: I'm not being fair to you. Well, I've been trying to be fair to you, trying to not lead you on into thinking this might develop into a romantic relationship when I'm not at that point in my life. But in reality, I'm NOT being fair."


"You're not making sense," she replied with a smirk and a shake of her head.


"Sorry. I know what I want to say but putting it into words isn't the easiest thing."


Sasha glanced over and pointed across the lawn. Our pathway was about twenty feet away from an academic building, one that had a covered walkway running the length of it with concrete blocks for benches spaced between each concrete pillar that supported the floors above.


Taking her cue, I led Sasha across the grass and then scuffed my shoes against the concrete sidewalk to scrape off the odd clump of mud and moisture from my shoes. She did the same and then we settled onto the bench. I sat half-pivoted toward her while she sat completely on the bench with her knees pulled up to her chest and her arms wrapped around them. Since Sasha was still dressing to impress, having shed her frumpy image entirely, I was favored with the full beauty of her face with expertly-applied makeup and a nice blouse/jacket/jeans combo that while not revealing, was still quite appealing.


Her attractiveness made what I was about to say much easier. Letting my eyes check her out up and down, I shrugged and just went with it. "I want to have sex with you."


Sasha blinked twice in surprise, her arms tightening their grip around her knees and her head rocking back. "Excuse me?"


I chuckled. "Oh, so you DON'T want to have sex with me?"


"No, no, it's not that. I do, of course. I'm just surprised, that's all."


"I'm not being fair to you by keeping you away. Really, you're the ONLY one I've been keeping away."


"A fact that I've actually found to be kinda special. Oh, I'm horny as hell, but to be singled out like that by the great Big Ben makes me believe you care."


"I DO care. And that's why I'm going to give you the choice. If it were solely up to me, I'd let you ... uh..."


"Join your harem?"


"I wasn't going to say it like that."


"But it does seem rather accurate, doesn't it?"


I sighed. "The reality is, you're a VERY attractive young woman and I've very much enjoyed the times we've hooked up. I think we've got great chemistry and we work pretty well together in the sack."


"A-MAZ-ing," she replied with a smile. "Better than I ever could have imagined."


I raised my eyebrows. "Not that you have a whole lot of experience to compare to."


She shrugged. "Not interested. Have had some chances. Certainly, I get hit on a lot more ever since I stopped dressing down. And I get propositioned a lot more at the club. Even some of the regulars have said I seem a lot more ... friendly ... lately."


"Hey, don't let me hold you back from going out there and--"


"NOT. Interested," she cut me off. "I only want you."


"Even if you're not MY only one? We've talked about this before. You said quite plainly that if you were my girlfriend, you didn't think you'd be able to handle me screwing all these other girls."


"But I'm not your girlfriend. I claim no rights over you. You're a single guy with no commitments, and if you and other mature adults of sound mind want to bump uglies for mutual satisfaction, then by all means go on right ahead. You don't have to explain yourself to me."


"But you still want in?"


Sasha's eyes glittered. "I thought I made my position clear on that a long time ago..."


"You did. But I was turning you down up until now. Not anymore."


"Then I want in."


I smiled. "Okay then."


Sasha grinned, and then reached out to touch my hand. She looked thoughtful for a moment, but then took a deep breath and sighed. "I probably shouldn't look a gift horse in the mouth, but what changed your mind?"


"Bert, actually."


Sasha looked surprised. "Bert told you to have sex with me?"


I laughed and shook my head. "No, no. Bert just told me I had to stop dancing around my feelings for you and sit down to really TALK to you. But when I got to thinking about what I would talk to you about, I realized just how unfair I was being with you ... singling you out as the one woman I wouldn't sleep with."


"You had your reasons, reasons that still exist, I would think. I DO still really like you."


"But I think you understand that I'm not entering into any relationships right now, with you or anyone else."


"I do. I think your heart has been broken enough times in the last few weeks for you to deserve a break."


"Then there's really no reason for me to keep you at bay anymore. It's not fair for me to hook up with the Tri-Delts and not with you, if that's what you still want. I'm attracted to you, you're attracted to me, and we're both mature adults of sound mind. I was careful to say before that I don't want to date, and I don't want to 'make love' ... I said I want to have sex with you. And if you feel the same way ... then hey, why not?"


A warmth spread across Sasha's brown eyes. "What, here? Now? We could find a quiet alcove and I'd unzip you and--"


"No, no, no..." I laughed, holding my hands up in protest.


"You're right. Out in the open like this, at best we'd only get away with something quick and dirty. I might actually like something like that someday, but not today.


I blinked in surprise. A year ago, this girl covered up all of her assets and did her level-best to be as unattractive as possible in public. Now she was cracking jokes about having sex outside a classroom in full view of the walkway. This girl continued to amaze me.


And she had one more surprise in store. "Hey, I know a quiet spot," Sasha said, taking my hand and sliding off the bench. "Follow me."





"Holy shit, Sasha!" I whispered harshly while she dropped to her knees and began fiddling with my zipper. "When you said 'quiet spot' I thought you meant somewhere isolated. We're in the middle of a fucking library."


"Then you'd better keep quiet," she grinned, pulling out my cock. Nervous about being exposed, I was only half-hard despite the prospect of a hot babe blowing me. But Sasha sucked my prick inside and her warm, wet mouth went work on my sensitive nerves. And no matter where we were or what our chances were of getting caught, my penis started to thicken.


I would have felt more at ease if we'd actually reserved this study room in the Main Stacks. These rooms were in high demand, and although Sasha had managed to find an unoccupied one and then hung her jacket over the single small window in the door, chances were that some poor freshman who'd made a reservation and procured the appropriate key from the front desk would walk in on us at any moment.


But I wasn't going to stop her, not after turning her away for so long already. For weeks now, the exotically beautiful brunette had made it perfectly clear that she wanted nothing more than to fuck the shit out of me, and making that sex tape with Adrienne had only fueled her lust, not sated it.


Case in point: once she had me hard, Sasha didn't waste any more time before getting me inside her. I'd been leaning back against the single large table in the middle of the study room, but now she pushed me onto it so that my feet dangled in the air. Then, she kicked off her shoes and began wriggling her hips side-to-side while dragging her rather tight jeans down her legs, a motion that set her tits wobbling quite nicely as she bent forward and gave me a perfect view down the front of her blouse. Moments later, she was naked from the waist down, and once her jeans and panties were out of the way, the busty babe climbed onto the table with a knee to either side of me while pressing me flat on my back.


Okay, so it took a little bit of time to get me inside her, but neither of us would have considered it a waste. After the back of my head banged down onto the table top, she bent over me and darted her tongue into my mouth. I inhaled Sasha's spicy-sweet scent as our mouths dueled, but at the same time, her hand went between our bodies to hold my dick in its fully upright and locked position. And without further delay she sank her sopping wet cunt upon me.


We were quiet ... mostly. Our mouths stayed more or less stuck together, sealing our moans of pleasure and grunts of exertion within. But Sasha was a girl on fire, and even if she was controlling her vocal cries, she wasn't doing anything to control our other sexual noises.


She reached past my head and grabbed onto the edge of the tabletop, using it as a handhold to buck her body back and forth on top of my prick. Sometimes she pulled hard enough to tilt the entire table and gain a quarter-inch or so of airborn clearance, which made quite the loud banging sound against the floor when the table landed. Then there was the aggressiveness of her hip thrusts, causing her knees to lose contact with the table top every so often, and of course her knees added to the cacophony as gravity pulled them back down for each impact. I'm not sure what someone outside would make of the sounds. Perhaps they might think whoever was inside the study room was merely shifting around the furniture. Then again, they might wonder why the banging sounds occurred at semi-rhythmic intervals, and why the noises continued on for a good ten minutes.


It took those ten minutes for Sasha to extract an orgasm out of me, and in the meantime she rode herself to three of her own. I know Sasha made a lot of bones about how nobody had ever made her feel the way I did, and how none of her admittedly few lovers could measure up to me. I'd always taken her praise with a grain of salt; after all, I was only the second guy she'd ever been with. But even so I prided myself on meeting Sasha's lofty expectations of my performance as a lover.


Thing is, I didn't do a DAMN thing for those ten minutes but lay there and let her use me. I suppose there's something to be said about being able to endure a violent fucking like that without losing my nut any earlier than ten minutes; not many men would have been able to do it. Sasha was a demon possessed, humping me with raw abandon as if she could make up for lost time, as if she could shed all of her horniness since the end of last semester in this single, glorious library fuck. Her cunt muscles gripped me tightly, stroking my shaft in ways that simply cannot be replicated except by a wickedly aroused female doing her best dive bar bucking bronco impression. I never even got her top off, my hands permanently attached to her hips just to try and hold on for the ride.


In the end, Sasha either forgot or didn't care that we were in the middle of a library. As her third orgasm washed over her, she pulled her mouth free of mine and screamed out at the top of her lungs, "FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!!!"


I could only imagine what any students outside would make of that. But at the moment, I didn't much care because her vibrating inner muscles had finally milked my load out of my balls. With my feet dangling off the edge of the table, I had absolutely no leverage. Still, my ab muscles clenched as I tried to thrust up into Sasha's pussy and get as deep in her as humanly possible. And like a fire hydrant busted open, my cock suddenly erupted gouts of scalding jism up into her quivering body as my groan of ecstasy joined hers.


In retrospect, I suppose it was a good thing Sasha and I had been making such a racket. You see, there WAS some poor freshman girl outside, along with her entire project team. They had the room reserved for their team meeting, and if we'd managed to remain completely quiet, they would have used their key and walked right in on us. But with the rather obvious grunts, whimpers, and rhythmic banging noise of the table leaking through the door, the poor froshlings had remained right outside, looking at each other and wondering what the hell they were supposed to do.


As it was, Sasha and I had time to finish up and button our jeans back on. We also spent another couple of minutes locked into a heady kiss that once again took our breaths away. And after checking each other to make sure we were presentable, Sasha took her jacket off the door and peeked outside to see if the coast was clear for a clandestine escape.


The coast was NOT clear. That freshman girl was only two feet away, key in hand. Things had gone quiet enough in the room for her to dare think about opening Pandora's box, but she'd been surprised by the sudden illumination coming from within when Sasha removed her jacket from the small window.


"Shit," Sasha muttered, her gaze still out the window.


"What's wrong?" I asked, not yet knowing about the freshmen outside.


"We've got company."


"Authorities?"


Sasha shook her head and smirked. "Little kids. Could be freshmen."


I chuckled, and for some reason thought back to the way I'd handled things with Adrienne in the Tri-Delt house. What, like we had anything to be embarrassed about? Best strategy in a situation like this: Step up and own it. No, Sasha and I weren't going to waltz through the library naked and sweaty, but I wasn't going to blush and look ashamed for what I'd done. Taking Sasha's hand, I simply grinned and popped open the door. And without a second glance, I led my freshly-fucked babe down the hall and over to the elevators, ignoring the inquisitive looks coming our way.


Let the freshmen figure out how to deal with the puddle of leaked cum on the table.





So it became official. Tonya, Lakhi, and Misa had warned their sorority sisters about my new roommate, and Andie, Jamie, and Whitney arrived at the house Monday afternoon expecting Sasha to join us.


Well, not join us. The girls and Sasha had crossed paths and even made acquaintance a few times since they'd started coming over in trios every night. But being acquaintances and acknowledging how intimate I was with the other party was one thing; joining in was something else. And at the end of the night, Sasha pecked my cheek and went into her own bedroom.


So no, I didn't go to sleep with four women in my bed.


Well ... not yet...





"Friday ... Friday..." Bert practically sang as he more or less skipped down the sidewalk.


Sasha and I exchanged glances before cracking into big smiles. The three of us were on our way home after Isakova's Friday afternoon class, and after a busy school week, we were all looking forward to the weekend.


"He certainly seems cheery today..." Sasha drawled.


"He's about to drive over to Lynne's. Boy hasn't gotten laid all week and he's excited to see his girlfriend."


Sasha snorted.


"You know it," Bert replied with a wide grin, and then continued in his sing-song, "Friday ... Friday..."


"Dude, quit it," I snarked, but with a smile. "You've got two single people walking alongside you and it's not polite to rub your happy relationship in our noses."


"Yeah, whatever, Mr. I've-got-two-dozen-hot-sorority-babes-more-or-less-living-under-my-roof-so-I-can-bang-them-at-my-leisure." Bert shook his head. "Yeah ... Not feeling sorry for you."


"There aren't two dozen of them."


"Whatever. There are a bunch of them rotating through that house. Are we really debating the math here?"


"And what, you really think I wouldn't trade them all to have DJ back? Or Kim?"


"Would you? Really?"


I sighed and shot Bert a look. "Fine. I'll trade places with you right here, right now. You go into my house on a Friday night and see if there are any girls that want to use you for sex while I go off to Stanford and spend the weekend with Lynne. Deal?"


"Heyyyllll, no," Bert replied immediately with a grin, but then his expression softened as the serious implications sunk in. "Huh, I would have thought that offer would be more tempting. But you're right: one Lynne outweighs them all."


I shrugged. "I'm not being fair to the Tri-Delts. They're wonderful girls, each of them, but--"


"But what I have with Lynne is really special," Bert confirmed, smiling happily. "I wouldn't give her up for every sorority babe in the whole city! Friday, Friday..."


I chuckled in amusement at Bert and then looked over at Sasha and found that she was giving me a strange look. "What?"


She shrugged. "Are you seriously unhappy with how things have turned out? Every night you have a house filled with girls who want to share physical pleasure with you."


"And no one person who sticks around to really share my life with," I sighed. "The sex is great, obviously. But the Tri-Delts rotate in and out whenever is convenient for them. Oh, there's always someone in the house, but it's always a different girl and never someone really ... constant ... You know?"


Sasha's eyebrows went up. "Well ... I'm a constant. I live right across the hallway."


I gave her a look, and she blushed while averting her eyes.


"Right, right..." she mumbled before adding wistfully. "Just friends."


I sighed. "I'm sorry. I guess it's not fair to complain to you about this sort of thing."


"I don't mind. I get it."


"It's just ... I KNOW I shouldn't get into any serious relationships right now. Not for the sake of being single, but because I need some time to get my head straight. Still, I miss the closeness of having a partner. I miss being able to just sit down and share my day with someone."


Sasha frowned. "You share your day with everyone. I've heard the girls asking how things are going on in your life, and I ask the same. So maybe you need to repeat the same story an extra time or two, but isn't it nice to have more than one person around who cares?"


"Nice, sure, I guess," I conceded. "But sometimes it's hard trying to remember that Jocelyn doesn't know what I told Andie yesterday, and that leads to confusion and I have to re-explain and it all just gets so complicated it doesn't feel worth it. It's not consistent. There's no one dependable. Take this Friday night: I know you have work, and I know Bert's driving off to see Lynne. But me? I have no clue what I'm going to do tonight."


Bert commented dryly, "I'm sure you'll be suitably entertained."


"Will I? For all I know, each and every one of those Tri-Delts has made Friday night plans for herself."


"And some of them will have planned for you," Sasha assured me. "I've talked to those girls enough to know they've assigned someone to you every night."


"Which ones? It'd sure be nice to know."


"You could always ask for their schedule."


"They don't have a schedule per se. 'Leeches all the spontaneity out of it, ' Jocelyn said. From what I gather, the girls self-organize only a day or two in advance. For all I know they have some email distribution list to call dibs."


"Ooh, I want that list," Bert cut in. "Not because I want dibs or anything on you, bro. But I think it would make for entertaining reading."


I rolled my eyes. "Is it really so bad that I wish I could have someone consistent in my life? Someone I could count on to be around?"


Bert frowned. "We've talked about your co-dependency, and it's the very reason you keep telling us that you shouldn't get into a serious relationship. I know you miss DJ, and you miss Kim, and you miss the companionship they brought to your life. But you can't just settle down with someone for the sake of not being lonely."


"I know, I know. I'm not saying that I can't function in life without a girlfriend. If anything ... I ... Well, shit ... Bert, you're my buddy, alright? We're friends, and we've been friends ever since we met at the beginning of freshman year. But the fact is: you weren't my best friend. That was Dawn. Even putting aside us being boyfriend/girlfriend last year, Dawn and I were best friends for three years. Day in, day out. Walk to class, do homework, watch TV, and talk about whatever popped into our heads. Hell, even though she was with Ryan and I was with Adrienne, I STILL spent more time with her than anyone else. But now that she's gone ... I don't ... I don't have..."


"Someone 'constant'," Sasha said quietly.


I sighed. "It's not that I'm lonely. I've got people around me all the time. And I'm sure that if the rest of my college career continued on exactly as it has been this last week, I would graduate well-fucked and satisfied with my existence. It's just ... maybe because this thing with the Tri-Delts is so casual ... sex without intimacy ... You know what, I'm rambling. Forget I said anything. I'm living an awesome life that a million guys would sell their mothers to trade places with me. I'm happy. I'm happy."


Bert and Sasha exchanged significant glances that told me how little they believed my statement about being "happy". Taking a deep breath, Bert was the first to stop walking and give me a serious look. "Hey man, if you want, I can always visit Lynne a little later. I mean, traffic at this hour is going to be murder anyway. Besides, we're way behind on our video gaming."


I was already chuckling and waving him off. "Thanks for the offer, but no. I didn't say all that just to guilt you into spending more time with me. You go see Lynne."


"But you're not happy, are you?" Bert looked at me with concern.


"Forget I said anything. Just a momentary blip of emotions. I'm bound to have a few after what I've been through with DJ and Kim. Besides, I don't want to take you away from Lynne last second like this. Dude, you've been singing 'Friday' for the last fifteen minutes it seems like. C'mon, let's get you to your car." I started our group walking again.


"But really, I haven't been a very good friend," Bert apologized. "We should meet up more often, get in a few games or just have lunch, you know?"


I smiled and nodded. "That would be great."


"Aww, aren't you two the cutest couple," Sasha drawled.


Bert and I both shot daggers at her while she giggled cutely and covered her mouth. But when she got her giggle-fit under control, Sasha touched my arm and nodded.


"Me, too," Sasha began. "I'm ... I'm not entirely sure how to fit into your life. I mean, we're roommates now, and there are a lot of opportunities for us to hang out. But you're also very standoff-ish sometimes with me, and I know it's because I sometimes come across like I'm trying to win you as a boyfriend. So I've tried to step away from your life a bit, in part to let you enjoy your time with the Tri-Delts. But maybe I've pulled a little too far out of your life this last week. Look, I know I'll never replace Dawn, and I'm not trying to become your best friend or anything. But I do want to be your friend, and as long as we can keep from falling into the relationship trap, I'd love to spend more time with you. As a friend, nothing more. Then at least you'd have ONE constant in your life you could share your day with. Huh?"


There was an honest sincerity in her voice that touched me. I smiled and immediately reached an arm around Sasha's shoulder. "Thanks ... I'd like that."


She nodded. "Just friends. No pressure. No more wistful looks daydreaming about being your boyfriend."


I chuckled and shrugged. "If you can. If not, at least I can appreciate the intent."


She beamed and squeezed me tightly with both arms.


Bert whined, "Hey, where's MY hug?"





Bert and Sasha were now gone, and I was all alone as I made the final turn toward the house. But I wasn't worried about being alone for too long. Idly, I wondered what trio of sorority babes would show up that evening to entertain me.


Throughout the week, exactly three Tri-Delts had come to the house: no more, no less. They arrived before dinner, either cooked for me or assisted me in the kitchen, and then stayed through the following morning's breakfast. So far, the three had been culled from a rotating list of eight girls (not quite the two dozen Bert had claimed): Andie, Jamie, Jocelyn, Lakhi, Lupe, Misa, Tonya, and Whitney. No one girl showed up more than two days in a row, and there were never the same exact three as the day before. I didn't know for a fact that these were requirements of their rotation, but they appeared to be reasonable deductions.


Still, over the seven evenings since that first Friday night "date", I had started to figure out a kind of pattern to their arrivals. Andie and Jamie had seemed the most attached, spending as much time as possible with me during their two-day stretches and then returning immediately after their required day off. Others like Lupe, Tonya, and Misa were more casual, coming by to get their pleasure when convenient but apparently not pushy about taking an available slot. Consequently, since Andie had spent the past two nights with me she would probably be forbidden from returning for a third. On the other hand, Jamie's "off" night had been Wednesday, which meant that she'd returned last night and would probably come back again. As for the others, if form held, I figured I'd be seeing some two-girl combination of Whitney, Tonya, and Jocelyn. Then again, perhaps Lupe might actually want to go back-to-back.


Of course, I was counting my chickens before they hatched. I had made clear from the beginning that there were no obligations on either side, and while I rather doubted I would be kicking any of those hot young co-eds out of my bed anytime soon, I still had to consider the possibility that the Tri-Delts had enjoyed a wild week and that they would go back to their normal lives without me.


Turned out, I was exactly wrong.


I first realized something was up when the door was unlocked. The knob twisted in my hand and the door cracked open before I could insert the key, and while it was distinctly possible that Sasha had come home before leaving and forgotten to lock up, it seemed a little unlikely.


The second thing I realized was that there was a letter-sized sign framed and mounted to the front door right at eye-level. I hadn't noticed it initially since I'd been so focused on the lock, but now as I stood up and read the computer-printed notice, I felt my heartbeat speeding up.


ATTENTION! This house has been designated "Tri-Delt West". All sisters of the Delta Delta Delta Sorority that pass beyond this point are subject to seizure and insemination by Sorority Cock Ben. Strict laws will be enforced by the Sorority. Enter at your own risk.



Peyton Kent, President, Pi Chapter, Delta Delta Delta



The Three Deltas logo had been stamped in red just below Peyton's printed name and signature. And below that was some fine print that I didn't scrutinize immediately.


I stood there, gawking at the sign, for several seconds. I then heard footsteps approaching the door from inside, and presently the door swung open. Andie Holland smiled at me radiantly before leaning against the doorjamb and folding her arms across her chest. "Welcome to Tri-Delt West."


I arched an eyebrow. "Tri-Delt West?"


Andie shrugged. "We're three or four blocks due west of the House; Lakhi picked the name. Technically, we have to annex your place in order to enforce our laws here. I hope you don't mind."


"Enforce your laws?"


"Oh, don't worry. They don't apply to you or Sasha, just us. And believe me, I think you'll appreciate having that enforcement."


I sighed, "Andie, didn't we agree about obligation between you girls and me?"


"Oh, we're not changing that agreement. No girl is under any pressure – peer or otherwise – to walk through this door. And within this house, you have every right to turn us down. This here is a Formal Charter." Andie tapped the sign. "It sets the boundaries. Inside this threshold, you can grab any one of us and do whatever the hell you want to us. Well, not anything, but 'seizure and insemination' pretty much covers everything we'd want you to do." Andie giggled excitedly.


My jaw was on the floor. Whitney Arvidsson and Lakhi Sharma now approached down the hallway, both of them wearing wide smirks on their faces as they stepped alongside Andie.


I blinked rapidly for a couple of seconds. And then taking a deep breath, I ventured, "So at my slightest whim, I can grab any Tri-Delt who happens to be within these walls at any time for any reason and fuck the shit out of her?"


Whitney and Lakhi grinned and actually thrust their cleavage at me. Andie raised her hands, cheering, "Yes! He CAN be taught!"


I was going to need a lot of water.





Despite how gloriously awesome the situation appeared to be, I couldn't shake the feeling that it was too good to be true. I actually hesitated to enter my own house, fearing that the bottom was going to drop out of this little male fantasy at any moment, but Andie took my hands and managed to coax me inside.


Letting her lead me, I quickly realized that there were more than three Tri-Delts here ... lots more. Jamie Miano met us at the archway to the living room, and after turning the corner, I saw that Madison Keynes, Misa Ng, and Nora Cavaday were sitting on the couches alongside two girls I didn't even recognize. Noises came out from the kitchen, and peeking inside I saw that Jocelyn Canilao was preparing some sort of dish on the counter.


"Jo-oss..." Andie called in a sing-song tone as we walked in, stretching the nickname into two syllables.


Jocelyn picked her head up and smiled at me. She quickly rinsed off her hands and then wiped them on a pink hand towel that hadn't been in my kitchen before. "Hi, Ben," she greeted perkily.


"Uh, there are a lot more than three girls here right now," I intoned.


The pretty Filipina babe smirked and glanced around. "Uh, change in plans."


I did the math in my head and sighed. "You girls may sometimes think of me as a sex god, but ten girls? And please tell me Lupe and Tonya aren't in the back somewhere as well."


"Relax. We're not all going to jump you ... Well, not all at once..." Jocelyn giggled before muttering half beneath her breath, "Not today..."


I sighed wearily.


"We were trying to come up with some sort of scheduled rotation that would please everybody, but it wasn't working," she explained. "Everyone is okay with taking turns from a sex standpoint, but some girls wanted to hang out with their friends, too. Having one friend here and another back at the Sorority House wouldn't work, but we couldn't make the schedule keep friends together all the time, either. So in the end, we decided on this."


"Annexing my house?"


"You make it sound like a hostile takeover."


"That hand towel in there isn't mine." I glanced around the living room, adding, "And a single hand towel isn't the only cosmetic addition to my house."


"We brought over a couple of things with us," Jocelyn hedged. "You really didn't have enough hand towels in this place ... And a girl can never have too much lotion ... And Lakhi noticed you didn't have enough flatware to cover..."


She trailed off beneath my withering glare.


Jocelyn took a deep breath and re-focused. "It made more sense for us to hang out here, at your place. That way none of the girls has to miss out on being with her friends, and the three girls whose turn it is to stay here overnight are conveniently around. It's just you and Sasha here, and we've talked about how your friends don't use this as a clique hangout anymore. Your place is available."


"That doesn't mean you girls can just move in. I'm liable to kick you all out just on principle."


"Please don't." Jocelyn pouted. "Ignore the annexing stuff. That has nothing to do with you and everything to do with the Sorority. Really, it's just a means to an end, and that end is for your benefit. Everybody wins this way: we girls can hang out with our friends, you can pick from any of us at any time, and we all have some good, clean fun."


"I like my fun a little dirty," Jamie volunteered. Jocelyn shot her a harsh look for interrupting.


I took a deep breath and looked around at the ten females now surrounding me. "On the surface, this seems like a dream situation for me, I know that. But there are a lot of things to consider. You say I can pick from any of you, but it seems inevitable that some girls aren't going to get as much attention as they want and people are going to get jealous."


"Not with other sisters, not over you. You're in the Tri-Delt bylaws. Annexing, remember?"


"You can't regulate someone's feelings."


"Then we'll deal with those as things come up, cooperatively," Jocelyn assured me. "We communicate with each other. It's part of the sisterhood."


I nodded at that, thinking of my communication problems with ... well... every girl I'd ever been with. It would have been nice to have some higher power enforcing a law on me and my girlfriends to talk to each other, but even still, 100% communication was impossible and it was inevitable that somebody would end up getting hurt. That train of thought reminded me of Bert, and reminded me of Bert's assessment regarding the girls' relationship statuses.


"Oh, and another thing," I said. "I appreciate that what we do together is pretty casual, but I really don't want to get in the middle of any more relationships. I'm guessing that some of you have to have boyfriends."


The girls looked at each other, a couple of them frowning. I saw the look on Whitney's face and gave her a stern look. "Sweetie ... You should have told me."


Pouting, Whitney stamped her foot and said, "But I don't wanna be left out! You're too GOOD!"


I shook my head. "You're free to hang out here, but I don't want to be 'the other man'. Not anymore."


Whitney moped and leaned against Lakhi, who hugged her.


I turned around, looking at all of them. "Same goes for everyone else. You're all welcome to hang out here, but no more cheating. I won't be that guy, okay?"


"What if they give us their permission?" Jamie hedged.


I raised my eyebrows to the busty Italian babe. "You too?"


She smiled and shook her head. "No, I'm single. Just wondering."


I grimaced and rubbed my forehead, looking over at Jocelyn. "See what I mean? This shit gets complicated."


Jocelyn stepped forward, rubbing my forearm before reaching up and touching my cheek. "I know, but it's what we all want. Really, knowing that you care about our well-being makes us like you even more, and makes this arrangement even better. We'll work things out. In the meantime, you get more pussy than even you can handle, we get fabulously laid without dating hassles, and everybody wins."


The girls all nodded. I took a deep breath and nodded as well. Despite my misgivings, this really WAS a tempting concept.


Really, it was TOO tempting. For however much maturing I'd like to think I'd done over the past couple of years, I'm still a sexual creature. And the notion of having a harem of 10+ girls quite literally hanging around my house like a free-for-all buffet was just too good to pass up. I smiled at Jocelyn and told her, "Okay, fine. I'm in."


Ten girls threw their hands into the air and screamed, "WOO!!!"


"Just one thing," I began in a serious tone, raising a finger and waggling it at Jocelyn. Grinning wickedly, I growled, "You shouldn't have claimed to have more pussy than even I could handle."





"Oh! Fuck! Harder! You! Fucking! Bhenchod! AAAAUUUGH!!!"


This wasn't the first time Lakhi had called me a "bhenchod". I still didn't know what it meant, though I figured it was a Hindi curse word. When I googled it later on, I had to laugh. If only Lakhi knew how right she was.


At the time she said it, though, I was a little more preoccupied with Lakhi's orgasm. We were fucking doggy-style on my bed, my hands cupping the petite Indian girl's big swaying D-cup tits and using them as handholds to yank her back against my thrusting rod. Up until a minute ago, she'd been slurping out my last creampie from Andie's cunt; but Andie herself had already endured over a dozen orgasms tonight, and once all my creamy jism had been sucked out, the bottle-blonde babe had pushed Lakhi's head away and curled into a fetal position on her side while whimpering pathetically.


Madison Keynes, the leggy brunette with the high fashion model's body, was still passed out on the floor. Someone had covered her naked body with a blanket for now, although I figured she'd wake up pretty soon.


The other girls I'd fucked tonight had all woken up by now. There were actually only six of them in all. Of the ten Tri-Delts who had been in my house this evening, eight were girls I'd been with before. Leticia Canas and Jeannie Patitta were both pretty girls, and had entered the house with full knowledge of the sign on the door and all that the notice entailed; but I wasn't interested in "seizing and inseminating" two girls I barely knew, not when there were eight other sorority girls I had already broken the ice with.


Of the eight, two of them had boyfriends: Whitney and Jocelyn. I'd immediately gotten on Jocelyn's case about crashing my first "date" with Jamie and sleeping with me while she was dating another guy, and the Filipina girl had protested that the boyfriend wasn't serious and that they both screwed around. But that wasn't good enough for me, and after a short argument, she left the house entirely. Jocelyn's departure cast a pall over the room, and suddenly I didn't feel in the mood anymore.


Whitney, on the other hand, stuck around while the remaining six girls did their best to fix my mood. Once the Tri-Delts successfully cheered me up (Seriously, you try and stay mad when six hot coeds start rubbing their scantily-clad bodies up against you), I found myself in a hot three-way kiss with Jamie and Lakhi while skinny little Misa Ng jerked my shorts down and reminded me that she remembered the lessons she'd learned at last year's blowjob class. Five minutes later, I was porking Jamie from behind while she knelt facing away from me on the couch, in full view of eight other sorority sisters. Lakhi, Misa, and Madison were quick to line up next to her with their panties around their knees, and I played Russian roulette with the four Tri-Delts until Misa's exquisitely tight cunt drew my load out of me.


Andie went after the creampie while Whitney decided to teach Nora and Lakhi the lessons they'd missed by not participating in the blowjob class. I still warned Whitney that she and I couldn't touch each other, and she glumly accepted my rules, but that didn't mean she couldn't play around with her sisters. Once I got my second erection, she suggested that we go upstairs and double-team Nora for old times' sake. So together, Whitney and I made the lissome brunette English rose see God before her eyes rolled up into her head and she blacked out.


And hey, even though I wouldn't allow myself to actually touch Whitney, I really couldn't stop the Nordic blonde from sucking my sperm out from Nora's sodden cunt.


I returned downstairs to find that the girls had started dinner, or at least, some of them had. Jamie and Andie were sixty-nining on a couch while Leticia and Jeannie sat on the opposite couch, masturbating excitedly. Leticia was a busty light-skinned Latina with almost neon dyed-red hair who had her shirt pulled up over her big melons, while Jeannie was one of those petite Asian cuties that turn me on so much. I resolved to get to know them both better, so that perhaps some time in the future when I found them inside the walls of Tri-Delt West, I wouldn't hesitate to seize and inseminate them.


Nora and Whitney re-joined us, both girls wearing "just-fucked" expressions on their faces, and Madison, Misa, and Lakhi finished preparing dinner shortly after. We all sat down to a group meal around the dining table. Dinner wasn't formal dress, or even casual dress; it was clothing optional. Most of the girls at least wore something, although Jamie decided to go topless and let her big jugs hang all out. Whitney technically wore her blouse, but it was unbuttoned from throat to tails and her nipples weren't doing a very good job of remaining out of sight.


And then there was Andie, who remained buck naked and decided to spend dinnertime sitting in my lap. Technically she had a reason, since with ten people in the house we were two chairs short. Still, with two couches nearby, not to mention plenty of chairs that could be stolen from the bedrooms, Andie didn't NEED to stay on my lap, spoonfeed me, and rub her ass against my crotch until I inevitably worked up another erection. She didn't NEED to then sit down on my cock and hump herself to an orgasm right there at the dining table while the other eight girls watched.


But of course, she did.


It was only the first night of "Tri-Delt West", and if things were this crazy now, I could only imagine how much worse it might become in time.


After dinner, some of the girls began taking dishes into the kitchen to clean up while others moved to the couches to socialize. I didn't shoot off during dinner, even though Andie's wriggling ass certainly invited such a result. Instead, I retired to my bedroom with an open invitation to whoever wanted to join me.


Only four of them actually came along: Andie, Jamie, Lakhi, and Madison. We daisy-chained for a bit, with Lakhi riding me reverse-cowgirl while I sat in an armchair, Madison kneeling between our legs eating her out, and Andie lying on the floor eating her out. At first, Jamie knelt beside us sucking at Lakhi's big hooters, but then she squatted over my face and rode my tongue to orgasm before everyone got up and switched places.


I made Andie pass out first, and then Jamie. The busty Italian babe was already unconscious by the time I pulled my cock out and hosed down her big D-cup titties with my third load of the evening. Lakhi worked me up to a renewed erection while Madison cleaned off Jamie's tits with her tongue, and then the three of us screwed pleasantly on and around the sitting area chairs until Madison got knocked out on the floor where she currently remained.


Jamie had woken up while Madison gave her the tongue bath, but she'd been too wiped out to re-join us. After Madison shrieked and went silent, Jamie gathered her clothes together and took her leave. I smirked watching her walk a little stiffly out the door.


That left me alone with just Andie and Lakhi, and I flopped onto my back to recover some energy while the girls took turns riding my cock and my tongue, swapping places every few minutes. Finally, I blew my fourth load into Andie, and the pretty bottle-blonde babe rolled off me and lay sprawled with arms askew across my bedsheets, completely and thoroughly sexually satisfied.


I thought we were done then. While not the most I'd ever done, four ejaculations was a pretty good evening for me, not to mention sating six horny co-eds, seven if you counted Whitney. But Lakhi had other plans as she took my limp dick into her mouth, sucking slowly before picking her head up and crooning, "You have to fuck my tight asshole. You haven't done it to me since that first Halloween party so long ago. Pretty, pretty please? With a cherry on top?"


So Lakhi got me hard again. She bent over doggy-style while slurping my previous load out of Andie. And with enough lube, I eased my way up the Indian babe's narrow anal chute.


Five minutes later, Lakhi was calling me a bhenchod as I plowed my way in and out of her bowels. Howling at the top of her lungs, "FUCKING FUCK MY TIGHT ASSHOLE!!!" I was sure that everyone in the house knew exactly what was going on in my bedroom. We'd been fucking for hours, but the compact young woman was bouncing her body beneath me like a bucking bronco, taking my strength to the edge of my ability to restrain her.


She screamed loud enough that Madison woke up and poked her head above the mattress to see what was going on. I was getting pretty tired by this point, and it was getting harder to hold Lakhi down. So releasing her right breast from my palm, I tickled my fingers down her ribcage until she spasmed involuntarily, briefly losing her purchase on the mattress. Taking advantage of her momentary unbalance, I pulled out Lakhi's right thigh and pushed down on her lower back with my left hand, collapsing the much smaller girl flat on her belly where I could use my greater weight to pin her down.


And once I'd regained dominant leverage, I fucked the shit out of her.


"FUUUUUCK!" Lakhi shrieked as I drilled into her asshole at almost a completely vertical angle. "FUUUUUCK!"


Since I braced my left forearm against the back of her shoulders, Lakhi was pressed against the mattress from head to toe with her arms splayed out to the sides and her fingers bunching up the sheets as I pounded her rectum faster and faster. She twitched and writhed, unable to finger herself or touch herself or even really move for that matter. I just did whatever I wanted to do to her body with what little energy I had left. And as my right hand instinctively triggered the Indian girl's pleasure points, I set her off into a monster orgasm that made her entire body vibrate as if she were having an epileptic seizure.


"AAAAUUUuuuuuhhhh..."


Lakhi's scream didn't cut off abruptly or anything. It simply faded with the same decrimental slope as the slow relaxation from her final orgasmic clench. Unfortunately for me, she passed out just before I had my final ejaculation. So feeling a strange sense of déjà vu, I found myself giving her unconscious body three more thrusts through her now loosened asshole before stopping at full depth within her bowels, blasting my final load of the night into her unresisting rectum.


I jerked and spewed for a good thirty seconds before my batteries ran dry. Groaning, I let my body collapse across Lakhi's naked back for just a moment before rolling off and feeling my cock slip free of her distended anus. And then I lay on my back beside her, gasping for oxygen and feeling a mix of bone weariness and triumphant satisfaction.


Andie quietly slipped her hand into mine. When she squeezed my fingers, I caught my breath and flipped my head around to look at her. She gave me a warm, though weary, smile and said, "I should get you cleaned up."


"You don't have to."


"You know I want to."


Smirking, I took a deep breath and nodded. Still, it took me another thirty seconds before I had enough energy to sit up. But once I did, Andie led me by the hand out of my bedroom and into the bathroom.


Andie adjusted the shower for us while I leaned against the wall just trying to remain standing. Only now did my legs start to feel shaky from being ridiculously overtaxed for the past few hours. I couldn't remember the last time I'd fucked six girls in one evening, reasoning that it had to have been Carli's blowjob party. Then again, if memory served, I'd only fucked five girls at the BJ party, which meant that the last time I'd nailed six would have been ... that first Pledge Initiation.


Of course it had to have been another Tri-Delt event.


The point is: I'd been taken to my limits tonight. But my male ego took pride in the fact that I was still standing, and no matter how sore I felt now, or would feel in the morning, I would continue to remain standing.


So when Andie stepped beneath the water's spray and reached a hand out to me, I simply went to her.


Thankfully, Andie meant what she said about getting me cleaned up. Acknowledging my weariness, she simply focused on soaping up my entire body and then rinsing me off. She didn't attempt to coax me into one more round, probably because she'd been completely satiated herself. When she was done, I brushed a water-darkened lock of hair out of her face and behind her ear, and then I gave the pretty girl a tender kiss of thanks.


When we eventually pulled apart, Andie turned off the water and pulled aside the curtain. When she did so, both she and I gasped in surprise to find that we weren't alone in the bathroom. Leaning against the door, wearing only her underwear and with her arms crossed beneath her breasts, was Jocelyn.


Smirking at me, she lifted her chin and explained, "I broke up with my boyfriend. I'm 100% single now."


"Ugh..." I groaned wearily, feeling my muscles individually contract as if grimacing in pain.


The perky Filipina babe giggled, and then arched an eyebrow at me while giving me an intense stare. "Or am I too much pussy for you to handle?"


We both already knew I wouldn't back down.


And that was just the first day.


Chapter 16: Tri-Delt West


-- FEBRUARY 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



Sasha appeared in the archway between the hallway and the living room, clad in a plush terrycloth bathrobe over dark green and red plaid flannel pajamas. "Rough night?"


I picked my head up and immediately winced, my temples throbbing as my field of vision moved faster than my sense of balance could handle at the moment. I once had looked up the symptoms of an alcohol hangover. They included dehydration, fatigue, headache, body aches, elevated body temperature, difficulty concentrating, sensitivity to light and noise, tremors, and a lack of depth perception.


I didn't drink a single drop of alcohol last night, but somehow I had all of those symptoms. Attempting to outfuck seven horny sorority girls will do that to a guy. My nerves felt like they'd been fried from too much electrical activity during the previous evening, and my muscles felt about the same. My hand was shaky as I tried to grasp my glass of orange juice without dropping it, but I chugged the remainder in an attempt to cure my dehydration. Setting the glass down, I took a deep breath and wondered why I wasn't upstairs in the comfort of my bed.


Because if I was still there, the two naked girls in my bed would be molesting me right now.



[[And that's a BAD thing?!?]]


Yes. Right now that would be a BAD thing.



Shaking that train of thought, I gestured Sasha at the food spread across the table. "Hungry?"


"Well, it certainly smells good. Guess there are certain upsides to having guests in the house." Sasha glanced over to the slender brunette coming out of the kitchen with a fresh batch of waffles. "Thank you very much ... uhh..."


"Nora. Nora Cavaday," the lissome English rose replied with a smile, adding in that adorable accent, "And you're quite welcome."


"Nora. I'll remember," Sasha replied as she took a seat and poured herself some orange juice. She took a sip and then surveyed the living room. Jamie and Andie were still upstairs in my bedroom, but Madison, Misa, Leticia, and Jeannie were hanging out in the living room. That didn't even count Whitney, Lakhi, and Jocelyn, the three of whom were still asleep in DJ's and Brooke's old bedrooms, at least until Jocelyn staggered out and went straight into the bathroom with a decided hitch in her step as if her butt really, REALLY hurt.


Sasha blinked, looking around before asking, "Um, pardon me for asking. But I saw the sign on the front door. Ben ... exactly how many girls are in this house right now?"


"Including you?" I mumbled.


She shook her head. "No, not including me."


"Uh, ten."


Sasha blinked twice, giving me an appraising look.


I rolled my eyes and said, "I didn't fuck ALL of them last night."


She arched a questioning eyebrow at me.


"Just ... seven of them..." I muttered.


Sasha chuckled and shook her head.


"Overeager on the first day," I said with a shrug. "I'll slow down."


Sasha outright snorted. "Yeah, right."


I couldn't help but grin, adding, "Well ... I'll slow down eventually."





Just like an alcohol-hangover, time, food, rest, and lots of water did wonders for my sex-hangover. I ate, drank, and then kicked Andie and Jamie out of my bed so I could take a nap ... a REAL nap ... without any females in my bed.


At least, there weren't any females in my bed when I WENT to sleep. I woke up just before noon to find Whitney and Nora in the Master Bedroom's sitting area, carrying on a quiet conversation. Whitney seemed especially perky when I awoke, and she explained that she'd done like Jocelyn and broken up with her boyfriend. I wasn't entirely sure how I felt about these girls summarily dismissing the guys they'd been dating just to be my sex toy, but Whitney was very convincing. In the end, the girls pushed me onto the bed and re-enacted our threesome from last night, only this time we ended with Nora sucking my sperm out from Whitney's sodden cunt.


But we only went the one round, and the three of us returned downstairs to find that the Tri-Delts were serious about making my house their social zone. Leticia, Jeannie, Andie, and Lakhi were hanging around the living room watching TV and chatting with Sasha, along with two newcomers who hadn't been a part of last night's festivities.


"Hey Lupe. Hi Tonya. Funny running into you guys here."


"He's up!" Lupe Gutierrez beamed happily, hopping up from her spot on the couch.


"Well, he's awake..." Tonya Brackett drawled. "Whether or not he's still 'up' is another question entirely."


Nora shrugged. "We only got him off once."


"Just once?" Lupe cheered. "Great! Our turn, then!"


Whitney giggled and reached up to high-five Tonya, who had also gotten off the couch.


Tonya slapped her sorority sister's hand and said, "Cool, we're tagging in."


Feeling slightly exasperated and slightly more exhausted, I shook my head. Food and the nap had helped me feel almost normal, but the threesome with Nora and Whitney had my energy levels dangerously low once again. Knowing I'd need more than a couple hours to completely recover from last night's marathon orgy, I wheezed, "Girls, this isn't a WWE wrestling match."


"No, it's a Double-D wrestling match!" Lupe enthused, taking my hand and placing it on her left breast. Taking my other hand, she then began dragging me toward the stairs.


"But what about lunch?" I whined.


Jocelyn poked her head out from the kitchen. "Won't be ready for a half-hour at least. Go on and take him."


"Now wait a gawddamn minute!" I finally grunted, shaking my hand out from Lupe's grasp. "I thought we talked about this. No pressure. No obligations. Now I'm tired and I need a break and some food if you girls are going to keep this up. I can appreciate the sign on the door, and what that supposedly offers me, but seriously, I need at least a little rest!"


Sasha spoke up in my defense. "Girls ... maybe he could use a breather..."


Jocelyn folded her arms over her chest and fixed me with a self-satisfied smirk. "So are you saying you've reached the point where you've got more pussy than even you can handle?"


I started nodding my head yes, but for some reason, the triumphant tone in Jocelyn's voice set off something deep inside my core. New energy flowed from previously unknown reserves, sending electrical impulses up and down my limbs. In less than twenty-four hours, I'd already fucked eight Tri-Delt babes into the ground. Now, I was going to make it TEN.


"You know what?" I began with a sneer, feeling my adrenaline rushing. "Nevermind. Lunch. Thirty minutes. You got that?" I growled at Jocelyn.


She arched a teasing eyebrow and kept smirking, but she nodded her agreement.


I then pointed at Sasha. "I'm holding her to it. Make sure she has the food ready."


Sasha blinked at me in surprise, but then smiled and saluted smartly as if she were a military officer.


"Fine." I grabbed Lupe and Tonya each by the hand, and then led the way up the stairs. 29 minutes later, I came back down the stairs, ready for my promised meal.


Lupe and Tonya weren't with me. They'd have to wake up first.





Ego or not, this Sex God did actually have his limits. I was well and truly wiped out after knocking out Lupe and Tonya, and even ravenously devouring Jocelyn's prepared lunch couldn't completely restore me back to health.


Fortunately, Lupe and Tonya woke up during the meal and came downstairs, and I managed to retreat into the safety of my bedroom and locked the door to take an afternoon nap on top of the morning nap I'd already had. That bought me a little time and rest, and when I came downstairs for dinner I found that the crowd had noticeably thinned. Only six girls were left, including Sasha, and she would leave soon to get to work. Hey, it was a Saturday night. I was sure the rest of these beautiful, horny young college coeds had better things to do than camp out in my living room.


Of the ten Tri-Delts I'd been with since the start of "Tri-Delt West", two of them were recent additions who hadn't spent the night with me in the previous weeks: Madison Keynes and Nora. Instead of my usual three-girl bedtime foursome, only those two joined me that night. And since Nora had gotten her world rocked this morning, I was able to put most of my focus on Madison without expending a whole lot of energy.


That night really put the circumstances of my life into perspective. Although I imagine most straight males on the planet would kill to have been in my position, I couldn't help but feel a sort of emptiness in what I was doing. Madison was a great lover: tall, flexible, and extremely responsive to my manipulations. The willowy brunette had a tight cunt and cooed her pleasure in the cutest voice while looking up at me with big bedroom eyes while I pounded her into the mattress. No horny young male would ever consider kicking her out of his bed, and I was no different. And yet, there was a shallowness to our fucking I couldn't escape. Although this weekend was not my first time banging the model-esque brunette, the fact remained that I'd only ever met her once before in my life: at the Tri-Delt Blowjob party. Today was my third day of ever knowing her, and also my third day fucking her. And that was all there was to our relationship. I couldn't call us "friends". I could barely call us "acquaintances". We were practically strangers, and yet I was falling asleep with her in my bed.


We didn't cuddle overnight. I didn't wake up spooned behind my lover and feel the comfort of her tender embrace. Well, Nora's head was pillowed on my chest, but the whole thing still wasn't the same as waking up with DJ each morning, or even Kim. Sure, there was a lot to be said about the benefits of banging fresh pussy every day, and variety is the spice of life. It's not like I was going to shut down Tri-Delt West; I wasn't stupid. And yet, my situation couldn't help but highlight what was still missing from my life:


Love.


Stop complaining you whiny bitch.



Fine, fine.


Thankfully, by Sunday morning even all ten Tri-Delts seemed to have reached a point of satisfaction. Well, Andie woke me up with a morning blowjob before initiating a threesome with her and Jocelyn. But once they got their fill, I found myself without any nubile coeds throwing themselves at me during breakfast. Sure, this was still Tri-Delt West and I had right of seizure and insemination, but nobody was going out of their way to put themselves into my crosshairs.


My pelvic bone was slightly bruised, and deciding that I needed a break from the sorority girls, I grabbed Sasha, put her in the Mustang, and we took off for the day. The Tri-Delts were welcome to use my house as a hangout point, and Jocelyn made a point of confirming that I didn't plan on returning home before dinnertime. Apparently, some of their sorority sisters wanted to drop by and hang out, but they weren't particularly keen on me seizing them and inseminating them for various reasons. It only made sense that not every Tri-Delt was simply gagging for Sorority Cock Ben, no matter what my reputation was. Indeed, except for Jeannie and Leticia, every Tri-Delt who had come to the house so far had already BEEN with me last year. So I assured Jocelyn that her friends were welcome to drop by and I would stay away until 9pm ... At least, today I would.


I went where I usually did on weekends like this: Stanford; although in this particular case, Sasha and I were headed for Uncle Frank and Aunt Polly's house in Atherton. Today was Super Bowl Sunday, and I'd already been invited to join Paige, Kady, Lynne, and friends to watch the game (or as Noelle put it, "watch the commercials and get food during the game"). Since pretty much all of them had already met Sasha, I figured they wouldn't mind the plus-one, and she was already quite friendly with Paige and Kady's extended family. Besides, she didn't have anywhere better to be on a Sunday at lunch, although she would still have to get to work later on.


Everyone greeted us upon arrival, and I bumped fists with Bert who was also there. He'd texted with Sasha yesterday about "Tri-Delt West" and now that I was here, my buddy wanted details. Of course some of the girls overheard and then seemingly everybody wanted to put in their two cents about either how unbelievably awesome my situation was or how it was a misogynistic fantasy that deserved to be shut down. Surprisingly, Sasha was quick to come to my defense. Again, if you had told me last year that Sasha Serafian would be defending me banging ten or twelve different sorority girls who hung around my house simply waiting their turn to service me, I'd have sent you off to the crazy house.


An hour before the game started, I drove Sasha to the nearest BART station and dropped her off. Being Super Bowl Sunday, Nocturne would of course be packed with guys eager to spend the evening with a bunch of strippers. The club was doing some special event and she stood to make a lot of money tonight. I told her to have fun, and she wished the same for me and said that she'd see me at school tomorrow.


I returned to the the company of good friends. Amber couldn't make it to the party; she was working in the hospital today, but I spent a good several hours enjoying my time with everyone else. Lynne, of course, wanted to psychoanalyze the situation I'd gotten myself into. She expressed a great deal of concern about me attempting to drown myself in sex to numb the pain over what happened with DJ and with Kim. But I assured her that I had a decent handle on my emotions this time. After all, I was in Atherton talking to her and not in my house wallowing in misogynistic fantasy.


In the end, I didn't even return to Berkeley that night. Well after the Steelers beat the Seahawks, I remained in the Atherton house with my friends chatting the night away. Uncle Frank was the one who suggested I stay the night, in part because I'd consumed quite a few beers and other drinks since 2pm. Although my last cocktail had been at 8pm and I'd pissed out quite a bit of the alcohol in my system, I really wasn't in any hurry to get back to Berkeley. After fucking non-stop for the better part of 48 hours, the sexual creature inside me was content. And better yet, rather than spend the night in a guest room, Paige offered for me to cuddle with her.


We didn't have sex; she would have considered that cheating on Everett. In fact, had I met the guy for the first time this afternoon, I might not have wanted to even cuddle. But Paige's new boyfriend had spent the day with his own extended family, and until I finally saw him face-to-face it felt like he wasn't completely real to me. So I accepted Paige's offer and we did fall asleep in each other's arms, Little Red's head pillowed on my chest while I held her tightly. And in the morning, I awoke spooned behind her, my morning wood in the cleft of her ass and my right hand slipped underneath her pajama top so I could cup one of her full, still-nursing breasts. Even though it didn't lead to anything, it was still quite nice.


But then it was time to go home.





It was about 11am on Monday morning when I walked onto my front porch. I'd requested that the "Tri-Delt West" notice be moved inside, so the general public wouldn't see the rather suggestive sign posted on my front door. Entering the foyer, I saw that the notice had been hung on the wall in such a way that it was nearly impossible to miss upon entering. And as I moved further into the house, the sounds of happy girls laughing and chatting amiably filled my ears.


Entering the living room, I found that Jeannie Patitta and Misa Ng had set up shop on one of the couches while doing their homework. Nora Cavaday and Leticia Canas sat opposite them. "Hey girls," I offered in greeting.


The girls merely smiled and waved to me as I appeared, but made no flirtatious comments or otherwise attempted to seduce me. Really, they appeared to be just a group of girls studying together as if in a dorm lounge, and in that moment I started to realize the girls were serious about my house being a social annex of the Tri-Delt Sorority House.


My heartbeat slowed as I realized I wasn't about to be jumped by horny Tri-Delts, or at least not these Tri-Delts. Still, I'd been gone for more than 24 hours, and I rather expected at least ONE horny coed to proposition me between here and my bedroom. So taking a deep breath, I scanned the room, looking for anyone else who might jump me, and to my surprise I made it down the hallway unscathed.


Shrugging, I headed for the stairs. On the way, I glanced out the back door leading into the yard and saw that two lounge chairs had been set up out back. It was an unseasonably warm day, and when I paused to look, I found that bikini-clad Madison Keynes and Whitney Arvidsson were taking advantage of the overhead sunlight, working on their tans. They weren't naked or anything; after all, my backyard wasn't completely private. But their bikinis were brief and showed off quite a bit of girlflesh, and I found my not-used-in-over-24-hours cock begin to stir. Madison was face-up, but Whitney was just turning and I caught a glimpse of her large breasts before she settled face-down and reached behind herself to unhook the top.


Still thinking a bit about Whitney's tits, I was distracted as I went upstairs and opened my bedroom door. I took two steps into the room and then stopped dead in my tracks, my jaw dropping to the floor. Really, I shouldn't have been surprised. This had been my life for years now, especially since the Tri-Delts had moved themselves in. And yet I still was surprised, and as I gawked at the figures on my bed I grunted, "Dayyyum..."


Jamie Miano, voluptuous Italian beauty with dark eyes and ample curves, had those curves on full display with her button-down blouse open from throat to tails and her heavy-duty bra pushed up above her heaving melons. She reclined against the headboard, biting her lip to keep quiet as she spread her thighs to the sides in open acceptance of the female hand pumping three fingers in and out of her cunt.


Seated immediately beside Jamie was Andie Holland, pretty bottle-blonde with smaller but perkier curves stacked on slender, flexible body that simply called for me to fuck her harder and deeper every time we were together. Her pastel pink T-shirt was similarly pushed up above her bare breasts, her white shorts an afterthought hanging around one outstretched ankle while a dark brunette head wriggled between her thighs.


At my grunt, Sasha Serafian pulled her face out of Andie's crotch and sat back on her heels, giving me a pearly grin with glistening feminine juices coating her entire lower face from nose to chin. "Morning, Ben," she greeted. "When I found out you didn't come home last night, I was wondering if this whole Tri-Delt West thing had sent you running for the hills, never to return."


"We knew he'd come back," Jamie sighed happily, favoring me with a broad smile. "He likes us too much to not come back."


I didn't respond, still too shocked to find Sasha in this position. She wore only thong panties and was completely topless, and even now Jamie was idly fondling one of Sasha's big tits. It wasn't that I'd forgotten that (A) Sasha lived here now and (B) she was thoroughly bisexual, but for some reason it simply hadn't occurred to me that she would get mixed up with these sorority girls this fast.


"Wha--?" I began, my jaw flapping a bit. "What are you doing here?"


"Truthfully?" Sasha replied with an arched eyebrow. "I know you don't have any classes Monday mornings, so after I was done with my own class I came back here hoping you'd be free to take care of me. Did you forget that you haven't fucked me since this whole Tri-Delt West thing started? Granted, I've been working most of the weekend, but still ... A girl could get to feeling left out..."


I frowned, an apology already on my lips. "Sasha, I'm sorry if--"


"Can it," she cut me off while pointing her hand at me, four fingers outstretched and closing down meet her thumb in a clear gesture for me to shut up. "No apologies necessary. All I'm saying is: while I'm not a Tri-Delt, you already know you have the same rights over me as you do over them."


My eyebrows popped, and Sasha bent over on all fours, returning her face to Andie's cunt to give it a long lick. The bottle-blonde shivered and smiled.


Sasha then glanced back at me. "Well, are you going to gawk at us or join in?"


I joined in.





The rest of the week passed by uneventfully, if you consider "uneventful" to mean attempting to get my own homework and studying done while ten scantily-clad Tri-Delts took turns meandering around my living room attempting to tease me into "seizing and inseminating" them. They didn't all do so at once, and indeed the girls spent a lot of time simply going about their business without treating me any differently from their friends. But enough of them went out of their way to make clear that they wanted to be my next momentary conquest, and I found myself in more demand than I ever had been before.


The thing is: I wasn't actually living up to the terms of the Tri-Delt West charter. Posted on the wall of my foyer was a written document issued by the Tri-Delt President defining my privileges and purpose: My privilege – AND purpose – was to seize and inseminate whichever Tri-Delt I wanted, but the girls were throwing themselves at me more often than I needed, and I found myself actually turning them down more often than not lest I find myself a dried-out, desiccated corpse.


When I realized this, I decided that it was time for me to take charge of my life once again, and starting on Tuesday I made it a point to refuse every Tri-Delt who propositioned me, EVERY time. It didn't matter if they stripped naked and put themselves in my bed, I'd just kick them out of my room. I wasn't going to fuck any of the girls if THEY initiated. Instead, -I- would do all the choosing of time and place, whether the girls were ready for me or not.


I told them what I was doing, and why, but it still took a few hours to sink in. Andie kept trying to seduce me by crawling into my lap and stealing kisses. Jamie one-upped her by lifting her shirt above her bra-less tits and shoving them into my face right there in the living room. And Whitney hopped into the shower with me and tried to give me a blowjob.


I turned them away. Every one of them, every time ... even Whitney mid-blowjob. I had a point to get across, and at night I invited Sasha into my bedroom and locked the door.


To her credit, Sasha understood immediately what I was trying to do, and she didn't try to seduce me. She was dressed in her pajamas and didn't make any moves to remove her clothing. We stayed up a couple of hours, just talking about whatever came to mind with no pressure to start anything. And when I started yawning, she was the one who suggested that I get a good night's sleep.


"Would you like me to go back to my room?" she asked as she got up and stretched. "Let you rest in peace for a bit."


Her offer was guileless, but when Sasha's arms went above her head to stretch, the position did wonderful things for her big tits that dented out the front of her pajamas quite nicely. Despite all the sex I'd been having and even though I really could use a break, I felt myself hardening, and there's really no reason to let an erection go to waste.


"I'd rather you stayed," I replied with heat in my eyes.


Sasha looked surprised, but she smiled as I stood up and took her into my arms and then bent to kiss her. Two minutes later, she was fully naked and I slowly eased my thick cock into her tight twat. Once I was fully seated, she reached up, pecked my lips, and said, "Happy Valentine's Day."


I blinked in surprise, having momentarily forgotten that today was February 14th. But then I kissed her back, thinking that if DJ, Kim, AND Adrienne all had to be gone on a day like this, there was no one else I'd rather be with. Twenty minutes after that, Sasha rolled onto her side and curled into a fetal position, panting and satisfied with my cum leaking from her less-tight twat. I spooned behind her and together we drifted off to sleep.


On Wednesday morning, I worried that I had inadvertently given the Tri-Delts reason to resent my roommate, who wasn't one of them. But the girls actually took things in stride and accepted my right to choose, especially on Valentine's, if for no other reason than specifically BECAUSE Sasha was an outsider and I'd already shown a certain fondness for her that pre-dated Tri-Delt West. For me to have chosen one or two of the sorority sisters on such an important night would have been more likely to stir up resentment amongst the other sisters, or at least that's what Jocelyn and Jamie rationalized. Still, now that Valentine's Day was over, they all planned to make clear to me when they were ready and willing to be seized and inseminated.


Around eleven I found Jocelyn and Lakhi in my kitchen making lunch for themselves, Madison, and Misa. I assumed that the girls wouldn't mind me swiping a few bites, even though I'd be leaving to meet Sasha, Bert, and Paige for lunch on campus. Jocelyn cracked that Tri-Delt bylaws granted me permission to take their bodies, not steal their food. I think she meant it as a little payback for my seizing power over sex encounters within the house.


So hey, as Jocelyn just pointed out: even if I didn't have right of food, I still had right of body. So with that in mind, I flipped up Jocelyn's skirt and squatted to eat her pussy for lunch. And after munching on her to get whatever nutrition I could ingest from her orgasmic nectar, I dropped my shorts and fucked her from behind while the poor girl braced herself against the kitchen counter.


Lakhi then got whatever nutrition she could ingest from our combined orgasmic fluids straight out of Jocelyn's wet cunt.


And I stole Jocelyn's sandwich.


Thursday I put the "seize and inseminate" law to better use by abruptly reaching over the back of the couch and hooking my hands under Whitney's armpits while she was studying with Andie and Jamie. I literally dragged Whitney kicking and screaming over the backrest, threw her over my shoulder, and carried her into the little laundry room tucked toward the back of the house. There, I dumped Whitney atop the washing machine while it was currently cleaning my clothes. And when I shoved my tongue down her throat and yanked her shorts down to her ankles, the red-hot Nordic blonde quickly got into the mood by reaching into my pants and jacking me to hardness before pulling me inside her wet and willing cunt.


By the time I spooged Whitney full of cum, we had five gawking voyeurs lining the laundry room doorway. Jeannie Patitta shocked the hell out of me by wading in to slurp out the creampie, and I found myself starting to re-evaluate the way I had been picking my targets up to this point.


So far, there had been a total of 12 Tri-Delts spending significant time in my house: Seniors Lupe and Tonya; Juniors Andie, Jamie, Jocelyn, Lakhi, Madison, Misa, and Whitney; and Sophomores Jeannie, Leticia, and Nora. Of those, all except Leticia and Jeannie had been taking turns spending the night with me. I had only met those two younger girls less than a week ago; and while we'd exchanged some polite and flirty banter, I didn't consider myself "friends" with them on a level comfortable enough to initiate sexual contact.


Indeed, I didn't even initiate sexual contact out of the blue with Madison, Misa, or Lupe. While those three girls and I had enjoyed some fun sexual romps in the past several days, I'd only met them at Carli's blowjob party and didn't feel quite as close to them as some of the others I'd known dating back to Adrienne's pledge class. So while I stuck to my new personal rule about me doing the initiating, I went out of my way to make sure those three were really ready and willing before I seized and inseminated them.


And yet there went Jeannie sucking my spunk out of Whitney's leaking snatch. Leticia had pressed Nora up against the doorjamb and slipped a hand down the front of the English girl's shorts. And both Jamie and Andie were now approaching me with naked lust in their eyes.


The sign posted next to my front door made the rules quite clear: all Tri-Delts within these walls were subject to my seizure and insemination, including Leticia and Jeannie. That didn't mean that I would just grab them out of the blue the way I had just done with Whitney, but the girls had entered this house knowing full well the rules, perhaps even hoping I would grab them and have my way with them.


So right then and there I resolved to get to know the new girls better – all of the new girls, including Madison, Misa, and Lupe. And then maybe one day, if this whole "Tri-Delt West" thing lasted that long, Leticia and Jeannie would get their turn to be "seized".


But for now, well ... it was Lakhi's turn to make dinner. And I did love Indian food.


And I was curious to see how the girls would react to watching me fucking Lakhi right there on the kitchen floor...





"There they are ... Do I want to ask why you're late?" Bert's eyebrows popped as Sasha and I approached the table at the café where we'd agreed to meet for lunch Friday at noon. Well, it was now almost 12:15pm.


"Before you get all excited, it's not what you think," I said right away.


"So you weren't mobbed by ten horny Tri-Delts who wouldn't let you out the door before you satisfied their every physical desire?" Paige asked with a smirk and a giggle.


"No, actually," I replied with a firm shake of my head. Well, it wasn't true today, although I'd been nearly late to lunch the last two days for reasons similar to what Paige had described.


"Fine, then. Why are you late?" Bert asked expectantly.


Oops. I'd gotten so caught up in finally being able to honestly deny that my tardiness was due to me having sex with a Tri-Delt that I forgot to consider that the truth wasn't much better, at least not for me. Sliding a glance over to Sasha, I found that she was blushing quite deeply and avoiding anyone's eyes. The truth was: we were late because I'd waited up for her.


At 11:50am I'd gone to fetch Sasha from her room so that we could meet Bert and Paige on time, only to find her buck naked with Misa's entire fist up her snatch and that vibrating egg up her ass. The sight was so erotic that if I hadn't just blown two loads with Jocelyn and Tonya, I probably would have joined in. As it was, I was only slightly tempted, and instead I simply tapped my watch and said, "We're gonna be late."


"Fuck if I care..." Sasha groaned, her eyes rolling up into her head as she whimpered on the verge of orgasm.


So I waited and watched. Jocelyn had woken up, gotten dressed, and wandered out of my bedroom, coming up behind me and peeking in at the action going on in Sasha's bedroom. She smiled and wrapped herself around my body from behind, reaching over and petting the bulge that had started forming in my pants.


"Want me to suck you while you watch?" Jocelyn offered.


"Nah. She's almost done, anyway. And we really are late to lunch."


"You know you could always eat here. We make plenty of food."


I shrugged. "This is the one time during the day I get to spend with my friends. You and the girls have all the rest of my time, including dinners now."


It was true. Over the past week, what used to be dinners at my house for Sasha, Bert, Paige, and me had become hybrid affairs of that group and the Tri-Delts. I made a point of there being no seizing and inseminating while my friends were around; not that they didn't know it went on, but I didn't want it rubbed in their faces. But still, lunchtime was the only time when it was just the four of us (or even three, on Tuesdays and Thursdays when Paige didn't come to campus).


Presently, Sasha started thrashing and screaming on her bed, squeezing her own tits as Misa yanked away the vibrating egg and slithered her tongue up Sasha's ass. The sound of her orgasm was so awesome that I nearly changed my mind about joining them, or at least Jocelyn's offer for a blowjob. But instead I waited and watched as Sasha came down from her high. And then I went into the bedroom, collecting the girls' strewn articles of clothing and giving them back to their owners.


It took Sasha a little while to recover, and I couldn't help but run my fingers down from her neck, across her heaving tits, down her belly and then through her moist slit. I tasted her juices off my fingers and smiled before reaching down with both hands and helping her sit up straight. I handed her a towel and she patted herself dry while I rather domestically slid her bra straps up her arms and then knelt on the bed behind her to fasten her bra hooks. And then I found her blouse and helped her with that as well.


By then, Misa was fully dressed and she came to me for a quick peck and a fondle of my package, extracting a promise from me to find her later. And then she and Jocelyn headed downstairs, collecting a just-woken Tonya along the way.


Sasha got into her panties by herself, and with me now reminding her of how late it was by tapping my watch again, she quickly went into the bathroom to wash her face and fix her makeup. Nothing fancy; despite no longer dressing down she still didn't completely doll herself up just to walk onto campus. Two minutes later, she returned, hopped into her jeans, and then we finally headed off to rendezvous with Bert and Paige, nearly fifteen minutes late.


But I wasn't going to tell Bert and Paige all that. So in the three seconds between Bert's question and the beginning of awkward silence that would only make the situation worse, I tried to come up with some witty remark that would deflect the question.


I didn't have to. Sasha explained in a quiet voice, "-I- got hung up with a horny Tri-Delt and lost track of time. My bad..."


Bert's eyebrows popped, and Paige simply rolled her eyes while smirking. The redhead drawled, "Looks like you moved in with Ben at just the right time. Which Tri-Delt?"


"Nuh-uh. I don't kiss and tell," Sasha replied smartly.


Paige shook her head with a wry grin. "I can't decide whether to be bemused by this whole Tri-Delt West thing or jealous. Half of me wants to maintain a three-block radius away from your house and the other half wants to join right in."


"Ooh, join in," Sasha breathed. "Those girls really know how to eat pussy. You'll love them. And besides, you haven't hooked up with ME since Winter Break."


"Wait, you two hooked up over Winter Break?" Bert asked in astonishment.


Paige rolled her eyes. "You don't kiss and tell?" she asked sarcastically.


"Sorry..." Sasha shrugged apologetically before jerking a thumb at me and looking over to Ben. "I live with him."


"Yeah, I get it," Bert drawled. "That's why except for dinners, I do maintain a three-block radius away from that house."


"But we haven't played Xbox all week," I protested.


"There's a reason for that," Bert laughed. "If I show up there and you're 'occupied' with a girl or four, the others are gonna look at me and think, 'Hey, it's another cock!' No thank you. I like my relationship and fidelity with Lynne just fine, thank you very much."


"Too much temptation?" Sasha laughed.


Bert pointed at her and Paige. "I just found out YOU two had sex with each other. Yes ... Yes it's too much temptation."


The rest of us laughed at that.





It was Friday night, and Bert and Sasha had both left campus. Bert had gone to Stanford and Sasha to work, and I was all alone as I made the final turn toward the house. But I wasn't worried about being alone for too long. After all, this was now Tri-Delt West. Three house keys had been cut and given to the girls collectively for access to the house. So pretty much every time I returned after classes, I found anywhere from one to a full dozen sorority girls lounging around my living room. And tonight I expected to have the choice of up to twelve hot and horny babes to satisfy my carnal desires.


So imagine my surprise when I walked into a completely empty house. No sorority girls lounging around my living room. No wanton nymphos waiting in my bed. All of the lights were off. The heater was off. I went into each and every room looking for someone to no avail. The place was well and truly empty.


Surveying my empty bedroom, I sighed wearily and set down my messenger bag. I supposed this was karmic payback for assuming I would always have willing female companionship for the foreseeable future. One of the things I'd been told repeatedly was that I needed to learn how to be alone and entertain myself, but I'd been spoiled by the Tri-Delts' presence for the past two weeks. It wasn't that I was co-dependent on any one of them, but I still didn't really know how to be "alone" either. I didn't want to. Life is more fun with company.


But here I was, on a Friday night, without any company. My stomach growled; it would be dinnertime soon. And I felt lazy enough to settle for instant noodles instead of actually cooking something.


Pathetic, huh?


But a guy's gotta eat, and with a heavy sigh, I returned downstairs. I still harbored some hope that one of the Tri-Delts would come back unexpectedly and give me some company, even if she just wanted to sit on the couch and watch TV But I quashed that thought as yet another sign of my dependency and inability to be alone.


Seriously, dude. Get a grip.



I supposed I should also stop talking to myself.


So I headed into the kitchen, but on the way I passed the dining table and only then did I see the white 8 1/2-by-11 inch piece of computer paper left all alone atop the table's surface, handwritten in the kind of neat, rounded letters only a girl can quite create.


Ben, don't go anywhere tonight. It's Friday night, and more importantly, it's the Friday night after Valentine's Day. The Sorority is having its annual party, and we all have responsibilities to prep and decorate for tonight. Come to the Chapter House at 8pm and be prepared to do a lot of dancing. Per your rules every one of us is without a boyfriend. So that means you have to take that role over for each of us, and we want our Valentine's Night dates. Get dressed up nice for us. Drink lots of fluids. Oh, and take these blue pills that we've left at the bottom of this page ... BOTH of them. And drink this milkshake, Lakhi made it special for you ... And you don't have to worry all night about whether or not you're gonna get lucky. Believe me, you will.



Andie, Jamie, Jeannie, Jocelyn, Lakhi, Leticia, Lupe, Madison, Misa, Nora, Tonya, and Whitney. XOXOXO



I was going to need intravenous fluids by tomorrow.





"Nnnnghhh..."


My groan for once had absolutely nothing to do with sex. Well, that's not technically correct. I mean, I wasn't groaning in sexual ecstasy nor groaning during a sex act. On the other hand, I groaned because I was exhausted, and I was exhausted from too much sex. But such is the price I pay for the life I lead.


All my hangover symptoms were back. My head throbbed. My temperature was up. And I felt like I had cotton in my mouth. It was also past 11am this Saturday morning, not too late for your typical college student but still rather late for me; I was one of those people who usually awoke at a consistent morning hour whether a school day or not. But not this morning. Not after last night.


I was also not alone. King-size or not, there wasn't room in my bed for all twelve of my girls. I hadn't even boinked all of them, with Tonya and Whitney both on their periods and Leticia and Jeannie still on my "no-fly" list. But there were still three girls who had fallen asleep in my bedroom last night, and while Lupe had already awoken and left, Andie and Lakhi were still cuddled up beside me.


Andie was still asleep as well. The pretty bottle-blonde was spooned up in front of me, her tight panty-clad ass pressed against my crotch with one of my hands beneath her nightie so that I could cup her perky breast. I had one of those mornings without a morning erection, no doubt due to the excessive use the previous night, so I contented myself with cuddling myself up against Andie's back side.


This had started to become a regular thing. Despite making my house their hangout spot, most of the Tri-Delts went home each night. The whole concept of a fixed rotation for spending the night in my bed had started to fall by the wayside, as some of the girls who were only using me for sex were happy to give up their spots to others who did want to cuddle. And quite frequently, that had meant Andie or Jamie (or both) waking up in my arms. It wasn't quite the same as having a steady girlfriend, but still, due to logistics, I'd bet I was waking up spooned behind one of those two girls more often than Bert was waking up with Lynne.


Meanwhile, I found that Andie had awoken before me; and when she realized I was up she twisted around and tenderly kissed my cheek. "Good morning, Ben," the pretty girl said sweetly, running her hand up and down my naked side.


"Grmph," I grumbled in my still-hungover state. But I managed to reply cordially, "Morning."


Andie slid her hand lower down my flank, petting my hip before circling around my shorts to my crotch. She sighed in mild disappointment to find that I was not erect, but a moment later, the impish Tri-Delt Junior darted her hand beneath my waistband and circled my penis with her fingers, jerking experimentally to see if she couldn't remedy that situation.


Gently, I took hold of Andie's wrist and said, "You don't have to."


She replied in a quiet voice, "You know I want to."


Sighing, I tugged her away and shook my head. "You girls are going to kill me. Bravado aside, I think Jocelyn was right. This may very well be too much for me to handle."


Andie sighed. "Well, if it's any consolation, your harem is probably going to shrink a bit. Oh, the girls still like to hang out here as a home away from the sorority house, and they're still happy to abide by the 'seize and inseminate' laws. But I think a few of them are going to drop out of your regular rotation pretty soon. Nothing personal, but they've had some fun and they want to find a steady boyfriend or otherwise move on."


I frowned, suddenly worried about losing some of my favorite girls. It wasn't that I tried to play favorites, but I inevitably liked some of them better than others. Indeed, now that I stopped to contemplate losing some of them, I found my heart panging at the thought of losing Andie in particular. "What about you?" I asked with a frown.


Andie giggled and rubbed my hip. "Don't you worry about me. I'm a happy harem girl for as long as you'll have me."


"Thanks, cutie," I grinned and then tilted my head just in time for Andie to rub noses with me. Despite my herculean adventures last night, I began to feel the sparks of life in my loins. And I tilted my head further so that I could meet Andie in a tender kiss.


Just then, there was a knock at the bedroom door. Andie and I broke our kiss and jerked with enough surprise that Lakhi was jostled a bit. The Indian beauty stirred and moaned softly as she began to wake up. And after stroking her side gently, I looked to the door and called out, "Come in."


Jamie popped her head in, "Hiya, guys."


"Hello, lovely," I greeted with a warm smile.


Abruptly, Jamie stumbled forward as the two girls behind her pushed her into the room none-too-gently. Misa and Madison appeared behind her, and after regaining her balance and scowling at her friends, Jamie flipped her bangs back from her eyes and smiled. "This is your morning wake-up call," she explained as she reached down and pulled her oversized T-shirt over her head, baring her big D-cup titties with nipples already hard and areolas already swollen. "We made breakfast for you, but since some of us didn't quite get enough orgasms last night, we're making you pay up before you're allowed to eat."


Misa and Madison similarly shucked their clothes, and then I suddenly found myself buried beneath a mountain of girlflesh.


Just another day at Tri-Delt West.





Sasha and I made the final turn for home and I whistled as I approached the house, idly wondering who would be home. Just as Andie had warned me, after a wild first couple of weeks the harem had begun to shrink. Over the weekend, Misa and Madison had been the first to express their thanks for the pleasant memories but apologized for moving on. Then just last night, Tonya had come to me for a torrid one-on-one that involved knocking over several pieces of furniture. My dick had been slowly deflating inside her while my creamy white cum leaked down her caramel thighs when she told me she wanted to start seeing a new guy she'd met a few days earlier.


I'd wished them all well, promising to stay friends even as I focused my attention on the nine girls remaining who no doubt would be eager to pick up the slack. In fact, Andie had made it her personal mission to make sure I didn't feel neglected this morning, sending me off to class with dried out testicles while she patted her belly full of warm cum.


It was a Wednesday, and while the semester was still young, I was starting to get an idea of the girls' schedules. The Junior girls were mostly out and about Wednesday afternoons while the Sophomores held a regular study session in my living room. Indeed, as I opened the front door and ambled down the hallway, I smiled and waved in greeting to see Nora, Leticia, Jeannie, and Meli seated comfortably on the two couches while poring over their books.


Wait, Meli? Meli Kanemura? What the hell?!?


Having walked past the archway between the hallway and living room, Sasha was already heading up the stairs when I found myself slowly walking backwards with an expression of deep confusion on my face. My eyebrows furrowed as I puzzled over her presence, but then I shrugged and smiled. "Hey, Meli. Funny finding you here in this little tableau."


The gorgeous Hawaiian babe with the slender figure and golden eyes smirked at me. "It's not like you've got a monopoly on making friends with these girls. Leticia is in two of my classes and Nora, Jeannie, and I are all taking Psych 1 together. We're actually working on a Psych project together, so I figured I can give up an afternoon with the other girls to come study with these ones."


"Oh, okay." I frowned in mild disappointment. I actually hadn't gotten laid yet today, with Andie's morning blowjob the only time I'd busted a nut. I'd spent the last half hour of class daydreaming about Wednesday afternoon sex, but as I surveyed the studying Sophomores and realized I didn't hear the sounds of anyone else in the house, I sighed in resignation.


Meli seemed to recognize my disappointment. Raising her eyebrows, she shot me a smirk and gave me an overly-exaggerated frown. "Ohhh ... I'm sorry. Am I cock-blocking you from seizing and inseminating these lovely girls?"


Leticia and Jeannie both perked up, giving me seductive smiles that clearly said they'd like nothing better than to snap their books shut and follow me upstairs. But I quickly held my hands up and shook my head. "No, no. You girls are doing fine. Keep up your studies. I'm just going to go into the kitchen to make myself a sandwich."


"But dinner is in an hour," Nora spoke up.


"But I'm hungry now." I replied with a shrug.


Leticia and Jeannie sighed. Meli arched her eyebrows at me. And Nora just shook her head with a smile. Dropping my bag right there in the hallway, I went into the kitchen as stated and started rummaging around the refrigerator.


Just as I was setting out the deli meat, Meli came into the kitchen behind me and then leaned against a cabinet with her arms folded over her chest. With a smirk, she commented, "You must be really digging this: living like a king, having a harem of girls waiting at your beck and call."


I shrugged and waved around as I returned to my snack. "Not so king-like. I'm making my own sandwich after all."


Meli snorted. "That a request for me to do it for you?"


Barking a quick laugh, I shook my head. "Naw, I've got this one covered. Though I have to admit, I'm a little surprised there's no one else in the house. Maybe I'll have to ask the girls outside if there's some other sorority event going on today."


Meli shook her head. "Nope. And you're wrong about no one else being in the house. Actually, I'm pretty sure there are at least two girls up in your bedroom at this very moment, most likely wearing next to nothing as they eagerly anticipate ravishing you."


Abruptly, I put the mayo-covered knife down on the plate. "Excuse me?"


Meli rolled her eyes. "From what the girls outside tell me, that isn't exactly an uncommon occurrence these past couple of weeks."


My gaze flicked up to the ceiling for a moment, but I forced myself not to linger on thoughts wondering which two Tri-Delts were upstairs in my bedroom. Instead, I focused on Meli, and as I did so I thought about her sophomore friends: not Jeannie, Leticia, or Nora ... but Brooke and DJ.


"How are they?" I asked, my tongue thick and my eyes moist.


She didn't have to ask who I meant. "They're fine. Well, DJ's not fine, but they're fine."


I pursed my lips and pleaded for more with my eyes.


Meli sighed. "DJ's sad, but I'm not going to get into that. It's only been a few weeks; it'll take time for her to heal. She goes to class and does her homework and although she still has problems with math, she's passing all her courses. Plus, her mom and big sister have stopped by a few times, and she seems much better whenever they visit. Now Brooke is doing great, period. She's laser-focused on taking care of DJ, which annoys me a little bit since we used to be really tight. But I can't really get jealous of Deej. We're all still good friends and we're all doing alright in our lives, okay?"


I closed my eyes and took that all in. It would take time to heal, but at least DJ had support. With another deep breath, I managed to reassure myself that things would work out alright in the end, and I smiled. "Thanks, Meli. I'm glad you came over."


She shrugged before getting a wicked gleam in her eye. Like a panther stalking its prey, the beautiful Eurasian mixed-girl padded forward with her hips swaying, a smile slightly touching her lips. Her hand went up and gliding along my arm, and in a sultry voice, she asked, "So what would it take for you to seize and inseminate ME today?"


My eyebrows went up, but I recognized the tease on her face. Smirking back, I replied, "Can't. You're not a Tri-Delt."


"Darn. I guess I should have pledged the sorority back when I first got here. Kelly Park sure was putting the full-court press on me."


"But you didn't." I laughed and shook my head and turned back to my meal. "So I can't."


Her hand slipped off my arm as I turned, but instead Meli dragged it down my back before goosing my ass. "Too bad," she replied. "In spite of everything, and all your offers of 'Ale ko'u kai', you still haven't fucked me since I was a high schooler."


"And we're not starting today," I replied over my shoulder.


"Your loss," she said with a shrug.


"Hah. With your classmates hanging out there in my living room, I think I'll manage." I continued working on my sandwich, but after three seconds without any further response, I glanced over my shoulder again.


Meli was gone.


No matter. I really needed to eat this sandwich. Whichever two (or more) girls were waiting for me upstairs, I would need the calories. Especially since Sasha would probably spot them and join in, which would mean I'd have three girls to satisfy before dinner.


Okay maybe a sandwich AND a Red Bull...





-- MARCH 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



All alone, I made the final turn for home and I whistled as I approached the house, idly wondering who would be home. Another week had passed, and the harem once again had shrunk by two. Like Tonya before her, Jocelyn had decided to return to dating life which put her on my 'no-fly' list, even though she still frequently came by the house to hang out with her friends (and to tease me about what I was missing). Sure, the Tri-Delt West charter mandated that I could still seize and inseminate her, but we both knew that I wouldn't, knowing that she had a boyfriend again.


Then, like Madison and Misa, Lupe had thanked me for the wonderful memories but chosen to move on as well. I still had plenty of Tri-Delts lounging around my house at all hours of the day, and a couple of the girls (ahem, Jamie and Andie) were particularly eager to take advantage of the reduced competition, now that we were down to five "actives": Andie, Jamie, Lakhi, Nora, and Whitney. Just like any relationship, the initial excitement over "Tri-Delt West" had begun to wane and things were settling down into a routine.


Among those routines were some regularly scheduled sex sessions. Monday mornings tended to be Sasha-centric, as she worked off a lot of her sexual energy from the weekend and seemed to be trying to work her way through the Tri-Delts almost as fast as I had. She had no qualms about the girls having boyfriends, and one time I found her in her bedroom sandwiched between Jocelyn and Tonya with me unable to join in because of my own "other man" hang-up. It worked out okay. I dragged Andie and Jamie into my room, and with both bedroom doors open we had a little competition about which threesome could be the loudest.


Actually, Monday morning through Friday noon tended to be pretty Sasha-centric. That's not to say that she was a participant in every sex act that occurred during that time frame, but she really had become my "constant", at least during the school week. She wasn't my girlfriend, although we spent enough time in view of the public for the rumor mill to assume she was. The Tri-Delts actually encouraged this line of thinking. While they weren't particularly shy about admitting they were sexually active, nobody wants to be thought of as a slut. Having Sasha as my "girlfriend" kept attention off of them and what they were doing with me behind closed doors, and except for the title, it wasn't an entirely inaccurate perception. Sasha and I had breakfast, lunch, and dinner together. We walked to and from campus together. We hung out and studied together. And yeah, we had sex with each other quite a bit.


But there was no love. She was my friend, perhaps my best friend at a time like this when Paige was only around three days a week and Bert spending his weekends at Stanford and much of his days away from the house. Strangely enough, Bert had remained friends with Kim's old biker clique despite Kim's absence, and whenever he wasn't with us during the school days he was invariably with them. And so Sasha had neatly stepped into the role of my constant companion, always around to share my day with and always available to keep me company so that I would never feel lonely.


Not that I ever had cause to feel lonely, not with so many girls always in my house morning, noon, and night. The Tri-Delts had become my new clique, or my "harem" as they themselves described it, Sasha included. We weren't having sex ALL the time. Even with encounters broken up by long rest periods and classes, I was usually only good for about eight shots in a 24-hour period. That left a lot of time to hang out, talk, study, and generally make friends without swapping bodily fluids, and I was coming to be quite fond of these girls, even the ones I hadn't known for very long.


Tuesdays and Thursdays were a little less organized from a "routines" perspective, since I actually had two classes on those days, but Whitney and Nora tended to figure highly on those days. And Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays always seemed to have me waving hello to the sophomores in the living room (including Meli quite often) before heading upstairs to find two upperclasswomen in my bedroom waiting for a threesome.


Or at least I thought that was how Wednesdays were shaping up. I opened the front door and ambled down the hallway, smiling and waving to Jocelyn, Andie, and Tonya in my living room looking over their homework. While surprised to not see the sophomore crowd, I was nevertheless quite pleased to see my original Tri-Delt pledge trio, especially since two of them had stopped having sex with me. "Hey..." I greeted, turning and meandering into the living room while Sasha headed up the stairs, and I sat down beside Jocelyn while giving her a hug. "Long time no see."


Jocelyn giggled. "Long time? I was here last night."


I shrugged and replied sweetly, "Just visiting, though. And ever since you 'broke up' with me, I find that I miss you so much faster."


Jocelyn grinned and gave me another hug.


I then moved over to Tonya, embracing her while saying, "You, on the other hand, I actually haven't seen since last week."


Tonya chuckled. "New boyfriend ... Honeymoon period ... It happens."


"How is he?"


"Not as good as you."


I blushed. "Uh, I didn't mean it like that."


"I know, just thought I'd puff up your ego a bit."


Andie giggled. "Guy has a half-dozen hot girls just gagging for it all day every day. I don't think he needs an ego boost."


We all laughed and I caught up with the girls for about two minutes. But before we got carried away, Jocelyn patted my knee and said, "Well, you'd better get upstairs before the young ones complain."


"Huh?"


"The Sophomores..." Tonya drawled. "They're not down here studying, are they?"


Blinking quickly, only then did I remember how the sophomore girls were typically in the living room this time of day. And yes, I was pretty slow on the uptake before realizing where they had to be instead.


My room.


"Just try to keep it down," Tonya drawled. "Some of us have studying to do."


"Or don't," Andie chirped. "If we really wanted to study, we could have stayed at the chapter house."


Jocelyn just laughed and patted my knee again. Impulsively, I leaned over and pecked her on the lips, boyfriend or not. And then with a smile, I got up and headed for the stairs.


As I hopped up the final few steps, I noticed two things: One was that Sasha's door was closed. Unless she got sucked into a threesome (or moresome), she liked to get started on her homework first thing. The other thing I noticed was that someone was in the bathroom. More specifically, I noticed that through the wide open door I had a perfect view of a half-naked slender female as she bent over the sink, and that the naked half was from the waist down, showing off a dimpled ass, puffy pussy lips, and nicely toned legs.


Hearing my heavy footsteps, Nora Cavaday turned and relaxed as she saw that it was me. Her face was still wet from having just washed it, and with a few droplets dribbling off the tip of her dainty nose and pointed chin, she dropped an elbow onto the counter and then set her cheek against her open palm. With a dreamy smile, she sighed and said in that alluring English accent, "I always told you I had a thing for American blondes..."


Arching an eyebrow, I glanced at my closed bedroom door and wondered to whom Nora might be referring. Running through the quick mental catalog of my "harem", the only name I came up with was Whitney Arvidsson, a blue-eyed pale blonde of Nordic descent who nevertheless was as American as they came. But Nora and Whitney had become quite close friends, and it didn't quite jive in my head for Nora to be referring to her this way.


Still bent over with her cheek in her palm, Nora let her naked ass jut out and sway from side-to-side as her gaze turned inward, perhaps to recent memory. "She's even more gorgeous than her magazine pictures..."


Adrienne. My eyebrows popped in realization that not only had my so-called "sister" come to visit, but that she'd already hooked up with one or more of the Tri-Delts while I was at class. And when I heard an erotic moan float through the closed door I realized that the "hooking up" wasn't done just yet.


Quickly moving to my bedroom, I opened the door and whistled, quite impressed at the sight before me: Atop my bed, two 19-year-old sophomores and a 21-year-old supermodel crawled all over each other in various states of undress. Adrienne wore a powder blue lace bra to restrain her big hooters and matching panties, although the strap of her panties had been pulled aside as petite Asian Jeannie Patitta worked a cream-colored dildo in and out of her wet snatch. At the other end, Adrienne's face wriggled between the naked thighs of Leticia Canas, with the big-titted, red-haired Latina gasping like a fish out of water while her own hands snaked beneath her tank top to palm her own breasts. But this arrangement only lasted for a few seconds before Adrienne crawled up Leticia's body, yanking down the redhead's tank top to suckle on a nipple before shoving her girlcum-coated tongue into Leticia's mouth. And at the same time, Jeannie moved up the bed as well, pulling the dildo out of Adrienne and sticking it into Leticia before shoving her face into Adrienne's butt cheeks and apparently sticking her tongue into the blonde girl's asshole.


Adrienne squealed and rolled over onto her back, giggling in both surprise and excitement. Leticia rolled with her, this time pulling aside Adrienne's bra to suckle on an engorged nipple before reaching down, yanking the dildo out of her cunt, and then forcefully pushing Jeannie onto her back, sliding the Thai girl's panties aside, and shoving the dildo into HER.


Giggling, Nora arrived beside me and slid a hand down the back of my cargo shorts, palming my ass. "Bloody firecracker, that one," she sighed rapturously. "Twenty minutes and she already had me knackered."


I wasn't really paying attention to Nora. At the moment, Adrienne had my full attention as she jumped up to her knees and threw her head back. My vision seemed to slow down like in the movies as her mane of golden blonde hair flipped through the air from relative bottom-right to upper-left and around the back of her head. The afternoon light came through a side window and across the bed, causing her hazel eyes to sparkle as she caught sight of me. Electricity shot through her gaze and a wicked grin spread across Adrienne's face. And without even looking down, she reached out and grabbed hold of Leticia's head, pinning it against her chest and directing the other girl to suck harder on her exposed boob as if to emphatically state she was the clear Alpha female in the room.


With Leticia no longer assaulting her with the dildo, Jeannie sat up and pulled it out of her cunt again. Gleefully, the pretty Thai babe slid the business end of the fake cock into Adrienne once more. But rather than take control of the blonde, Adrienne simply reached out and grabbed Jeannie's head, pulling the smaller girl against her other breast before closing her eyes and letting her head tilt back as she absorbed the sensations of both tits being nursed while a thick cock filled her cunt.


"Fuck. Me." Nora hummed. "She's bloody glorious!"


Very rarely had I invoked the "seizure" part of the Tri-Delt West proclamation, at least not physically. In most cases, I didn't need to bother since once I initiated, the girls willingly followed wherever I led.


But not this time. With neither warning nor request I simply reached out and grabbed Nora from beside me. Keeping my eyes on glorious Adrienne, I spun Nora about and pushed down on her shoulders to drop the brunette onto her knees. With my left hand on the back of Nora's head, I used my right to unzip myself and free my rock-hard erection. And then still gawking at the sight of Adrienne dominating the two sophomore Tri-Delts, I yanked Nora's head forward and shoved my cock into her mouth.


The sexual creature had been awakened.





Over the past couple of weeks, the Tri-Delts at one time or another had all expressed surprise that I hadn't slept with Leticia or Jeannie yet. They listened to my reasoning about not knowing them as well as the others, but weren't shy about pointing out that I'd barely met Madison, Misa, and Lupe (not to mention several others) before boinking them at the Blowjob Party. I didn't really have a better explanation at the time, which had only prompted the girls to collectively deduce that I must want THEM to seduce ME. And over the past week, Leticia and Jeannie both had certainly stepped up their flirtations with me.


But still I resisted. Though they both made clear their desires, a part of me just felt wrong about the whole situation. I know it was ironic that a guy regularly nailing ten different Tri-Delts with no remorse for our lack of serious relationship would have a hang-up over adding two more notches to his belt, and yet I did. Leticia and Jeannie were young, the same age as Brooke and her froshling friends. And even though I considered my little sister and Nora fully mature enough to have sex with, I had spent the past three years putting girls their age into a different category.


More to the point, my lack of a real friendship with either girl kept me at arm's length from them. As previously pointed out, I didn't have real friendships with Madison, Misa, or Lupe either, and all three of them had by now exited my regular rotation. Wham, bam (and bam and bam and bam), thank you kind sir. Unlike the girls with whom I'd shared some history dating back to Adrienne's pledge class, or at least Nora's and Whitney's pledge class, I couldn't see these sophomores as anything more than meaningless flings that would soon go the way of the others I'd barely known.


So short of grabbing me and yanking my shorts down, it just didn't seem that they were going to get the hard pounding they apparently craved. And with me continuing to play hard to get, I had figured we were only a day or two away from them going ahead and yanking my shorts down.


As it turned out, they wouldn't have to. In a single wanton sex act, one that I hadn't even actively participated in, all those concerns were washed away. The mere sight of Adrienne dominating the crap out of these young girls had me red hot and feeling nothing but pure lust. Few women in this world could do that to me without even touching me, and Adrienne was one of them. With the sexual creature now in control, I didn't worry about Leticia's and Jeannie's ages. I didn't worry about how long we would stay friends or even just fuck-buddies. All I worried about was how many articles of clothing the three girls still had in the way and what was necessary to remove such impediments.


Removal wasn't very hard. Jeannie's panties came apart nicely, ripping right down the middle to leave roughly half of their material in each of my hands before my cock suddenly invaded her soaked cunt. Her bra bunched up nicely around her neck as I feasted upon her dusky brownish nipples. And Adrienne did the honors of removing her own panties and shoving them into the Latina's gaping mouth when I reminded the girls of Tonya's request to keep the noise down.


Leticia, on the other hand, wasn't even wearing panties. So there was no impediment as I grabbed onto her shapely hips and drilled her from behind. I did, however, slide my hands beneath her tank top to cup her big swaying melons for a few minutes before dragging the thin cotton shirt forward and over her face. I left it there for a minute, tightening the fabric with my left hand so that Leticia's eyes, nose, and mouth were completely covered by the tank top. She panicked momentarily, unable to decide whether to use her hands to keep her body upright in the doggy-position or scrabble at the tank top to try and dislodge the shirt trapping her face claustrophobically. And having my thick cock continue to hammer away at her stretched pussy as an extra distraction wasn't helping matters.


With my right hand, I tickled Leticia's erogenous zones while she continued to panic. I don't think she was even aware of how close to orgasm she was coming, but her elevated heart rate and hyperventilation from trying to breathe through the porous cotton shirt had primed her body perfectly. And when I reached around and strummed her clit like a guitar chord, the busty redhead's spine jerked into an arch as she finally collapsed face-down across my mattress, screaming in unexpected ecstasy.


Beside me, Adrienne was laughing merrily. She'd buckled on a strap-on dildo and was trying to copy me by fucking Nora from behind, aping some of my hand movements. She'd never be as proficient a cock-fucker as me, but she was certainly having a good time.


Nora was having a good time as well, getting drilled from one end while she feasted on Jeannie's pussy at the other. But after I plugged up Leticia's pussy full of sperm and then dismounted, Jeannie crawled over and flipped her friend onto her back before diving in to slurp out the creampie.


I grinned to watch her hungrily suck down my cum. I wasn't sure whether Leticia and Jeannie had volunteered to join the harem or had been invited by the regulars, but either way, they were my kind of girls. It seemed that being a horny bisexual who loved eating creampies was a requirement for entry into Tri-Delt West.


Adrienne took note of my semi-hard state, and pulled out of Nora to come over and service me. It was rather amusing to watch Adrienne awkwardly try and figure out how to kneel forward and suck on my cock without her own fake dildo impacting the mattress and getting in her way. "Having trouble, AD?" I teased.


"Don't mock or you won't get sucked, Tiger." They were the first words she'd spoken to me. Rolling her eyes, Adrienne huffed, unbuckled the damn thing, and tossed it aside. She bent forward and hummed as she took my cock deep into her mouth while I reached up and patted her head proudly. But then she screamed and nearly bit my prick when Nora suddenly shoved the strap-on into her cunt from behind.


Nora giggled. "You know, I've never actually worn one of these."


"No time like the present," I said with a grin, gesturing to Adrienne's upturned ass.


Pulling the fake cock out of the hot blonde, Nora paused to stick it into her mouth and moan as she sucked off the pussy juices. But then she sat back on her heels, turning the contraption about while trying to figure out how to put it on. And in the end, it was Jeannie who came over to help Nora get buckled in.


By the time Nora got situated, Adrienne had gotten me hard. Deep-throating me once and then pulling back slowly, my buxom blonde goddess smiled around a mouthful of cock and then sat back, giving me a big smile as she patted my rock-hard prick. "Save one for me, please?"


"For you, of course," I promised.


Turning about, Adrienne then returned to Nora and drew the English rose in for a deep, tongue-searching kiss. Pressing harder, she pushed Nora onto her back and then straddled the smaller girl's waist. And then taking hold of the dildo, she aimed it and sank herself down to begin the up-and-down cowgirl motions while simultaneously reaching her hands forward to play with Nora's tits.


That left me to rejoin Leticia and Jeannie for a fresh threesome. Jeannie pouted, saying, "The girls all said I'm not a full harem member until you've squirted inside me."


Reaching up, I stroked Jeannie's cute face and smiled. "My apologies, my dear. Let's get you another orgasm or three. And then we'll see about ensuring your full promotion."


Both girls laughed and then grabbed my shoulders, falling backward and pulling me after them.





The girls may have considered internal combustion to be the standard for harem membership, but I had a loftier goal in mind. Whatever else the girls thought, I didn't consider my job done until the Tri-Delt in question was unconscious, drooling, and leaking my sperm onto the bedsheets. So I kept going until both Leticia and Jeannie were sleeping peacefully.


Just for good measure, I knocked out Nora, too. I still hadn't fucked Adrienne yet, but with my final erection, I smiled and extended a hand out to Adrienne. "Told you I'd save you one."


My lovely lady beamed at me, but sighed as she glanced across the bed. Even though it was King-sized, she had to comment, "Kinda crowded up here though."


I surveyed the three sleeping sophomore Tri-Delts taking up most of the available space and smirked. "Kinda."


"Is the room next door free?"


I started to nod but then shook my head. "Sasha's studying."


"Downstairs then?" Adrienne squeezed my hand and then stepped off the bed, pulling me after her.


I glanced down at my nudity and hesitated for only a moment before grinning and replying, "Sure. Why not?"


Giggling, Adrienne led us both naked to the door and outside. We'd been upstairs screwing sophomores for longer than I thought, as it was already dinner time. So I blushed to see Andie, Tonya, and Jocelyn now seated at the dining table along with Jamie, Lakhi, and Whitney. More surprising was that despite my concerns and Sasha's closed door, she had actually gone downstairs and was having dinner with the Tri-Delts. When she saw us, Sasha raised her eyebrows in surprise even as her eyeballs dropped downward toward my dick.


The girls figured out what we were up to and simply waved to us. Tonya added, "Remember to keep the noise down. Some of us will be trying to eat."


"And others of us want you to be loud so we can masturbate right here at the dining table!" Andie chimed in.


"Eww!" Whitney protested.


Laughing even harder, Adrienne just sped us up as we scampered hand-in-hand through the hallway and into Brooke's old bedroom. Adrienne then turned and slammed the door shut before dissolving into a fit of giggles. And just as I was catching my breath and getting my laughter under control, Adrienne suddenly lunged into me, pushing me and pushing me until she'd toppled me flat across her bed.


"Mmm... finally..." she crooned before ducking her head and sucking my cock into her mouth. I'd lost a little hardness in the trek downstairs, but Adrienne's talented mouth quickly had me back at full mast.


Due in no small part to the many hours of practice she'd put in on me, Adrienne was a master cocksucker. As waves and waves of pleasure assaulted my brain, I groaned and let my head fall back against the mattress. And sighing with deep satisfaction, I mumbled, "I've missed you."


"Sorry I wasn't here for you earlier."


"Not your fault. You were busy."


"Not anymore. Fashion Week is over and the Swimsuit Issue is out."


"I saw it. Hey, you still made the cover."


Adrienne groaned. "As part of a group picture, not a solo. Still, at least I didn't get kicked off entirely. The sex tape actually worked."


I chuckled and shook my head. "I still can't believe we actually did that and put it on the internet."


"Regrets?"


"For you? No. Always for you. Anytime."


"You're so sweet. The perfect boyfriend."


"Speaking of which, how IS your new boyfriend? What's his name... ? Shawn? Shane?"


"Shane. Ohmigawd, he's gorgeous. His abs are just sick and he's got the softest blue eyes and that perfectly unkempt hair. It's really too bad that behind closed doors he's fruitier than an Edible Arrangements gift basket."


I laughed. "Not even a little bisexual?"


"Nope, although he lets me watch him fuck his boyfriend. Oddly arousing sometimes..."


"Eww ... Look what you just did."


Sure enough, my cock had started to droop in Adrienne's hands.


"Aww ... poor baby. Let mama make it all better." She promptly inhaled my prick and quickly sucked me back to full hardness. Seeking to wipe my mind of any thoughts of Shane and his boyfriend, I concentrated on the sight of Adrienne's beautiful face and big-ass naked titties, wobbling wonderfully as she more or less fucked her face on my cock.


"Oh, fuck yeah..." I groaned in rapturous pleasure. "Some days I wish you'd move back in with me and we could do this all the time."


Adrienne pulled off my prick with an audible [pop], and then continued jacking my shaft as she looked up at me. "Well you WILL get to keep me for a while this time. I'm joining your harem. You can 'seize and inseminate' me anytime you want from now on."


I chuckled. "That's a Tri-Delt mandate. And I think it's a little late for you to pledge the sorority."


"Did you forget? I AM a Tri-Delt."


"Holy shit ... Yeah!"


"Sure, I've been gone for a little while. But I still remember the oath." Putting on a solemn expression, Adrienne sat back on her heels and raised her right hand. Staring right at my cock, she intoned, "I pledge allegiance ... to the flag ... of Ben's gorgeous column of man-meat. And to the body ... to which it's attached ... one- tee-hee!"


Adrienne couldn't finish the rest of her impromptu oath as I just couldn't restrain myself any longer, reaching down to tickle her ribs before grabbing her beneath each armpit and then physically hoisting her up and onto the bed. Even though Brooke and DJ had moved out, I still kept the two bedrooms made with sheets to handle impromptu sessions like this, as well as let the Tri-Delts crash overnight from time to time when they weren't sleeping with me.


We made out for a minute, battling tongues amidst breathy gasps. Then, sliding myself down her body, I let my hands trail all the way down her long legs and down to her feet, where I started giving her an impromptu foot massage. That only lasted for thirty seconds while I bent over and kissed her inner thigh. And then I continued kissing and massaging my way higher until I was rubbing her calves and dipping my tongue into her wet slit.


Already used and abused multiple times by various dildos and saturated from repeated orgasms, Adrienne's pussy was an open pocket of wet warmth. I slurped up her nectar and then moved higher, nuzzling my nose into her belly and tickling her skin-denting ribs with my lips.


"Bennn..." Adrienne groaned impatiently. "Don't make me wait any longer."


I made her wait a little longer. Those mouth-watering 36F melons were just too big and juicy and enticing to resist. I devoured each nipple ravenously, almost a little too hard since they'd been rubbed raw over the past hour-plus of five-way orgy. My fingers buzzed her clit as I reclined on my side next to her naked body, but then Adrienne's hands found my own, batting them away before grabbing my hips and physically yanking me atop her.


That action provided the catalyst for my sexual energy, and in a sudden rush I scrambled into position, notched my cockhead at her open gash, and then powerfully lunged inside. Adrienne threw her head back to scream at my sudden penetration, causing me to miss kissing her by a fraction of a second. Instead, I suckled on her neck and quickly moved down to bite her shoulder gently as my hands reached up to grab the headboard and use my arms as leverage to rather violently power myself in and out of her cunt.


"AAAAAUUUGH! FUCK ME! FUCK ME!" Adrienne howled, oblivious to whoever might be outside of her room. Yeah, Tonya had asked us to keep the noise down, but I didn't particularly care anymore and it's not like any of them didn't realize what was going on in here.


Reaching down with my right arm, I raised only Adrienne's left leg over my shoulder, bending her into the splits while pivoting my hips just a bit to get even deeper penetration into her cunt.


"Oh ... shiiittt..." Adrienne groaned. "Fuck me. Never stop fucking me..."


"Unnnghhh!" I grunted, blown away by the intensity of our fuck. After a little while, Adrienne raised her right leg over my shoulder on her own. Then, cinching my hands beneath her armpits again, I grabbed onto Adrienne's shoulders from behind and powerfully jerked her body against me to add even more force to our lustfully-crazed thrusts.


"FUCK ME FUCK ME FUCK ME!" she shrieked eagerly, flinging herself against my body just as hard as I was pounding her. And all of a sudden, I felt her breath cut out as she tightened up and exploded in orgasm.


"Yeeeeeee-AUGGGH!" Adrienne screamed as the climax ripped through her. Her hips launched off the bed, driving both of us several inches into the air before we crashed back down, gravity pushing me just a little bit deeper into her body. Immediately after, she dropped her legs off my shoulders and scissored them around my lower back, trapping me inside her while she used her own abs and inner muscles to milk me for my cum.


Just as she started coming down from her high, I obliged her. And while making short stabbing thrusts in a hopeless quest to drive my cockhead into her damn fallopian tubes, I stiffened up and began hosing her down with cum.


"Fuuuuuck!" Adrienne groaned as she felt the hot splatters against her insides.


"NNGGH!" I grunted with her, my neck and jaw muscles straining from the exertion of trying to cram even more cock meat into her body.


And then finally I blasted out the final drops of sperm in my balls, my sexual energy dropping off a cliff as I collapsed flat atop Adrienne's chest. I only managed to prop one elbow up on the mattress to keep from collapsing completely, just barely holding my head up from bashing into her nose. But Adrienne wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me down so that my face ended up in the pillow beside her as she did her level best to give me a total body hug with my cock slowly deflating inside her.


"Oh, I love you, Tiger..." Adrienne crooned, cinching me even tighter. "Anytime, anywhere, I'm yours. Always and forever. Never forget that..."


"Grmph..." I grunted in my post-ejaculate stupor. Wiping out Nora, Leticia, Jeannie, AND Adrienne had also wiped ME out.


"I mean it, Ben," Adrienne cooed, her eyes boring into mine as she used my real name. She held my cheeks in her hands and held my face up so that we could look at each other from inches away. "I owe you everything. I owe you my life. Sometimes I feel like I'm being terribly selfish by taking off and gallivanting around the world, doing my own thing. I remind myself that you're well-taken care of, whether it's with Dawn or DJ or Kim ... But you don't have anybody special right now, and that worries me. I just need you to know that all you have to do is snap your fingers and I'll give it all up. For you, I will, no questions asked."


"Adrienne, you know I'd never ask you to do that."


"But I would. In a heartbeat. For you. Only ever for you..." There were tears in her eyes now. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry I haven't been here for you before now."


"Hey, hey ... You don't have to feel bad. I'm okay. I'm holding up just fine ... MORE than fine if you can't tell by the crowd of girls hanging out in my dining room just waiting for me to ravish them. Seriously ... I'm fine."


But despite my reassurances, not to mention the amazing sex we'd just had, Adrienne was momentarily inconsolable. I cradled her in my arms and pressed her forehead against my chest, all while my cock slowly deflated inside her worn and used pussy. Maybe she really had been stressing out about my well-being. Maybe her emotions were simply a little more raw after that incredible climax. But despite her stated desire to be here to support me, right now SHE needed to feel better, and I was only too happy to support HER.


"I'm fine," I repeated. "And you're here. And even if you were to leave three minutes from now, I would know my life was better to have you in it for what little time I had."


Tilting her head back, Adrienne focused on massaging my hyper-sensitive prick with her vaginal muscles and then sighed, "I just feel like you've given so much to me, from the love of your family to Adam to my dad to stopping me from becoming the bitch I was turning into ... I can never repay you. You know that, right?"


"You don't owe me a thing."


She took a deep breath, and then pulled my head down so that our foreheads touched. "I'd marry you, you know. If you asked me. I didn't think I'd have to. I honestly thought you'd be better off with Dawn or DJ or even Kim. Somebody who'd want to give you the kids you always wanted. But now ... I mean ... Kim's already pregnant. And maybe ... well ... if she keeps the baby, then I'm off the hook."


I blinked and pulled my forehead off of Adrienne's, staring into her eyes. "What are you saying?"


"I love you, Ben. Always have. You're the only man for me, the only man I'll ever want for the rest of my life. If I don't marry you, then who else?"


I shook my head. "You're talking crazy. And you're talking from a place of guilt. I LOVE you, and I always will, but we've got a good thing going here right now, don't we? My sister ... with benefits. We tried the romantic route once before – actually, twice before – and failed both times. I'm your rock, and really, you're mine. It's better this way, isn't it? Don't you love the relationship we now have?"


Blinking away tears, she nodded. "I do."


"Then let's not change it. Not now. Not because you feel guilty for leaving me alone or some such nonsense. I'm clearly NOT alone. Sure, I don't have a current girlfriend, but that's going to happen from time to time until I finally can settle down with The One. Maybe it'll be someone I haven't met yet. Maybe it'll be DJ if she can get over this guilt. Hell, maybe it WILL be you. But not now. Not yet. I do love you, but the last thing I would ever want was for you to marry me simply because you felt like I had nobody else. Okay?"


She sniffled, weighing my words. But after a few moments, she bit her lip and nodded.


I kissed her quickly, and then raised my hands to hold her cheeks. "You and me ... always and forever ... That doesn't change. Alright?"


She managed a teary smile. "Alright."


I kissed her again, and this time she parted her lips to let me tongue in. My cock was only half-hard but still wedged inside her, and the longer we kissed the firmer I got. But just when I started to think I might actually have enough energy for one more go-round, my stomach gurgled loud enough to make Adrienne pull her mouth back and laugh.


"Hungry?"


My stomach gurgled again. "Okay ... dinner first, THEN we'll go back to fucking."


She grinned. "Sounds like a plan."





Adrienne stayed through the weekend, but on Monday I sent her off to fly back to New York, back to her supermodel's life. Despite her repeated insistence that she would give it all up for me, I knew that being a model both excited and satisfied her, and deep down she really knew I'd never ask her to.


Still, I very much enjoyed the nearly five days and four nights we had together, as did all of my girls. They had not forgotten that Adrienne Dennis was a Tri-Delt, and the older ones had not forgotten just how good she was in bed. Seriously, for those four nights Jocelyn spent more time with her than she did with her new boyfriend.


The only one who didn't actually have sex with Adrienne, oddly enough, was Sasha. One would have thought they'd be fast friends and ready lovers after making that sex tape together, but for some reason Sasha was holding herself a bit aloof. The two were perfectly cordial at dinner that first Wednesday night, and cracked a few jokes back and forth. But for whatever reasons, Sasha never seemed entirely comfortable around Adrienne, and despite her ravenous appetite for fresh pussy, my buxom blonde "sister" didn't pressure my roommate into doing anything she didn't feel comfortable with. Why would she? Adrienne had nine horny Tri-Delts to play with.


Actually, we didn't see much of Sasha during that time at all. Sure, I had classes with her on Thursday and Friday, but she had work on all of the weekend nights and she also stayed in San Francisco all day Saturday hanging out with some of her stripper friends, like Marisa, with whom she hadn't spent a lot of time lately. It wasn't until Monday morning's usual threesome that Sasha and I hooked up for the first time in a week, and I didn't think it a coincidence that it happened less than an hour after Adrienne left.


But I didn't comment on Sasha's momentary reticence. Tangentially, I tried to sort of slip into the topic a few times without getting anywhere. If Sasha felt uncomfortable around Adrienne for some reason I wanted to know why. But at the same time, I didn't want to pressure her any more than Adrienne did, and days later once Adrienne was gone, it was like nothing had ever happened. Sasha went right back to normal.


With Adrienne gone, my college life also returned to normal. I currently had eight "active" harem girls: Andie, Jamie, Jeannie, Lakhi, Leticia, Nora, Whitney, and of course, Sasha. Jocelyn and Tonya still hung out around the house and played with the girls, even if not with me. And even Lupe, Madison, and Misa still dropped by occasionally.


The Tri-Delt West charter was still on the wall in the foyer, and those latter three certainly knew what they were getting into whenever they walked through my front door. I caught Misa making bedroom eyes at me one evening and unceremoniously hauled her over my shoulder and carried her kicking and screaming up the stairs to my bathroom. Despite her loud and semi-violent show of resistance, her lips were glued to mine with her legs wrapped around my waist the instant we got behind the bathroom door. The only time we stopped kissing was to get her shirt over her head, and then still with her legs around my waist, we stepped into the shower and managed to stick my dick inside her supertight but superwet cunt.


Bad idea.


I may have mentioned before that Misa fucked like a Tasmanian Devil, and even though the little girl weighed about a hundred pounds soaking wet, it took all of my strength to hold her against my body lest she brain herself against the shower tiles in her violent jerks and lunges. Finally, I simply tugged the curtain aside and stepped out of the tub, not caring that the shower was still running. Then I smothered the skinny Vietnamese girl on the floor beneath my far greater weight and literally fucked her into the ground.


Wet, slippery, and helplessly pinned beneath me, even Misa's spastic Tasmanian gyrations couldn't shake her body loose. And I rutted away to my heart's content and gave her three shrieking orgasms before dropping my entire weight onto her body and completing the insemination part of my charter. Now satisfied, Misa sat me on top of the toilet and showed off her golf-ball-through-a-garden-hose sucking skills to bring me back to hardness before getting up and tapping on the door. It swung open to reveal a fully naked Madison waiting outside, and the tall, leggy brunette took me by the hand and led me into the shower to finish cleaning me up.


Madison spent the night.


Wednesday found me dialing up the sophomores once again, although just Jeannie and Leticia; Nora had gotten hers with Whitney on Tuesday. Andie and Jamie spent the night on Wednesday night, but Lakhi got Thursday morning and Nora and Whitney got Thursday afternoon.


Sasha spent the night with me one-on-one, something that had started to happen rather regularly, save for last week when Adrienne spent every single night in my bed. "Sasha Thursdays" had become something of a regular thing, since it was her last night with me before the weekends when she usually wouldn't return home until quite late. Come to think of it, I wondered if that was why Sasha felt uncomfortable around Adrienne, perhaps thinking my adoptive sister had usurped her position as my "constant". But whatever the reason, Sasha happily fell asleep in my arms with a load of cum slowly oozing out of her pussy. And she woke up the next morning when I stuck my morning erection into her still-sodden snatch from behind.


Still, we didn't quite get to have a one-on-one that Friday morning. About five minutes after we got started, my bedroom door creaked open and Andie and Jamie both stuck their heads around to see if we were up.


"Is this a private party?" Andie asked.


"Or is there room for two more?" Jamie added.


I chuckled and shook my head. Adrienne had put that little phrase into the girls' heads, and I'd heard it more than a few times in the last week.


Pulling out of Sasha, I rolled onto my back and flipped the covers off our naked bodies. Raising my arms in welcome, I replied, "Come on in girls. Have at it."


They were already shedding their clothes on the way to the bed.


I was SO glad I didn't have any Friday morning classes.





"You sure this is the right place?" Jamie asked as she steered her beat-up Ford Explorer into the lot, her right wheel hopping the curb instead of the driveway. Still recovering from the momentary jolt, I winced as she came within a fraction of an inch of knocking over a sign pole, but she managed to pull up in front of the club without further incident.


Note to self: Do NOT let Jamie drive us home.



The girl was sweet, and lovely (hence the nickname), but she was one of the worst drivers I'd ever seen. Now I understood why Andie had somewhat subtly suggested that I chauffeur them over Jamie's insistence that it was her SUV. Not understanding, I'd sided with Jamie, but now I knew better.


Just get her drunk and claim that as the reason she can't drive.



Good plan. Mental five! [slap].


"It's the right place," I finally answered, unbuckling my seatbelt from the shotgun spot. Andie had pleaded for me to join the girls on one of the two bench seats so they could mess around during the drive into the City, but I'd told the girls to be patient.


"But it just doesn't look right," Whitney commented from the back row. "This place looks like a nice restaurant."


I chuckled and nodded my head. "I've heard that before. Trust me. It's the right place."


I got out of the car and waited by the entrance while the valet took the keys from Jamie. Tonya, Lupe, Jocelyn, Andie, and Whitney piled out alongside me, and together the seven of us headed into the enclosed lobby with muted, but not dark, lighting.


A slender brunette and an Asian with fake tits stood behind the podium, dressed like proper restaurant hostesses. "Welcome to Nocturne. How may I help you?" the brunette asked.


Taking the lead, I said, "Reservation for--"


"You're Emmanuelle's friends, aren't you?" the Asian said with just a trace of an accent, cutting me off.


I smiled after a half-beat, having to remember that "Emmanuelle" was Sasha's stage name. I nodded and replied, "We are."


The Asian girl, her name tag reading "Mai", gestured for us to follow her toward the door on our left. "I'll lead you inside. Please follow me."


The girls glanced at each other. Of them, only Lupe, Tonya, and Jocelyn had turned 21. Andie, Jamie, and Whitney were only 20 and while they had fake IDs, they weren't expecting that they wouldn't need them.


Although all six girls had been to bars before, only Lupe and Jocelyn had been in a strip club. I watched them as they went inside, their perplexed expressions mirroring my own puzzlement the first time I'd come here for Bert's 21st birthday. Even today, I was struck by how the décor was so much unlike the stereotypical strip club, with none of the trademark neon lights, cheesy music, or scantily clad women on little stages one might expect.


"Maybe she really IS a waitress..." I heard Andie mumble.


The Tri-Delts had known from the beginning that Sasha left each weekend to work in the City. At first, she gave them the line about waitressing at a club downtown, but as they shared more and more intimacies, she'd confessed to being a stripper a few weeks ago. Rather than look down upon her, the girls were quite impressed. Jamie and Whitney even asked Sasha for help with seduction moves, something they'd immediately put into practice two days later when the three of them seduced me together by doing a group strip tease.


Over the intervening weeks, the girls had begged for a chance to go visit the club, especially since most of them had never been in a strip club. For a while, Sasha put them off saying she'd feel weird. But they assured her they'd be perfect guests and in the end, Sasha had relented. They'd booked reservations, and tonight was the night.


With seven people, we didn't quite fit around a single circular table. Instead, Mai placed us at two tables side-by-side, with only a narrow passage between and the chairs oriented so that no one would be seated with her back to her friends. I noticed that we were placed immediately next to the false wall, so that when it rolled up into the ceiling, we would have a front row view of the stage. I didn't tell the girls that, choosing instead to wait and see their surprise. But it was me who was surprised when our waitress announced her arrival by placing a hand on my shoulder, climbing into my lap with an arm around my neck, and then leaning over to shove her tongue into my mouth.


Though the kiss was unexpected, I'd been surprised in such a manner way too many times to be totally caught off guard. After only the briefest hesitation, I kissed right back and was rewarded with an erotic purr emanating from the woman's throat. By taste and touch I already knew it wasn't Sasha kissing me, and that I had no clue who she was, but I didn't mind. I'd find out soon enough, and in the meantime, she wanted to kiss me and I was happy enough to go along with that.


Unfortunately my hands went wandering as I slid them down her spine before cupping her juicy ass. I felt sheer stockings beneath my palms, the only things separating my hands from her naked skin. But despite this coverage, such a grope was a no-no at this stage of the evening, and my unexpected kisser backed off and waggled a finger in my face. "Not yet, loverboy."


I smiled as I now recognized her. "Nice to see you again, Angelica. Or should I call you Marisa?"


The beautiful busty brunette grinned and touched an upright finger to my lips. "Shh ... that's a private name for private times. If you play your cards right, you might get to use it. But here I am Angelica."


"Works for me."


"Emmanuelle asked me specifically to wait on you and your friends tonight."


"I'm sure she did. Will she be at another table?"


Angelica shook her head. "Not tonight. Entertainment only."


I nodded. I would have felt awkward watching Sasha working a different table from ours tonight, and perhaps she felt the same. The only thing more awkward would have been waiting on us herself.


"So!" Angelica now said brightly, slipping off my lap and standing upright. She mimed holding a pen and pad even though her hands were free. "Drink orders? What can I get you?


I already knew this was going to be a great night.





Reassuring the Tri-Delts that the entertainment portion of the evening was still to come, I managed to get them to enjoy their dinner and get a little cocktail buzz. Andie and Jamie, the two seated to either side of me, were getting a little handsy. I let them stroke my cock outside my pants but drew the line at slipping inside and actually giving me a handjob. We finished our meals and dessert, and then I grinned while watching the surprised expressions on the girls' faces when the wall beside us turned translucent and rolled up into the ceiling. Surprise turned to delight as realization set in. Delight turned into fascination as the first act came on stage. And fascination turned into arousal as the dancers' clothes started coming off.


"WOOOO!!!" Andie suddenly stood up and threw her arms in the air.


"WOOOO!!!" Whitney was quick to join her. And while the other girls didn't stand up or anything, they eagerly cheered as well.


Their enthusiasm turned out to be contagious, and several other tables came to life. Sure, many of them were filled with guys, but they seemed as happy to see the Tri-Delts as they were to see the dancers. Cheers and whistles rang out, and the dancers on stage soaked up the attention like a sponge. This first number was a group act, like many a burlesque show, and the dancers' gyrations and hip thrusts seemed to have a little extra energy in them as they completed their number.


And we were just getting started.


The Tri-Delts settled down after that, with Andie literally settling down in my lap. She didn't do much more than grind her ass against my erection, her eyes on the stage. The girls still whistled and cheered particularly flamboyant manuevers, and applauded politely at the end of each set.


"She's good," Jocelyn breathed from beside me. She'd slipped into Andie's vacant seat, moving closer to me and getting a better view of the stage as well.


I glanced up, recognizing the willowy blonde with a drum tight ass and perky A-cups, currently doing a ballet routine to somber piano music while slowly peeling off each layer of clothing. By now, she was down to just her shoes and a pink tutu, and every time she spun and then bent over, we had a perfect view of her naked ass and shaved pussy.


"Kady said the same thing," I mumbled.


"Huh?" Jocelyn asked.


"Nevermind. Andie, can you hand me that box up there?"


"Box? Oh..." The perky blonde on my lap seemed surprised to see the box of request cards, but she retrieved it obediently and I fished a card out for Jocelyn.


"Take her into the back," I told the Filipina, gesturing with the card toward the ballerina. "Let her show you a good time. My treat."


"This whole trip has already been your treat."


I smiled and shrugged. "And every day you girls spend in my house is a treat for me. Her name is Renee. Go on. Have fun."


Arching an eyebrow, Jocelyn got a pen and started scribbling onto the card. I held it up, and moments later Angelica retrieved it from me. When Renee came by the table two songs later, Jocelyn reached out and grabbed Tonya's hand. The three of them went into the back and didn't come out until ten minutes later, Jocelyn with several smears of red lipstick all over her face.


"Have a good time?" I asked.


"The best." Jocelyn grinned, with Tonya smirking right behind her. "That girl is so flexible! And this place is so much cooler than the other strip club I've been to."


"That it is."


Just then, a pretty blonde with Double-D tits came up and tapped Andie's arm. My lap-warmer squealed happily and started tugging on my hand as she slipped onto the floor. "What?" I asked.


"You're coming with us," Andie explained like it was the most obvious thing in the world. "She's just your type, isn't she?"


Tall, blonde, busty, and beautiful: yes, she was my type. But I wasn't really interested in getting private lapdances, not on this trip. I was just about to explain that to Andie when the announcer came on in her smoky-sweet and seductive voice, "Ladies and Gentlemen, please welcome ... Emmanuelle!"


My attention was immediately on stage, the busty blonde and Andie both long-forgotten. The curtain rose, and at first I was surprised to see an empty stage. Jamie gasped beside me, and only then did I look up and notice that Sasha was hanging upside-down over the center of the stage with one leg hooked over a suspended ring. She was clad in a red and black leotard with white lace trim and her dark hair was pulled back into a severe bun. She looked like an Olympic gymnast, right down to the sparkly makeup, except that she was wearing strappy high heels that fastened several inches up her ankles, and that I'd never seen an Olympic gymnast with D-cup tits busting out the top of her leotard.


Slowly, and building with the crescendo of the music, Sasha extended her arms and then lifted her body upward while twisting to the side, her momentum spinning the ring as she grabbed onto one side and then curled her body into a new position. Pivoting forward, she executed some kind of tumble that resulted in her belly resting on the base of the ring while she bent her body into a circle, her legs kicked up with a single high heel hooked beneath the top of the ring and both hands holding onto the ring at the same point, showing amazing flexibility. And still spinning, she gradually released first one arm and then the other along with one leg until she was extended out in a full stretch, save for one leg bent to maintain contact with the ring lest she fall.


I suddenly understood how she might end up with an injured hip.


Sasha quite literally danced on that spinning ring. In retrospect, I realized she had to pause to catch her breath from time to time, but even during those pauses her arms or legs would extend, curl, and retract, adding movement and flavor to her performance even without big tricks. Her aerial dancing was perfectly synchronized to the music, letting the ebbs and flows of some orchestral piece I'd never heard of tug at my heartstrings. The melody was sad, melancholy. Without lyrics it spoke of unrequited love and pain. And more than one of the girls beside me had started crying.


It was, quite literally, like nothing I'd ever seen.


The room had gone silent. No catcalls, no cheers. No Tri-Delts yelling "Woo". Everyone was enraptured by the performance in front of them as Sasha changed into position after position, each one seemingly more dangerous than the last with the ring constantly spinning and spinning. At one point, she dangled entirely from the ring only holding on with one hand. The music swelled, and I could metaphorically envision Sasha holding onto her last shred of hope by just her fingertips. Putting aside the performance, I realized that -I- would have had difficulty showing the upper body strength to get back up with only one hand. But with a triumphant note, Sasha kicked out with her legs and again used her momentum perfectly to hook a leg over the base of the ring and then hoist herself back up. And only then did the first cheers ring out.


She never removed the leotard. She never revealed any more flesh than she had started with. Nobody cared. And when Sasha sat up in the center of the ring, panting from the exertion and holding onto the rim with both hands, the room burst into thunderous applause.





I didn't see Sasha for nearly an hour after her performance. I figured that she would need quite a bit of time to rest after that kind of exertion. It's one thing to dance a jazz number on stage, and quite another to perform that kind of Cirque ballet above the stage. But even beyond the need for rest, I recognized the more likely reason for her long absence: requests.


After a performance like that, Sasha would stand to make a lot of money for private versions, especially ones that resulted in her clothes coming off. After all, the paying patrons hadn't gotten to see her goodies on stage. For a brief moment, I thought about getting jealous, but that moment quickly passed. After all, this was what Sasha did for a living, to pay her way through college. Unlike me, she didn't have a family to support her, both emotionally and financially. She did what she had to do, and to be perfectly honest, she was GOOD at it.


Plus, I knew the rules as well as anybody. Private lapdances were strictly "look but don't touch". Burly guys like Bouncer Tony would be watching and protecting, to make sure nothing got out of hand. At the end of the night, I knew Sasha would end up in my house in Berkeley, and if I wanted, she could end up in my bed.


So what the hell was there to be jealous about? I smiled and thanked my good fortune, to live the life I led. Sure, things hadn't turned out the way I'd expected, or even hoped for, but surrounded by luscious young women who wanted to have a good time, and have that good time with me, I didn't have much ground for complaints.


I could install an aerial ring in my master bedroom, right? Locate the right joist, make sure I've got good brackets, maybe reposition the armchairs ... Hmm ... The thought has merit...



In the meantime, I enjoyed the rest of my evening. Girls went on stage, either solo or for group numbers. Girls came by the tables, taking back Tri-Delts either solo or for group numbers. Each of them had at least one private dance, and each of them ended up spending time rubbing her ass in my lap right there on the main floor. And as the night wound down, I started to think about gathering the girls and heading home so I could work off the sexual energy I'd built up in the club.


Yeah, payment for this little trip to the strip club was my treat, but the idea of having all six of the girls in my bedroom tonight would REALLY be my treat.


But then Sasha returned. Whitney was my current lap-warmer when I felt fingertips sliding down my arm. I turned to see Sasha in full makeup, freshly applied, with her long dark hair down and wearing quite the fetching black and red lingerie ensemble that called to mind her gymnast's leotard. The overall shape was similar, from the short sleeves to the V-neck to the high cut on the hips. But this teddy was made of lace, and she hadn't been wearing matching stockings on stage.


"Hi, Ben," Sasha said plainly with a nervous smile, sliding her hand into mine. She brightened visibly when I squeezed her fingers, and after a demure blush, she looked down at me with those big brown eyes and asked, "Will you please come with me?"


I arched an eyebrow and said, "I don't remember writing a request card for you."


She shook her head. "You don't have to."


Gently, I helped Whitney slide off my lap as I stood up. First she and then Andie looked like they might make a move to join us, but I shook my head fractionally and let Sasha lead me alone into the back. We walked past several curtained-off areas, low moans both male and female wafting out to us from behind. At the far end was a final curtain, an Asian dancer I recognized at the last moment as "Mai" standing beside it with a smile on her face. Mai had apparently been saving this room for us, and Sasha pecked her on the cheek and said "Thanks" as she led me inside. Mai then closed the curtain behind us while Sasha directed me onto the lone leather couch in the room.


"Did you like my performance?" she asked quietly while slipping onto my lap, a knee to either side of my hips and those big tits right under my chin. She cradled my head in her forearms, briefly tugging my nose down against her chest as she let her head fall back while moaning erotically.


"I loved it. You were brilliant."


"I danced that one for you..." she sighed, her voice cracking just a little bit.


"Thank you," I said. "It was quite special."


She looked down at me then, searching my eyes for something. But apparently she didn't find it, because she frowned momentarily before cupping my chin in her palm and raising it before bending down and kissing me.


Immediately my nostrils were filled with her spicy-sweet scent, a perfume of sweat, feminine arousal, and Chanel's finest blended into a cocktail of aromas that set both my heart and loins on fire. Sasha kissed me with a fiery passion, not necessarily any more than she did with me every time we were together in the Berkeley house, but that was only because she got REALLY passionate with me EVERY time we were together, period.


I returned the kiss and started to gather her in my arms, catching myself at the last moment and forcing myself to plant my palms on the couch to either side of me. The last thing I wanted was for burly bouncer Tony to come barging in on us.


Sasha noticed my suddenly inert state, and breaking our kiss, she furrowed her eyebrows in confusion. "What is it?"


I raised my eyebrows. "There are cameras here, aren't they? Don't want to get either of us in trouble."


Sasha giggled and shook her head. "Relax. I told Tony you were my boyfriend and that I planned on getting a little naughty with you in here."


That got an eyebrow raise. "Exactly how naughty are we talking about?"


Sasha kissed me again, and then leaned in to whisper into my ear. "Have you ever actually had sex in one of these rooms?"


I jerked my head back in surprise. "Uh ... no..."


"Me, neither ... At least not yet..."





Neither of us lasted very long. That's part of the appeal about semi-public sex, I think. It's not a drawn out, multiple-orgasm process. It's quick and dirty and you feel like you're stealing something. To take your time and just sort of casually hang out defeats the purpose. There's a ticking clock in the back of your head that tells you you're running out of time before you get caught, and so you fuck harder and fuck faster and really strain to get that climax so you can pull out, smoothen your clothes, and pretend like nothing happened.


At first, I didn't feel the sense of urgency. Despite what Sasha said, she simply gyrated in my lap and alternated between rubbing my nose with her own, rubbing her tits in my face, and sticking her tongue down my throat. Her crotch rubbed against my erection, but she made no move to extract my dick from my pants, and until she did I wouldn't get too worried about what was going on. Sasha had told Bouncer Tony that I was her boyfriend, so I felt free to let my hands roam. And the longer I caressed and fondled her, the more reassured I felt that we wouldn't be interrupted.


Eventually Sasha started her strip-teasing. She slid her sleeves off her shoulders and tugged her teddy down to her waist, baring her breasts and letting me feast on her nipples. Still, Tony didn't interfere. I grabbed her ass and even let my fingers stroke Sasha's pussy from behind, outside of the strap over her crotch. Still, Tony didn't interfere.


But then Sasha's hands went to work at my pants, unbuttoning and unzipping and finally extracting my cock into the air. And then she slid the strap over her crotch aside and centered me against the opening to her sex, and right there in the private lapdance room, this gorgeous stripper sank her pussy down around my shaft.


And then she told me that Tony didn't know we were actually going to have sex.


All of a sudden, I started worrying about being interrupted by a meaty thug's even meatier fist. But when I bucked, Sasha simply rode with me, crushing my face against her cleavage and humping down with her hips to keep my body pinned beneath hers. She turned my head and kissed me wetly, our mouths clashing even more violently than our tongues, and suddenly we were fucking.


To an overhead camera, I hoped it only looked like Sasha was dry-humping me. We didn't move from our positions the whole time, and I kept my hands on either her hips or ass to grind her body against mine while simultaneously preventing her from rising up far enough for anybody to notice my dick was nearly eight inches up this stripper's twat.


"Fuck me..." Sasha breathed into my ear, whispering so softly that no microphones would be able to hear. "Fuck me..."


"Ungh..." I grunted, gritting my teeth and concentrating on rolling my own hips while keeping my butt firmly planted on the seat, using my hands to control her body as if I were manually masturbating myself with her pussy. I groaned in rhythm, "So ... fucking ... tight..."


"Fuck me ... Harder ... Deeper..." Sasha pleaded, now biting my ear. Her whimpers added fuel to my lustful fire, and as I did as she asked we started getting dangerously close to discovery.


Of course, that danger only made things even MORE exciting, and I reached up with one hand to jerk Sasha's head to the side, biting down on her neck like I was a vampire and suckling away until I was sure I'd left my mark.


Still, Tony didn't interfere.


So I started fucking her harder. Sasha's entire body was now rising and falling, and any close examination of the screen would make it obvious that she wasn't simply dry humping me. My hands were underneath her ass, lifting her with each thrust while I shoved my face into her big bare tits and wriggled my face side to side amongst her mammary flesh. I then captured a nipple in my mouth, biting down on it with my lips covering my teeth, and I grinned around a mouthful of boob to hear her cry of ecstasy that would not be mistaken over the camera.


But thankfully, she was right there, and with two more thrusts Sasha suddenly grabbed onto my shoulders, biting her lip to only half-stifle a scream as she tightened up and came. And as her inner muscles clamped around me, I thrust twice more myself and then pinned her down against my thighs as I erupted wave after wave of hot lava into her spasming snatch.


Still, Tony didn't interfere. Maybe his attention had been occupied with other screens at the time. We'd gotten away with it, and I smiled in satisfaction at an exceedingly pleasant and fun romp.


And then Sasha set her forehead down on my shoulder and sighed, "Ben ... I love you..."


Chapter 17: Love


-- SATURDAY, MARCH 11, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



"Ben ... I love you..."


I stiffened immediately. Sasha, on the other hand, continued basking in the afterglow of a spectacular orgasm as she slumped against my shoulder. Her half-naked body rose and fell with her deep breaths, and she hummed lightly before turning her nose deeper into the crook of neck.


THEN she stiffened.


Her hands, which were resting against my upper arms, suddenly had them in a death grip. She gasped, and then held her breath while keeping her face pressed tightly against my shoulder. She didn't move, as if she could simply remain still and somehow hidden until the problem itself moved away. But of course, I wasn't going anywhere. My cock was still half-hard and slowly deflating inside her sodden pussy, our mingled orgasmic juices leaking down my shaft and coating my balls.


Finally, Sasha pulled her head back and sat up straight. She looked down at me with a frightened expression, and I could tell she was about to start freaking out.


So I said in as calm a voice as I could manage, "Hey, don't freak out..."


Too late. "Ohmigawd. Ben, I'm sorry. I didn't mean that! It just sort of came out, but I know that was the orgasm messing with my head. You do that to me. I don't know how you do it but when we make love ... I mean when we're fucking ... you just DO something to me and all I can think of is butterflies and hearts and fireworks and ... I mean, it doesn't have to be so much about YOU. I'm not trying to say I AM in love with you. I just mean that I'm not having amazing sex with anyone else but I'm sure that if I did that maybe he could make me feel ... It's physical. I'm not thinking straight. Orgasm blows up inside me and whoop! I'm saying 'I love you'. But I don't. I mean, not really. I don't want you to think that I'm going to turn into some crazy, love-obsessed stalker here. You're my friend. We're just friends. And I value that friendship and I would NEVER jeopardize that friendship by going and falling in love with you or anything..."


Her smile was a little too wide to be real, and the crazed look in her eyes was a little worrisome. But from the way she was both hyperventilating and rambling despite my repeated efforts to tap on her shoulders and get her attention so that she'd relax, I knew she was simply nervous and embarrassed about her admission. Right around the time she started talking about NEVER jeopardizing our relationship, I simply rolled my eyes and shut her up by fastening my lips over hers in a kiss.


She shut up and devoured my mouth. At least, for thirty seconds she did. Then she pulled back and looked even more embarrassed, but before she could start rambling again, I held my fingers against her lips.


"Calm down, Sasha," I said seriously, my eyebrows raised while giving her a look that told her I meant it. "Calm down."


She pinched her lips shut. But those big brown eyes were as wide as I'd ever seen them, in terror more than anything else.


"I don't love you," I said evenly, and then watched her heart sink behind her irises. Still, her heart rate also seemed to sink, and the tension throughout the rest of her body seemed to fade as well.


"I'm flattered by what you said, no matter how you meant it," I began, taking my hand away from her mouth.


"I didn't mean it," she said immediately. "Orgasm talking." And then she giggled rather nervously.


"Sure. I get it. Not the first time it's happened to me." The reminder that I had this effect on other girls further dampened Sasha's ardor. "Like I said, I'm flattered however you meant it. If it was just the result of a great orgasm, then cool. I did my job. But if it's something more than that."


"It's not..." Sasha said with a wince, shaking her head. "I don't want you to think that I--"


"I don't," I interrupted. "But I just want you to know – for potentially future reference if you will – that if you DID develop further feelings for me, that it would be okay too."


"It would?"


I nodded. "Of course. What we do together is very passionate, very intimate. I've said it a bunch of times since I was a teenager: sex changes people. It's only human nature to bond more closely to people we've had sex with compared to people we haven't. The physical union is ... it's powerful. It's private and it's special, and we don't share that kind of thing with just anybody. You more than anyone can probably understand the difference between being naked in front of somebody and being truly intimate with them. And it's a whole 'nother level when two people are as intimate as you and I have been lately."


"But I'm not supposed to fall in love with you."


I shrugged. "I never said that. I only ever said that I needed you to understand that I'm not at that place, through no fault of your own. It's all fine and dandy to talk about sunk costs in class or when discussing corporate expenditures, but people and their emotions are much harder to let go. I've been through a lot lately..."


"I know."


" ... And it's not that I'm trying to NOT fall in love, but I just think my heart needs to recover a little bit before being back at full blast."


"I know."


"I know you do. That's why I'm hoping we can get through this together. The last thing I want to do is lead you on; we've talked about that a lot."


"We have."


"And I don't want you to form any expectations I can't meet."


"Of course."


"But at the same time, I don't want you to bottle up your emotions. Doing that is only going to stress you out and lead to resentment, and I don't want you resenting me."


"For not returning my feelings?"


"And for not acknowledging them. I DO acknowledge them. I'm trying to tell you that I understand if you're in love with me. It's okay. I HAVE to be okay with it, because the alternative is losing you, and I don't want that."


She practically swooned, new hope flaring into her eyes. "Losing me?" she asked carefully.


I took a deep breath, gathering myself before I added any more fruitless hope to the situation. "You and I both have to come to terms with how you feel about me. I still don't think I deserve your love, if indeed that's what you feel for me. Look at me: I'm fucking a dozen different girls every day of the week. I'm the LAST guy anyone should want for a committed boyfriend, and I'm the last one you should be in love with. But if you are, then we both need to acknowledge it and figure out how to keep going. I don't want you expecting me to drop the Tri-Delts and become your loyal boyfriend--"


"I don't. Really, I don't."


"But I also don't want you resenting me for NOT doing just that."


"I won't."


"Easier said than done, but talking about it is the first step, I think." I sighed and reached down to cup Sasha's bare ass. Gently lifting, I helped her finally pull off me and watched as a few more ounces of mingled cum leaked down her thigh. She produced a napkin from ... somewhere ... and started wiping herself down, and she handed me one as well.


I wiped up my balls and patted myself dry before giving her a bemused grin. "I like you, Sasha. I like you a lot. I'm not going to say that somewhere down the road, if you and I are still friends, that we may develop into something more. I don't want you pinning false hopes onto a future that doesn't exist."


"I know..." She looked down, biting her lower lip. Turning to sit beside me on the couch, Sasha pulled the strap of her leotard back over her crotch and also raised her sleeves up onto her shoulders while tucking her breasts into the cups. Her gaze was on the floor in front of us.


"But at the same time, I don't want you to hide anything from me, okay? Can you do that?"


She blinked and looked over at me, weighing things in her mind. She frowned for a moment, but then took a deep breath and said, "Ben, I AM in love with you."


I gave her a shrug and a smile. "I know. That aerials routine you performed tonight ... that was about me, wasn't it?"


Sasha blushed and averted her eyes. "Well ... Not specifically about you..."


"Spinning and spinning, reaching and flowing. Dizzy with euphoria and always feeling like you're just a few inches short of reaching me. And then at the end, nearly falling, hanging by a thread ... before finally picking yourself back up?"


"It's a routine..."


"Just a routine?" I cocked an eyebrow and looked at her expectantly.


After a few seconds, Sasha crumbled and sighed. "Okay, so it was about you."


"I'm flattered."


"I'm in love with you. You're okay with that?"


"Of course."


"So what do we do now?"


I sighed. "Now? Now we go back outside and I collect my Tri-Delt harem. Then, I think we'll stick around and wait for you to get off work. And then we'll all go home together. Jamie's Explorer DOES have eight seatbelts."


"And about me being in love with you?"


I shrugged. "You know it, and I know it. No secrets. Open communication. That's all we can do. Don't hide it, not even in front of the other girls. But ... try not to expect too much from me right now, okay? I want to do what's right by you, but I can't do that."


She shook her head. "Sometimes I ask myself why the hell I had to go and fall for you. You're right; you're the LAST guy I wanted to be in love with. Two-timing, fucks everything in a skirt lothario who couldn't be loyal to a single woman if he was trapped in an inescapable box with only her."


I raised my eyebrows, but rather than defend myself, replied, "Yeah, pretty much."


She mused on that for a moment, and then took a deep, calming breath. Her head hung for a few seconds, but then she sat up straight and looked over at me with hope ... and a touch of moisture ... in her big brown eyes. "Can I kiss you now?"


I smiled, turned, and stroked her cheek in my hand. "Of course."





-- TUESDAY, MARCH 21, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



I awoke with my usual morning hard-on. My eyes were still closed, but I felt the presence of a warm female on either side of me, and a wave of pure bliss spread across my body.


This wasn't exactly heaven. Even if I were fully conscious, I don't think I could have described my current feelings in any single word. But if there was an appropriate word, it would be a word that collectively meant good, satisfied, energetic, hungry, and even a little smug.


Well, really smug. After all, how many guys on the planet would give their left nut to bed down with multiple hot young coeds every night? That was my reality, and the fact that I couldn't even really remember exactly which two girls were now cuddled up against my sides only added to the surreal, self-satisfied sensations I was currently feeling.


All three of us were naked beneath the bedsheets. Keeping my eyes closed, I let my hands slide down their bare spines as I cinched them closer against my sides, using my senses of touch and smell to guess at their identities rather than spoil the surprise by opening my eyes. The body on my left was petite and slender, with soft skin and a low percentage of body fat. The hair against the left side of my chin smelled faintly of apples, and I knew then that Andie Holland was humming as she nuzzled her cheek against my chest.


The body on my right was somewhat more curvaceous, and as my hand slid lower I felt the roundness of her well-padded ass. Turning my head to the right, I inhaled her somewhat more musky scent, and the final tell was the supple yet firm way the girl on my right had slipped her hand around my morning erection and begun to stroke me. The sexual creature inside me recognized the technique, and I hummed as I tilted my face down and pecked her forehead. "Mmm ... morning, lovely," I greeted quietly to Jamie Miano.


That got Andie on my left to pick her head up off my chest, and when I cracked open my eyes, I saw the typically-perky bottle-blonde giving me a rare frown. "I keep meaning to ask you: How come she gets the adorable nickname?" Andie pouted.


I shook my head and slipped my right arm out from under Jamie's head. Turning to take Andie's cheeks in my hands, I nuzzled her nose with my own before kissing it quickly. "She's my 'lovely'; you're my 'cutie', okay?"


Andie turned that over in her head for a moment. I had been calling her 'cutie' off and on over the past month, though not as consistently as the way I called Jamie 'lovely'. Blinking her soft brown eyes at me, Andie's frown melted away as she asked, "Really?"


"Absolutely, cutie," I replied with a grin before twisting further to move myself over Andie's body.


Jamie had to let go of my cock as I did so, and she simply lay on her side and watched with a little smile on her face. I threw the busty Italian babe a wink before turning my attention to Andie, who lay on her back beneath me with wide eyes and shallow breathing as I nudged her thighs apart with my knees.


Jamie actually reached in just then, taking hold of my erection and guiding me into place. Andie held her breath as she felt my cockhead nudging the folds of her pussy open. And as my thick shaft burrowed deep into my slender 'cutie', lubricated by the remnants of our mutual orgasms from the night before, she exhaled a long moan while raising her legs up to wrap them around my calves and pull me even deeper.


Just then, my bedroom door popped open. Sasha poked her head in and quickly looked over to the bed, finding that Jamie, Andie, and I had all turned to look at the source of our intrusion.


Sasha blushed. "Oops, sorry to interrupt. It's getting late and Ben's got to get to class."


I groaned, realizing that indeed today was a Tuesday, and muttered, "I really should just drop this class. I don't need the credits, and then I wouldn't have ANY morning classes ANY days of the week."


"Yeah, well you do," Sasha said, shaking her head. "And until you drop it, you've still gotta go. Things were so quiet up here I was worried you would still be asleep."


Jamie giggled. "We're up, and he's up. Andie and I will make him go down and then we'll all come down."


Sasha grinned. "Right. I'll have breakfast ready to go." With that, Sasha blew us all a kiss and then left, closing the door behind her.


I chuckled and shook my head. It had been an interesting week and a half since the visit to Nocturne. Nobody was surprised when I wanted to wait for Sasha to get off work before driving her home that night, but everyone was surprised a little to see the changes in how Sasha started acting around me.


She'd always been my constant, at least as far as day-to-day interactions went. We shared classes and meals and walks to and from campus. She was the only permanent resident of the house; even Andie and Jamie went home most nights they didn't spend with me, although they crashed in one of the bedrooms downstairs at least once a week. Sasha wasn't a Tri-Delt, and it only made sense for her to gravitate to sit near me whenever we were in a group setting. But even so, everyone noticed the difference.


Sasha had never been terribly affectionate. Some of the girls were touchy-feely, and while Sasha didn't shy away from that kind of friendly contact, she didn't often initiate it, either; not with me or anyone else. Part of it was her reticent nature, but she was also fully cognizant of being an "outsider" of sorts within Tri-Delt West. She wasn't a sister. She hadn't pledged The Oath. She didn't share those bonds with the other girls, and she had always worried about alienating them by taking up too much of my attention.


Not anymore. She kissed me every chance she got. She sat in my lap more often than even Andie did. And she developed the habit of walking to and from classes holding my hand. She didn't try to outmaneuver a Tri-Delt for a slot in my bed, or otherwise preempt their seductions. Indeed, she hadn't even spent an overnight with me since last Thursday. But still, when the opportunities did arise, she was definitely bolder than she'd been before in escalating the situation from mild flirting to all out sex.


In short, Sasha acted like a (horny) girl in love with me, and everyone could tell.


At first, I'd worried that the changes in Sasha's behavior would cause problems, both between her and the Tri-Delts and between her and me. With Sasha stepping up her game, as it were, I heard some of the Tri-Delts whispering that maybe they would have to do so as well just to keep up, despite her verbal assurances that nothing would change.


Would Sasha pay lip service to equality but subtly (or not-so-subtly) seek out preferential treatment?


Would Sasha "show off" her familiarity with me, the result of the friendship we'd developed through time spent over the last two years that the other girls simply didn't have?


Would she reject the Tri-Delt hierarchy and not follow the rules they'd laid out for each other in terms of sharing and sisterhood?


And most importantly, would Sasha pretend to be okay with being casual fuck-buddies but secretly work to get the commitment and love from me that all believed she really wanted?


The answer to all of these, surprisingly, was "no". For nearly two weeks now, Sasha hadn't sought any preferential treatment and actually went out of her way to take a step back and let other girls have first crack at me. In some ways, she seemed more eager to have sex with the other harem girls than with gobbling up more of my time. Instead of becoming a "showoff", Sasha actively sought to teach the other girls what she knew about being around me as a friend and shared her insights into reading my fluctuating moods. And she fully accepted the hierarchy, acting as an honorary Tri-Delt in subjecting herself to their rules and regulations without demanding any special rights or privileges thereof.


She became the perfect harem girl, and the other Tri-Delts adored her for it.


And I had to admit, I rather adored Sasha too.


But in the meantime, I needed to pay attention to someone else I had started to become very fond of. Looking back down at Andie's smiling face, I flexed my cock deep within her pussy and grinned. "Okay, cutie. Where were we?"


The perky bottle-blonde raised her legs up, wrapping them around my waist and crossing her ankles behind my ass before digging her heels in to tug our loins closer together. "Right here."


I grinned and bent to kiss her, our open mouths coming together wetly while Andie's tongue extended upward like a hungry chick's to wriggle against mine. Bearing down into our liplock, I inhaled deeply through my nose and retracted my hips, dragging my cock out through the tight entrance of her pussy before reversing course and pushing back in. Andie moaned and turned her face away to pant for air. And I dropped my nose down to her exposed neck, nuzzling her as I began a steady fucking rhythm.


"Ooh, it IS getting late," Jamie commented beside us. She leaned over us, taking hold of my head and turning it so that she could plant a wet kiss on me as well. We battled tongues for thirty seconds or so while I continued pumping in and out of Andie. But Jamie finally pulled away with a sigh. "I'm gonna start putting my face together. Have fun you two."


"Bye, Jamie," Andie chirped between soft grunts, short exhalations that accompanied each impact of my pelvis against hers.


"Bye, lovely," I drawled with a wink while I ogled the busty Italian beauty's naked body as she rolled out of bed. Eyeing those heavy tits, I hammered Andie a little extra hard. But after Jamie gathered up her clothes and left the room with a pixie wink of her own, I returned my attention to the girl beneath me.


"I've got to get to class, too," Andie whimpered.


"We'll make it fast," I assured her. I ceased my thrusting, withdrawing slightly so that I could settle more comfortably onto my knees. Sitting back on my heels, only my cockhead was left still inside Andie's pretty pussy. And I grinned as I looked up her naked body from bare-shaven cunt lips to taut belly, perky tits, and sweet face beyond.


Reaching forward, I seized Andie's hips and physically hauled her up to me, yanking her down around my cock with her butt suspended several inches in the air while her head and shoulders rested on the mattress just in front of my pillows. After glancing at the clock, I then started up our new fucking motions. Gripping Andie's tight buttcheek with my left hand, I more or less held her body in place while thrusting off my knees to piston my dick in and out of her. Her weight was supported by my upper thighs, and with my knees planted I could use my leg muscles to really drive into her. My right hand was free, and with a confident grin I used all five fingers to diddle her clit, playing out a melody of rubbing caresses on her love button before walking my fingers up her torso and tweaking a cherry red nipple.


"Oooh ... unnghhh ... oooh..." Andie squealed as she thrust her loins up to the sky. Tilting her head back, she closed her eyes and concentrated on the feelings of my digital manipulations combined with the thick prod stretching her vaginal tunnel. Behind my ass, she planted her feet on the mattress and began to undulate her own crotch in my lap. And with her own weight supported, I was free to really use my legs to pound her pussy harder and harder and harder.


"Ungh! Fuck! Me!" Andie crooned happily, lost in the haze of sexual euphoria.


"So! Fucking! Tight!" I grunted with her, squeezing the tit beneath my right palm before squeezing the firm buttcheek held in my left.


"Gah! I'm gonna! Cum!" she moaned, thrashing more and more erratically against my urgent thrust.


"Me too," I groaned and then asked, "Where do you want it?" Already, I began to mentally calculate what physical manipulation would be necessary to scramble out from under her bucking body and get my cock in line with her mouth. Andie was the kind of girl who loved getting facialized, but she equally adored sucking my load down or even getting her tits sprayed, although we probably didn't have time for a shower to clean up afterward this morning.


But Andie crooned, "In me ... I wanna feel your spunk squishing into my panties while I'm in class. Oh fuck that's hot. I'm cumming!!!"


The petite bottle-blonde squealed and threw her head back as she came, thrusting her pelvis toward the sky again and even elevating her shoulders off the bed so that her body formed an arch running from the top of her head and over to her feet planted behind me. Holding onto her hips with both hands, I piledrived my cock in and out of her spasming snatch with short, staccato thrusts. And just as her internal orgasmic compressions began to fade away, I thrust forward one last time and held myself there as my cock began spitting ribbons of spunk into the back of Andie's clenching cunt.


"CUMMING!" Andie howled again, loud enough for most of the house to hear. "I'M CUMMING!!!"


Her arch actually collapsed before I was finished squirting. Falling down with her, we ended up back in a missionary position with Andie's arms and legs spread wide to the corners of the bed and my cockhead nudging up against Andie's cervix as I continued hosing down her empty womb. Breathing heavily, her chest rose and fell beneath mine and she clutched her arms around my neck to hold us even closer together while I finished spunking her saturated pussy.


"Whew..." Andie sighed when we finally caught our respective breaths. "That's still a helluva way to wake up."


I grinned and chuckled. "That's why we do it every morning."


Something flashed in Andie's eyes. "Well, not every morning. Not for me at least."


I heard a pouting note in Andie's voice and picked my head up to look at her. Blinking slowly, I gave her a bashful smile and said, "You have to share, cutie."


Andie put on an exaggerated frown, but it lasted for only a second before she giggled and kissed my nose. "I know. I guess I just have to really enjoy every chance I get with you."


I arched an eyebrow. "Don't you? I sure as hell try my best to ensure you get plenty of 'enjoyment' whenever we do this."


"Of course, of course." She giggled in laughter. Shaking her head, Andie sighed, "You're still the best, and you've never let me down even once. You're incredible, in that. There's no one else I've ever met quite like you."


"I'll take that as a compliment."


Andie grinned and squeezed her inner muscles around my half-hard cock still inside her. "It is. It is." Tightening her arms around my neck once again, Andie then drew me into a soulful kiss that was full of more than mere lust. Indeed, there was an urgent longing in Andie's kiss, an almost desperate pressure and a whimpered moan I'd been noticing more and more when we'd recently been together. Everyone had agreed that the harem was to remain strictly casual, with no romantic feelings complicating things for everyone involved. After all, what we shared was sex, not love. And if my sex had to spread out over up to a dozen different girls, what chance was there for anything truly meaningful, right?


But people can't always control the way they feel, and it was no secret that Andie was becoming quite fond of me. And if I was to be fully honest with myself, I was starting to get quite fond of her as well. I was getting fond of a lot of them.


But just as our kiss was about to intensify into the start of something more, a new voice cleared her throat beside the bed. Almost bashfully, Andie and I broke apart and looked over to see a fully-dressed Jamie standing next to us with an impish smile on her face. "Time's up lovebirds. We gotta get to class."


"Ohhh..." Andie moaned with that exaggerated frown once again.


I looked down at her, shrugged helplessly, and then quickly pecked her nose. "Time to get up, cutie. We'll do this again." I pushed my chest off of hers, and slowly began to withdraw.


"When?" Andie whimpered, cinching her legs around my waist and preventing me from pulling out. Her eyes were wide and liquid and full of worry.


I shrugged and head-nodded to Jamie. "Guess you'll have to check the schedule with the others."





Hastily dressed and with only a dab of product in my messy hair, I stumbled downstairs with my messenger bag slung across my shoulders. Sasha stood in the hallway, one hand on the handle of her roller backpack. "Ready to go?"


I took a deep breath and nodded, wondering just how much I smelled like sex at the moment. Andie was still upstairs, putting on her makeup with my spunk squishing into her panties. And Jamie was in the dining room wolfing down her own breakfast. None of the other Tri-Delts had stayed in the house overnight. Nodding to Sasha, I replied, "Ready."


I started walking, but Sasha caught my arm. "Not yet, buster. You gotta eat something." Without ceremony, she shoved half a waffle into my mouth.


Holding the freshly-made batter-based cake in my teeth, I reached up to hold the mass of waffle in my hand before biting off the piece already in my mouth. Even with my mouth full, I turned and puckered up for Sasha, who eagerly kissed me. "Thanks," I mumbled.


The beautiful brunette beamed and held up a silver travel mug, one I already knew to be filled with orange juice. After I took that as well, she leaned in for one more thank you kiss and a pat on my ass. "You're welcome. Let's roll."





-- WEDNESDAY, MARCH 22, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



"I do not know how you do it sometimes, Benjamin," Professor Isakova sighed heavily as she handed over my graded exam. At the top in red ink was the number 96. "I am certain you were sleeping through the lecture on capital budgeting."


I blushed as I took the exam and slid it toward myself across the table's surface. All around us, other students were getting up and exiting the classroom. My exam was the last one either the professor or her T.A. had handed back. "Guess studying at home pays off," I explained.


Viktoriya's eyebrows rose and she bent over, and I couldn't help but notice the way the front of her blouse fell away from her chest, giving me a prominent view of her cleavage. The other students in my immediate vicinity had already departed, and in a quiet voice only I could hear, she murmured, "I am amazed you have any time to study in that house of yours, what with your little harem and all."


My eyes popped open wide in surprise, and as Viktoriya stood back up, she had a teasing smile on her face. "You know about that?"


"Of course I do," she replied matter-of-factly. "I like to keep tabs on my favorite students, even after they have moved on. At the beginning of the semester, I was worried how you would be taking DJ's departure. And then the situation with Kim has thrown all of us. But I see now that you are coping just fine."


I coughed nervously and blushed. "I've managed to get by."


Viktoriya's musical laughter filled the room, and then she leaned down and whispered once again in my ear. "Maybe someday you'll find a little time in your busy schedule to do an old woman a favor."


I arched an eyebrow. "Pardon?"


She gave me a wicked smile as she stood back up, and without further explanation, turned and walked to the front of the room. Not sure what to make of that, I took a deep breath and then packed up my gear.


By the time I got up, Bert and Sasha were standing at the open doorway to the classroom. I smiled at my friends and as I walked up, I crooked my elbow. Sasha slid her hand through it casually and waved back toward Viktoriya. Bert nodded, and the three of us departed.


As we exited the building, I reached out my arm and Sasha slipped her fingers through mine. Hand-in-hand, we cruised down the sidewalk. And Sasha flashed me a beaming smile before squeezing my hand twice in rapid succession.


"You're in a good mood," I commented.


"I like Wednesdays," she replied, then held up our joined hands. "I like walking back and forth to class with you like this."


"Aack! Aack!" Bert mimed gagging on his finger. Sasha reached out and backhanded his upper arm.


I chuckled. The hand-holding had first started as a way to deflect away some unwanted advances from would-be groupies, once it had become known that DJ and I broke up. Alone, I would have been a target for many a horny coed looking for her own "Big Ben Experience", and the days that I walked alone around campus I still got the occasional proposition. But now whenever Sasha and I walked anywhere together, she held my hand. Predatory girls kept their distance (mostly). And the rather innocent public display of affection had contributed to the rumor that she and I were a dating couple, something that neither of us really minded and something that served as an additional deterrent against unwanted advances even when Sasha wasn't by my side.


I didn't mind the idea that people thought we were a couple. Sasha was a beautiful young woman, intelligent, and well-regarded by her classmates. She'd continued to update her new wardrobe, and now walked beside me wearing a cute baby blue polo that hugged her torso and a white skirt that showed off her nice legs. Her makeup accented her natural beauty and I caught more than a few guys checking out my "girlfriend" in passing.


As for Sasha, she wasn't interested in getting hit on by other guys and the perception that she belonged to me likewise kept the wolves at bay. Absolutely no male on campus wanted to be the next boyfriend after legendary sex god Big Ben. Even her old friends thought she and I were involved, but they surprisingly were pleased with this development. I think Rod and company would much rather believe Sasha and I were seriously dating than think she was simply one fuck toy amongst many other fuck toys, even though the latter was actually more accurate. Ultimately, Sasha was free to go about her life getting good grades, socializing and making NEW friends on campus, and generally not worrying about the whole dating scene.


Plus, the Tri-Delts didn't mind people thinking Sasha was my girlfriend. In fact, the harem girls preferred that people believed I was in a relationship – and more importantly, that they didn't know about Tri-Delt West at all. The girls knew I didn't think any less of them for their sexual proclivities – and that their fellow sorority sisters didn't judge them – but the outside world would not be so forgiving. Their closest friends were other Tri-Delts, limiting the number of people that knew. And as I mentioned before, the knowledge that a particular Tri-Delt had been involved with me would hamper that girl's efforts in flirting with other guys, and indeed, some of them had gone and picked up other boyfriends who never knew they'd been part of my harem. So it was better for all parties involved that our encounters went under the radar. Sure, there were lots of rumors going around about my current harem. But then, there had always been rumors about me and the Tri-Delts, so those were nothing new.


But Sasha's current good mood wasn't about our pretend relationship. She seemed genuinely happy and I gave her another look. "No really, you're in a good mood. What is it? If I didn't know any better, I'd have thought you met some new guy."


Sasha barked a short laugh and immediately shook her head. "No way. Never happen." She squeezed my hand reassuringly. "It's my turn to make dinner. I've got something special planned."


"Aack! Aack! Sasha's cooking" Bert mimed gagging on his finger again.


Sasha slapped him again. "Jerk. It'll be good. I promise."


Bert shrugged. "There's always a first time for everything."


Sasha slapped him again.





-- THURSDAY, MARCH 23, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



Bert wasn't with us since he hadn't come to school today. He was sick, and there weren't any shortage of suggestions that it was because of Sasha's cooking last night, even though what he had were flu symptoms.


Sasha and I made the final turn for the house and I whistled, idly wondering who would be home. Except for that one night when I walked in to find the house empty except for a note to drink lots of fluids and prepare for an orgy, there had always been at least two Tri-Delts in my house at the end of the day. And indeed, when I turned the corner into the living room I immediately saw Leticia Canas, Nora Cavaday, and Misa Ng sitting on a couch while doing their homework. Jocelyn Canilao, Lupe Gutierrez, and Tonya Brackett were at the dining table studying as well. And I heard the exhaust fan in the kitchen running while the rich odors of curry powder and turmeric wafting out through the doorway.


Sidling up to the dining table, I rubbed Tonya's arm while bending down to peck her cheek. "Hello, ladies..." I greeted warmly and then moved over to Lupe. The saucy Latina babe turned her head so that my kiss landed on her lips instead of her cheek, and she giggled sweetly while I stood up and not-so-accidentally brushed my hand across her tits.


Although there were six Tri-Delts in my living room, not all of them were "harem girls" anymore. There had been quite a bit of status shuffling amongst the girls in the past several weeks, with Tri-Delts leaving and re-joining the harem, dating others, or declaring themselves simply available as opportunity arose. Misa, for one, had started dating some Junior in EECS. Likewise, Jocelyn was in a relationship and therefore both girls were "taken" and off-limits. Lupe had left the official harem, but was not currently dating and therefore was considered "available" should I choose to invoke the seize and inseminate charter – or even if she just wanted to get laid. And then there was Tonya, someone who had left the harem to pursue a hot and heavy relationship but then officially rejoined just last week when that relationship burned out as fast as it had started.


Nora had gotten herself a lesbian relationship but let her girlfriend know I was her cock on the side. Still, she'd pledged fidelity when it came to other girls, so I could seize Nora for a one-on-one but not into a threesome or more, much to Whitney's chagrin. Whitney then went and got herself another boyfriend but wanted to keep hooking up with me on the side, but I put the kibosh on that idea, declaring her "taken". The other girls were laying odds on how long it would be before Whitney dumped the guy and came back to me. Leticia was still "harem" and ready to be seized. And then Madison, like Lupe, wasn't part of the official harem anymore but she would show up maybe once a week and throw "come hither" eyes at me, and as long as she remained single she was still "available".


It was all a lot for me to keep straight, and I found myself seriously considering to create a whiteboard chart on the wall with all the girls and their "harem", "available", or "taken" status marked with magnets. As it was, Jocelyn told me that my right of seizure and insemination applied to ALL Tri-Delts within these walls, regardless of available versus taken status. But out of respect for my wishes not to boink another man's girlfriend, each Tri-Delt had been charged with giving me due warning before things got out of hand.


Lupe (available, but not harem) now leaned her chest into my arm and batted her eyelashes in a way that invited me to distract her from her studies. Tonya reached out and patted my ass as she stood up to hug herself against my side. And at the invitation of her eyes and the way she tilted her head, I leaned in to give the beautiful black babe a much fiercer kiss hello.


But things didn't go beyond that. After the kiss, Tonya backed off and exhaled, looking down at her books. Turning toward the kitchen and the curry smells, I gestured with my chin and asked, "Lakhi making lunch today?"


"Sí," Lupe replied with a smile. "She says she's making your favorite."


I laughed. I told all the girls that every dish they made for me was my favorite. Still, as favorites among favorites go, Lakhi's cooking tended to rise toward the top, so I was looking forward to it. "If she's making what I think she's making, I'll have to reward her for it later."


"I'm helping!" Jeannie Patitta chirped as she poked her head out of the kitchen.


Nora Cavaday looked up from her seat on the couch and laughed. "Everyone helps. But that doesn't mean you get a slot tonight."


I chuckled at that. While not a firm and fast rule, I'd developed the habit of seizing and inseminating whoever cooked dinner that night. They say the way to a man's heart is through his stomach, and a good meal certainly put me in a thankful mood. Last night, Sasha had done the cooking and I'd pulled her, Andie, and Jamie into my bedroom at the end of the evening.


As for tonight, even though she'd been with me last night, it would probably end up being a "Sasha Thursday" before she headed off to work for the next three evenings. As head chef, everyone figured Lakhi would end up getting a royal pounding before bedtime. And since I tended to bring the girls into my room in threes, everyone knew there was one more spot left. Of the girls here, Nora couldn't do a foursome, and Jocelyn and Misa were both taken, so that left my final choice to be between Jeannie, Leticia, Lupe, or Tonya.


Scratch that. Going into the kitchen, I found Lakhi Sharma with her back to me as she looked over the big pot simmering on the stove. A few feet away from her, Jeannie had taken up her station at the counter dicing up vegetables. I cruised past her and goosed her butt along the way, causing the young Thai girl to squeak. Lakhi turned at the unexpected sound just as I moved in behind her. And wrapping my arms around the Indian girl's waist, I bent down and sniffed her neck. "Mmm ... smells good..." I hummed.


"The food's not even finished yet," Lakhi giggled as my nose tickled her.


"I wasn't talking about the food."


Lakhi laughed again and spun within my grasp. She let me tilt her head back and seal my lips over hers for a sweet kiss, and she moaned into my mouth when my tongue came out to play.


But just as quickly as we'd kissed, she pushed me away and shook her head. "Later. Tonight. For now I've got to finish your dinner."


"How long until it's ready?"


"Mmm, about thirty minutes," she replied, glancing back at me before returning to her range.


"Can you manage without your sous chef?" I asked, reaching over and hooking an arm around Jeannie's waist, lifting the petite Thai girl up into the air and swinging her over my shoulder while she squealed in surprise.


Lakhi turned back again and grinned. "Sure. I'll be fine."


Sasha stepped into the kitchen. "I'll help out."


"Great, thanks Sasha." Jeannie was giggling and wriggling a little too much, so I slapped her butt as I turned around and strutted back through the living room. I glanced over to the pretty redheaded Latina sophomore still with a book in her lap but her eyes on us. "C'mon, Leticia. I'm in the mood to tie Jeannie down to the bed and I need you to sit on her face while I tie the knots."


"Ooh, goody!" Leticia slammed her book closed.


I smiled. Now I would only have to pick between Lupe and Tonya for that third slot tonight...


Screw it, I'll take 'em both...





-- FRIDAY, MARCH 24, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



With Bert still home sick, we invited Paige to come by the house to have lunch with us. Jocelyn, Tonya, and Lupe were the only ones home, and they made a spread big enough for all six of us. The Tri-Delts and Little Red had already made acquaintance with each other, but they weren't about to invite Paige up into a bedroom or anything.


After lunch, Paige took off for her class and Tonya and Lupe took me upstairs for a study break. An hour later, the three of us descended the stairs together and found Sasha and Jocelyn studying in the living room. We were running a little late, having gone a bit overboard with the fucking and then compounding our tardiness when we struggled to get Tonya back into her blouse with the buttons aligned correctly.


Jocelyn started giggling immediately upon our arrival. Even though everyone in the room was fully aware we'd just had sex, Tonya realized her friend was getting more bemused than normal and she asked, "What?"


Sasha mimed wiping her chin and spoke up helpfully, "Tonya, you've got a bit of ... right ... uh-huh..." She continued gesturing until the caramel-skinned beauty finally wiped away the glob of creamy white semen still clinging to the right side of her chin. "Got it."


"Thanks," Tonya said with a blush.


"Happens to all of us," Sasha replied.


"Really, it does," Lupe sighed. "Happened to me last week. Only nobody told me until I was halfway down the sidewalk. Still, it was worth it. Ben's cum is really yummy."


"Great," Jocelyn sighed from her seat at the table. "Now I'm hungry, and not for food."


"So dump the boyfriend and re-join the harem!" Tonya laughed.


Jocelyn rolled her eyes, but she flicked a glance to me that told me she was thinking about it. It was the same decision that weighed on a lot of girls, including the ones who'd already gotten a Big Ben Experience and then never come back. Fantastic sex is really, really nice. But at the same time, they understood they wouldn't be getting all of the rest of the things that go into a great relationship: intimacy, companionship, trust, and support. Big Ben was good for spectacular orgasms, but not much beyond that. I couldn't blame Jocelyn for choosing as she did, and as wonderful as Tri-Delt West had been so far, I'd seen the girls come and go enough to know the situation wouldn't last forever.


It was with these thoughts in mind that I walked onto campus with Sasha, heading for Isakova's class. She could tell I was in a contemplative mood and didn't try to initiate a conversation, merely holding my hand and being there for me should I want someone to talk to. But before that time ever came, someone else showed up and grabbed my attention.


"BEN!"


Out of nowhere, Andie Holland came racing around the corner and vaulted herself at me. I had to think fast to reach my arms out and brace myself to catch her. And Andie's legs quickly wrapped around my waist as she began raining kisses down all over my face.


"Andie ... Andie! Andie!" I struggled just to open my eyes from her woodpecker attack.


Andie finally pulled herself away, absolutely beaming. "I can't believe I ran into you here!"


I looked around. We were in Sproul Plaza, a fairly busy intersection of cross-traffic for students going across the campus. Smiling, I set Andie down and asked, "Where are you headed?"


"Stephens," she replied.


"Really? I'm heading to Cheit. You're on my way."


"Really?" Andie bubbled. "Can I walk with you?"


"Of course."


Andie slipped her feet to the ground and interlaced her fingers through my left hand. I reached out with my right, but Sasha had stepped to the side. She shrugged, smiled, and nodded for me to go ahead and walk with Andie. Just another way Sasha was trying to show me she wouldn't be jealous.


"Ooh. Maybe I should meet you here every week so we can walk together," Andie said eagerly as she squeezed my hand.


I chuckled and patted her forearm before leading us eastward. "Then you might end up waiting for me here if I'm running late. And Stephens is just over there."


Andie shrugged. "It would be worth it to see you, even if only for a couple of minutes. I really wish I didn't have a class in the mornings, otherwise I could visit the house before you leave for lunch."


I tugged the cute bottle-blonde toward me and pecked her forehead. "That's okay. We still see plenty of each other the other days of the week."


"But I've missed you," Andie pouted, exaggerating her frown as she turned her face up to me. She looked so pitiful that I couldn't help but smile and bend down to kiss her lips instead. And that seemed to improve Andie's mood as she smiled and then wrapped herself around my arm.


Hand-in-hand, Andie and I walked the few hundred remaining yards to Stephens Hall. I found myself remembering that while Sasha and I often walked around campus holding hands, I didn't do so with the Tri-Delts, and it was a surprise for us to do so now. But rather than dwell on it, I just went with the flow and enjoyed Andie's company, for once outside of the house.


Sasha spoke up politely, asking, "So what class do you have in Stephens?"


"International Studies. It's okay, I guess. I'd rather be learning about French kissing, Australian titfucks, and Going Around the World." Andie giggled as she leered at me.


I chuckled and shook my head in disbelief that she'd just said that. Andie sure didn't have much of a censor on her libido, and I knew from experience that she could be quite kinky from time to time.


"Hey, what do you say we blow off class and find a quiet corner together?" she suddenly asked.


"Andie..." I said in a warning tone.


She giggled again. "No? Maybe a very public corner?"


"Andie!" I hissed.


She extra-pouted again. "I told you, I've MISSED you. Just seeing you again has me all gooey inside and I'm soaking my panties just thinking about it."


"We'll hook up after class then."


"But I want now..." she whined.


"Andie!" I barked disapprovingly.


"Fine." Frowning, she sighed and waggled her head dejectedly. Coming to a stop, she then turned and pushed me off the main sidewalk and over behind a tree. While not completely out of sight, we were ten feet from the path and relatively shielded. Sasha remained on the path looking at us curiously. And then in an achingly heartbroken tone, Andie looked up at me and asked quietly, "Is it because I don't have big tits like the others?"


I blinked twice and dropped my jaw. "Wait, what?"


"I can get a boob job, you know. I've been thinking a lot about it anyway, and I know you like the chesty girls. Dawn has a fantastic pair, and so does DJ. They've been your only two actual girlfriends since I've known you, well except for Cadence, but even she's a D-cup. And don't even get me started with Adrienne's rack. I know I'm not very big, just a B-cup. I'm sorry; it's all I've got. But I've been saving up some money and I was thinking that--"


"Andie!" I barked a little too loudly, my eyebrows furrowed in shock and disbelief. "No, no, no."


She blinked rapidly. "I know ... they wouldn't be real. But there's no other way I could ever have tits like--"


"Andie!" I hissed again to cut her off. Rolling my eyes, I explained, "First of all, that's not the point. Fake, natural, whatever is not the point. I like you just the way you are, cutie. You don't need bigger boobs."


She bit her lip and whimpered at me. "But the others ... Everyone can tell. Jamie, Lakhi, Lupe, Tonya, Whitney ... They've all got bigger racks than me and you seem to really love their tits. Leticia's really new, but you even get all excited for hers as well. And let's face it: you spend a lot of extra time with me and Jamie, but even when it's just the three of us you've got your face shoved into Jamie's chest ten times more often than mine."


"Okay fine, I'm a tit man; but that doesn't mean you need to get a boob job. Seriously, Andie, I adore you just the way you are. I love your smile. I love your laugh. I love your tight little tushie. You're my cutie, remember?"


She frowned. "Always the cute one, never the 'gorgeous' one. I'm not that tall. I'm not very curvy. I'll never be like one of those goddesses you used to date. Not even her."


Andie's eyes went back to the path, staring sullenly at Sasha and her D-cup rack.


"I'd never want you to be," I said gently, touching her cheek and returning her eyes to me. "Andie, I love being with you for who you are, period. It has nothing to do with anyone else or what anyone else looks like or is built like."


"But if I were taller and curvier and more beautiful, you'd want to spend more time with me, wouldn't you?"


I shook my head. "We've talked about this. I'm not looking for any serious relationships right now. With anyone."


"I'm not talking about 'serious relationships'. I just mean among the others. Some of the girls have left the harem, but there are still a lot of us and we all have to share. Jocelyn and Lakhi and Tonya are really good about trying to keep the girls in a fair rotation, and some of them even deliberately hold back in order to give the others more time with you. But there are also a few windows to be spontaneous where any one of us can seduce you or at least give you an opportunity to just grab us and have some fun. And I've been paying attention. I would have thought you'd like me, Jocelyn, and Tonya the most, since we were the first ones, you know? From the pledge class? And with Jocelyn and Tonya moving on and having boyfriends, I kinda thought that I ... well ... It's just ... It kinda seems like you like Jamie and Whitney and Sasha more, even though they all came later, and I can't help but feel like it's because they've got better bodies than me."


I exhaled slowly and paused for a moment to look at my watch. I had a scant few minutes to get to class, and couldn't afford to spend much more time trying to talk sense into Andie. "Look, I can't say anything for keeping score or whatever it is you're talking about in comparing how much time I spend with one girl versus the others. I honestly try to do my best to spend a little time with everyone evenly, so that we all know that it's fun and casual and that I'm not playing favorites."


"You have favorites. It's impossible for anyone not to. It's like parents with multiple kids: They tell themselves they don't play favorites, but they still do."


I arched an eyebrow, momentarily wondering how many siblings Andie had. I'd had conversations with each of the girls about their families, being a pretty non-threatening topic for each of them. But with so many girls sometimes it was hard to remember who was an only child and who was the middle sister of three, etc. I seemed to remember that Andie at least had a younger sister.


I sighed and shook my head. "Fine. Honestly? You're one of my favorites."


Andie's eyebrows popped. "Really?"


I nodded. "But you can't tell the others, okay? I get what you're saying. Even when trying to play fair, everyone has favorites. It's impossible to completely control your feelings. You ARE one of them, alright? I thought you already knew that. I thought you could tell that I spend more time with you than almost any of the others. And it has nothing to do with your boobs."


"So you don't like my boobs."


"Not what I meant." I grimaced and rubbed my forehead.


Although if you were to explain to Jamie why she was one of your favorites, one of the reasons would be her boobs.


Shut up, you.


Taking a deep breath, I explained, "I like you for who you are. You're cute, you're perky, you're a freak in bed, and when you give me a blowjob, it feels like you're sucking my soul out through my pee hole."


Andie giggled and managed to preen at my compliments.


"If we had an hour to kill I would love to find a quiet corner, flip you upside-down over a desk chair and then spank your ass a dozen times before spitting into your anus and cornholing the hell out of you right there."


Closing her eyes to mere slits, Andie shivered and gaped her mouth open slightly. I think she may have had an orgasm right then and there.


"But I've got class in two minutes and so do you. I'm turning you down right now because I actually want to attend my classes and get good grades, alright? And I'm turning you down because I don't want you skipping classes either. Got it?"


Cringing, Andie looked like she didn't want to believe me for a moment, but she eventually sighed and nodded.


I stepped forward, pulled her into a hug, and then turned Andie's head so that I could give her my best approximation of a plutonium bomb kiss. I devoured her mouth and shoved my tongue down her throat, willing her to understand through brute force how much I liked and lusted for her. And almost as quickly as I'd started, I pulled away and then took her hand in my own, to pull her upright and away from the tree. "Now enough of this nonsense. We've got to get to class, okay?"


Still in a daze from the kiss, Andie wobbled slightly. "Umm ... okay..."


"I'll see you at the house later. We'll find a way for me to prove to you just how much I like having you in my life, alright?"


Andie managed a weak smile, but one that grew stronger with each passing second. "Okay," she replied brightly.


I nodded and then got us back onto the path. I was going to have to really hurry now if Sasha and I were going to make it to class on time.


But before we got five feet, Andie tugged back on my hand and pulled me around to face her. She launched herself into my chest, wrapping her arms around my neck as she got up onto her tiptoes and returned the kiss to me with equal fervor. And when she finally pulled away and settled back down onto her heels, she said softly, "You're my favorite too, you know."


I chuckled, thinking on how I was the only man currently in her life. "I kinda figured."


She shook her head with an expression that said I didn't quite get it. "You're my favorite ever," she intoned strongly. "And I mean EVER."


Once again, I saw the urgent longing in Andie's eyes that I'd come to recognize more and more with each passing week. Everyone had agreed that the harem was to remain strictly casual. For one of the girls to fall in love with me could potentially break apart the harem, or at the very least cause a lot of uncertainty in the relationships we each shared. Romantic feelings would complicate things for everyone involved, and we all knew that we shouldn't have them.


But people can't always control the way they feel.





Sasha and I finished class and then began the trek for home. Since we hadn't had time to talk before class, I filled her in about Andie as we walked from Cheit down the hill. She told me she sympathized with what Andie was going through, and told me that I'd probably have to give Andie the same speech I'd given her about acknowledging her love without returning it. I asked if Sasha was jealous, knowing that there was another girl falling in love with me.


Sasha's response: "Jealous? Yeah, right. If I had to get jealous of every girl who was falling in love with you, I'd have to be jealous of a lot more girls than just Andie."


We got to our usual intersection and exchanged a hug and a kiss goodbye as she headed for the BART station to get to work. I crossed Bancroft and made my way down the sidewalk. And then all alone, I made the final turn for home, whistling as I approached the house. Andie wouldn't be arriving until closer to dinnertime, but I was already starting to think up ways to show my bottle-blonde "cutie" that she really was one of my favorites. A little extra nipple-suckling figured heavily into those plans.


But just as I got nearer to the house, my cell phone rang with the special tone I'd reserved just for Brooke. It got my attention immediately and I quickly picked up, halting my progress toward the house. "Hey, Brooke. Good to hear from you. What's up?"


"Hey, bro," my sister replied. "It's DJ. She wants to talk."





I knocked, and after a little while the door swung open. Brooke gave me a smile and said, "Hey, it's good to see you. Feels like it's been forever."


"Whose fault is that? If you guys hadn't moved out, or if you would let me come within fifteen feet of this place without an invitation, I'd be here a lot more often."


Brooke folded her arms across her chest, leaned against the doorjamb, and leveled me with a look. "You want to see her? Or do you want to bitch and moan and get me mad enough to kick you out and not let you come back for another month?"


I took a deep breath and sighed. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry. Please can I come in?"


"Well now that you've asked nicely ... You may enter..." Brooke replied in a condescending tone. She gestured me inside with a theatrical bow.


I rolled my eyes and goosed her ass as I walked by her, causing Brooke to yelp and cover her butt. I smirked, she grinned, and I knew everything would be okay.


At least, I felt that way right up until I looked into the living room and saw DJ sitting on the couch with her high school best friend, Faye Nguyen. DJ looked back at me, an expression of heartbroken anguish written all over her face, and she looked even worse than I'd imagined her.


Her face was skeletal. She'd always had a model-esque face, with great cheekbones and dainty features. But her cheeks had crossed the line between defined and gaunt, there were bags beneath her eyes that couldn't be erased with makeup, and there was a pallid tone to her skin that had never been there before.


She stood up as I approached, and I realized that she was a lot skinnier than I remembered. There had been the time when DJ had dressed up like a Barbie doll for me, but even then she'd never ACTUALLY had a Barbie doll's dimensions. The dolls were simply inhuman, way too skinny to be real, and yet, DJ almost looked like she was getting there. Brooke had warned me before that DJ wasn't eating well, but to be told that was one thing. Seeing her like this was something else, and I was absolutely crestfallen to see her in this condition.


DJ saw my expression and immediately burst into tears, turning and burying her face into Faye's shoulder while her friend reached up to hug her.


Brooke suddenly slapped me upside the back of my head. "You moron. We go to all this trouble to reassure her she looks fine, and then you walk in with that long face and ruin everything."


"I'm sorry." Immediately I stepped forward, reaching my arms out to her. Every instinct I had told me to enfold my fiancée in my arms and reassure her with my warm embrace that everything would be alright. But just before I got to her, Faye held up a hand palm out in a clear sign to keep my distance, and only then did I actually remember DJ wasn't my fiancée anymore.


It was hard. This was quite literally my first time seeing her since she'd moved out of the house, and despite everything that had gone on during the previous three months, my memories of her went right back to that fateful Sunday when she'd left. The young woman before me then had been upset, but resolute. DJ had stood up to me and argued with me about what was the best course of action for both of us. And even though her decision had been to break up and move out, at least she'd had fire and strength in her convictions.


The poor girl before me now was a literal shell of her former self: broken down, malnourished, and barely a step up from a zombie.


I wanted to cry.


And I wanted to make things better.


In a way, things weren't so different for me from the last time I fell in love with her, back when she'd gotten the flu and that nasty sinus infection. I knew just how beautiful DJ could be, vibrant and full of boundless energy. To see her reduced to weakness had shifted something inside me, triggered the White Knight reflex if you will. I knew she could be better, and I believed that I could be the one to make her better. She needed me, and it's a powerful thing for me to feel "needed".


And she needed me now.


"DJ..." I began softly. "How can I help you?"


With tear-streaked cheeks, she turned around and looked at me. She saw the concern in my eyes, the desperate need to understand and to help her, and she started shaking her head. "No ... no ... I can't do this," she began whimpering as she turned back into Faye's embrace.


I took another step forward, but this time it was Brooke who reached out and held my shoulder.


"Just ... give her a minute..." Brooke said quietly.


I glanced back and muttered, "I've given her more than two months already."


Brooke eyebrows went up and her eyes hardened in a warning. "Just ... give her a minute," she repeated.


I sighed and willed myself to calm down. I hated this feeling, this sensation of helplessness. It wasn't in my nature to stand back and just let things unfold. I HAD to take action. I had to at least TRY to make things better. And the longer I stood here, the more I realized that I HADN'T been doing anything to improve my situation with DJ ... or with Kim ... Instead, I'd simply been going about my daily routine, fucking Tri-Delts to pass the time while gently enduring their silly little infatuations with me (or more accurately, with Big Ben). I felt like I'd put my heart up on a shelf for two months, simply waiting around for the day when I took it back and stuck it into my chest cavity to be used once again. And now that I was here, the absolute LAST thing I wanted to do was wait another fucking minute.


But I did. Because that was what Brooke wanted. That was what DJ seemed to need. I did it because I had to, and if I tried really hard, I could convince myself that standing stock still and waiting patiently WAS doing something. Inaction WAS action. Remaining still and being patient was an active CHOICE.


Eventually, DJ calmed down and then went back to the couch. She sat on it and gestured for me to sit down on a chair on the opposite side of the coffee table. Faye sat with DJ, and Brooke took the chair next to me.


For a moment, all four of us were silent. The silence was killing me, but I gritted my teeth and forced myself to be patient. If nothing else, I had to prove to myself that I wasn't some impulsive four-year-old incapable of sitting still. And finally, Brooke spoke. "Deej, there was something you wanted to tell him."


DJ's eyes were on the coffee table between us, not on me. She nodded slowly, and then took a deep breath to calm herself. And finally, she told the table in a grave voice, "I had to tell you ... to your face ... that I'm not in love with you anymore."


For a moment, my lungs stopped working. I had to raise a hand to my chest and brace it, forcing myself to take a deep breath as I pondered what she'd just said. It wasn't that I was expecting her to still be in love with me. It's just ... well ... I WAS expecting her to still be in love with me! Wasn't that what she'd said on her way out the door? That she still loved me? That she held me blameless for our situation? That she only needed to come to terms with her past demons and then we might be together again? But instead of getting over her guilt, she had gotten over ME. And I found that I felt ... hurt!


"Wait, what?" I blurted.


DJ's chin came up, and she managed to flick her eyes to mine. "I'm not in love with you anymore."


I shook my head. "Waitaminute. This wasn't supposed to happen. You said I was still your ideal man. You said that once you forgave yourself for the abortion, you'd bring yourself to the point where you could face me again. And then you and I could start over again, right? Wasn't that the plan? Wasn't that what you told me when you walked out my door?"


Brooke's hand was suddenly on top of mine. "Ben..."


I shrugged Brooke off, anger rising up my throat. "No, I'm serious! You dumped me! You broke off our engagement! I told my friends, told my family, told the WORLD that I loved you and that you were going to have my baby! I put my heart and soul and all of my hopes for the future into YOU! Only YOU! Just YOU, DJ! Dawn came back to me! Dawn showed up in your house and told me she wanted me back. I shut her down. I kicked her out of my life. For YOU! Don't you get that?"


DJ started crying again. Faye looked at me with hate, and Brooke was trying to hold my hand again.


Again, I shrugged Brooke off as I stood up. "NO! NO! I don't accept this!" I barked, feeling anger I'd somehow shunted away for more than two months rise up inside me. Back when DJ walked out, I'd felt frustrated, but not angry. Not like this at least. Kim had talked about how I seemed to calm, so... fine ... with things. She said I was in shock, and maybe I had been. But the shock was over now and all that was left was the naked sense of betrayal.


"Don't you get it?" I barked harshly. "You needed to heal. You needed time. Brooke told me to stay away, to let her help you, and..." Suddenly I whirled on my little sister. "YOU! This is YOUR fault! If I hadn't listened to you, if I had FOUGHT for DJ for the last two months instead of staying away then this wouldn't have happened!"


"Ben!" Brooke stood up and got in my face. "SHUT the FUCK up!"


I turned to DJ. "I LOVED you! Look, I'm going to admit that a big part of it was that I loved what you could give me. I loved that you were pregnant with my child. I loved that marrying you and raising children together would bring me closer to your family. But I also loved YOU. I loved everything about you! I loved your body. I loved that you loved ME. I loved your smile. I loved your warmth. And I loved the way you made me feel about myself. I loved that you'd never HURT me the way Dawn did. I loved that what we had together was pure and unblemished. I loved--"


"You loved Dawn," DJ suddenly shouted as she stood up and glared at me. "You loved HER. And you loved that I reminded you of HER."


"Not true!" I yelled back immediately.


"I was there. I was standing right beside you," DJ barked back hotly. "We were in the cabin at Big Bear, and all of your sisters were standing right beside us. Dawn called in the middle of the night, and you completely tore her a new asshole, and I don't mean in a sexual way. I was THERE, Ben. I heard you. I heard you tell her that -I- was like HER, only without her flaws!"


I blinked and frowned. "And that's a bad thing?"


DJ's eyebrows shot up, and she shook her head in disbelief. "How can you not know how horrible a thing that is to say to me?"


"You're perfect, DJ. You're everything I could ever want in a woman. You're the definition of my type. I had you. And I want you. And I want you back. I've spent two months killing time with Tri-Delts who are falling in love with me ... with Sasha, who is falling in love with me ... But they can't have me. My heart's up on a shelf, out of reach. They can't have it! Because my heart has been waiting ... for you. I LOVE you, Dorothy Jean Evans."


She shook her head. "You love the idea of me. Aren't you listening to yourself? I think in some misguided way you're trying to flatter me, but all you're doing is proving my point. You loved the IDEA of me. You loved the definition of 'your type'. You loved my height and my blonde hair and my blue eyes and big tits. You loved that I'd suck your dick at a moment's notice before bending over and letting you ram it up my ass. You loved that my last name is Evans, and you loved the idea of becoming my mother's son-in-law. You loved that -I- loved you. But all that time, you never loved ME. You never really loved the little girl inside."


"Deej..."


She shook her head. "You only got serious about me when I became pregnant, and then you loved the idea of marriage and kids. You loved the idea so much that the day I walked out you went and impregnated Kim! You didn't wait for me to come back. You weren't going to LET me bear your very first child. No, you gave that honor to KIM. Not the woman you claim to have wanted to be your wife."


"It wasn't like that."


"I don't care what circumstances went into it. It's there. The first fertile womb who'd let you knock her up, and you did. Period."


"Deej..."


"And above all else, you loved that I reminded you of Dawn. You lost her. Even though she came back, you LOST her. You don't even love Dawn, do you realize that? You loved the IDEA of Dawn. The soulmate. The best friend of twenty-one years. She's gone. She's dead. She's NEVER coming back. She threw it all away. She tossed her old identity. Perfect Dawn: THAT'S the girl you want. The pure one, who will have sex with any girl you fancy but only wants your cock, and yours alone. That Dawn started disappearing while you were still together, lost in a haze of triple-penetrations. You wanted the wise, mature beyond her years Dawn, the one waiting patiently for you to grow up and figure out your shit before you finally became a real man, and then you and she could ride off into the sunset and live happily ever after. THAT Dawn never even existed. She was a figment of your imagination, never the real, flawed teenage girl I called my sister and who lived in the bedroom next door. There's no such thing as perfection, and when even your precious Dawn failed to live up to that standard, only then did you finally turn to me."


DJ smiled, but it was a cold smile. Her eyes were sharp, and coupled together with her gaunt features, she looked rather malevolent. "The closest thing to that ideal you had left. You didn't know me. You still didn't know me. I was Dawn's little sister, the teenage blonde babe with the big boobs and the crush on Big Ben. Dawn fucked up and left for Morris Camp. I was left, and I made my move for you. I was your second chance at "perfection". I reminded you not of Dawn, but of "Perfect Dawn". I was like Dawn, but without the flaws. I was an ideal, not a real woman. And you never really loved ME."


"DJ ... That's not true. I admit I wasn't as tight with you as I was with Dawn for the last nineteen years of your life. I admit that I didn't know you inside and out the way I knew her. That's why I wanted to take things slowly in the beginning, to not rush to marriage or commitment even when YOU were pressuring me into reassuring you that we'd last forever. But I still knew YOU better than I knew every other young woman in my life, more than every other non-family girl I've ever been with. We've spent too much of our lives around each other, and spent way too much TIME in the last few months together for you to really believe I wasn't getting to know the real DJ."


"Maybe..." DJ sighed, looking bitter. "Or maybe I was only letting you get to know the best 'Perfect DJ' I could come up with. The façade. The best me I could be ... for you, because I wanted so desperately for you to love me. Maybe ... Fuck, maybe I never really loved YOU. Maybe -I- loved the IDEA of you."


"You're not in high school anymore, and I wasn't coming off a break-up with Adrienne. We took our time. We took things slowly, at least up until the pregnancy."


DJ shrugged. "You were still my fantasy. And I was yours. Maybe we were a little less blind about it, but then maybe not by much. The point is: we failed. Our relationship failed. And maybe it was a good thing that I got that abortion when we did, lest we get married and start raising a family and only THEN realize we'd fallen in love with figment idealizations of each other that simply didn't exist."


"It was real to me," I intoned seriously as I sat back down, slumping heavily into my chair. DJ remained standing, but Brooke had sat herself down some time ago. "Bluster all you want about figments and idealizations and feeling hurt because I compared you to a Dawn without her flaws. I'm sorry you think that's an insult, because it's actually the highest compliment I can think of. So yeah, maybe you did remind me of her. Is that really such a bad thing? You saw my relationship with your sister over all those years. You SAW how wonderful a relationship COULD be. That was love. That was real, REAL love. Do you even know what love is? Or just infatuation? Have you ever even been in love, even with me? I thought you were. I thought you knew. Love, for me at least, is that feeling you get when you can't stand to be apart from somebody. Love is trusting that the other person feels the same way even when you ARE apart. Love is hope. Love is believing your life would be SO much better to have the other one in it. And love is the driving need inside that makes you want to do everything in your power to create a future for yourself with them in it."


DJ set her jaw and looked at me, still standing, her arms folded over her chest.


"Love was dreaming about our baby ... OURS, DJ ... yours and mine. Our perfect little bundle that WE created together." I closed my eyes, bowed my head, and rubbed my temples while feeling the anguish of my loss. "Love was planning for his or her future and celebrating and protecting that baby as the physical embodiment of everything we meant to each other and the legacy we wanted to leave behind. And then for me at least, love was still cherishing that possibility, that future I could have with you even after you decided you'd rather abort our baby ... just so your ass didn't get flabby."


DJ glared at me and screwed her face up, looking ready to spit. "Don't you DARE say that. You KNOW how hard it was for me to make that decision, and know about all the reasons way beyond me keeping a firm ass, or do you REALLY think me so shallow?"


"Well what ELSE was I supposed to think? With you spouting off about not wanting to see your boobs drooping before their time and how gaga the Melissas went for your rockin' bod and all that other shit that did nothing but make me think your entire sense of self-worth is wrapped up in how awesomely hot you look?"


"You were SUPPOSED to think that I'm a 19-year-old girl not ready to be a mother! You were SUPPOSED to understand how hard it was for me to choose between parenthood and giving up my freedom ten years before I ever thought I'd have kids! You don't get it, do you? You think I haven't agonized over the 'what ifs' and 'what should have beens' every minute of every day since I killed that little perfect bundle growing inside MY body???"


Sensing her outrage, I grimaced and went on the defensive, holding my hands up. "Now I didn't mean--"


"FUCK YOU, Asshole!" DJ shouted right in my face while flinging her hands at me in disgust. "We talked ... a LOT ... about how hard this was going to be for me. You think I didn't know how much you wanted a wife and family? You think I didn't realize that all I had to do was shut up and give birth and I'd get to keep you for all eternity? It was MY dream too, and I wanted it with YOU. And you think I'd just give all that up because I didn't want my boobs to sag? Are you fucking kidding me? I WANT kids. I wanted them with YOU. I just didn't want them NOW. Oh my gawd!"


DJ was crying now, and she put her hands on her head and paced away from me for a moment. Brooke had come up to touch my shoulder. I looked at my sister, and she gave me the kind of look that said 'shut up and don't piss her off even further'.


"So yeah, I didn't want to be pregnant or a mom while I was still in college," DJ muttered, staring at the wall. "I wanted to wait a few years and enjoy my early-20s a bit. Was that so wrong? Especially when you kept telling me you'd still love me and wait to start our family later?"


I blinked. "But you didn't give me that chance, the chance to start OUR family later. You broke up with me."


I'd opened my trap, and Brooke slapped me upside the back of my head for it. But DJ was oblivious. "Couldn't do it. WANTED to stay with you. Just couldn't do it. And I realize now that I made the right decision, because now I know we weren't meant to be together."


"You don't know that."


"Of course I do. Because no matter how much you might argue otherwise, -I- believe you're settling for the closest copy to Dawn. And no matter what you might tell me about how hard this has been for you, I just don't see it. I mean look at you: You're fine. You're healthy. I didn't see YOU going to pieces after I aborted your baby and broke up with you. Me? Shit ... If I cared so much about my looks, do you think I'd let myself look like this? I mean look at me. Look at what happened to my supposedly 'rockin' bod' over this. Over you. But you? Like I never even existed."


"That's not true." I frowned and shook my head. "You don't KNOW what I've been through."


DJ's eyes narrowed as she sneered at me. "I know that you've been shacked up with a harem of sorority sluts servicing your every whim. I know that you spend your days walking all over campus holding hands with SASHA. And I know that you thought having a perfect little bundle of joy with ME was so special and unique that you could NEVER find something that special again with someone like ... oh, maybe KIM ... what, a few HOURS after I left? Huh?"


I grimaced and started, "That wasn't exactly--"


"I don't CARE," she groaned wearily, bowing her spine and letting her arms fall to her sides as she stared up at the ceiling. "It doesn't MATTER anymore! It just goes to show that after EVERYTHING you promised me, EVERYTHING you said about understanding what I was going through and how scared I was to be pregnant and how you'd still love me and you'd wait to start our family again sometime in the future ... it was all BULLSHIT! You DIDN'T really love me!"


"I DID love you!" I argued right back before slumping into the chair and rubbing my forehead in my hands. Then, I took a deep breath and sighed before correcting myself, "I DO still love YOU. Rationalize away all the reasons you want, but I love YOU. And I think ... I think some part of me walked in here hoping you WOULD want to start again ... to try again. I believe I can be happy ... forever after ... with you as my wife. I decided I wanted the rest of my life to be with YOU ... not Dawn ... Yes, I valued everything I ever had with her, and the near perfection of our early relationship was the standard against which I held ours, and will probably forever hold against any future relationships I may ever have. It was wonderful, it was naïve, and it WAS perfect to me. YOU ARE the closest woman I can see making me THAT happy for the rest of my life. Yes, because of your measurements and sexiness and other tangible things that make you my 'type'. But you are also my type in temperament and conversation and personal compatibility. I WANT to marry YOU. I don't want to marry Kim. I don't want to marry Sasha. I don't want to marry Adrienne. Do you know that she offered? She did. Said she would do it for me. But I turned her down. And I DON'T want to marry DAWN. Not even her. Because she fucked up. Because she LEFT me. And because I don't want HER. I want YOU. YOU, DJ. YOU."


She shook her head. "Because your head tells you I'm the closest thing to perfection you're going to get in this world, not because you feel it inside. I'm sorry, Ben. But that's not good enough. I'm not going to be the face that fills in the picture you've already constructed in your head about your future family. I'm sorry."


I slumped deeper into my chair, shaking my head and rubbing my temples, trying to come up with a response to that but utterly failing.


"At this point, it doesn't even matter if you ever really loved me or not, because I don't love YOU anymore. I'm sorry, but I don't."


"Deej..." I wracked my brain, trying to think of something.


"Go back to Kim. Go back to that perfect little bundle, that physical embodiment of everything SHE means to you and the legacy YOU want to leave behind ... with HER."


I winced. "DJ, the thing with Kim--"


"It doesn't matter," she cut me off as she slowly sat back down, exhaling wearily and putting her hands down on her knees. "I've spent all this time kicking myself for ruining a relationship with the greatest guy I've ever met, wondering if I could ever forgive myself for doing so. But at the same time, I could never quite shake my doubts about us, about whether or not you and I were really meant to be together. THIS is the point I've come to. THIS is what I've decided: I'm forgiving myself and moving on. I'm going to stop hating myself for what happened and choose to learn from my mistakes. I'm going to eat better, and study harder, and finish my degree. Someday, I hope I'll find love again, the kind that doesn't make me doubt my boyfriend's sincerity in how much he wants me over my sister. Because I'm not going back to you. I won't be like Dawn, crawling back and begging for forgiveness. I'm moving on with my life, and what may be, will be. I still care about you. I'll always care about you, because you're a great guy and you have a good heart and I know deep down that you never actually meant to hurt me, even though you have in so many ways. But even so I'm moving on. And so should you."


My heart ached, and with my lower lip quivering, I began, "DJ..."


"Goodbye, Ben," she cut me off, shaking her head somberly.


Defeated, I bowed my head and took deep breaths, trying not to cry.


"And take your heart off that shelf, will you?" she added in a much more gentle tone than I'd heard from her all night. "Not for my sake, but for yours. Because if you ask me, you never took it off that shelf after Dawn left you. And that's why even when you asked me to marry you, it was decision you were only making with your head."





I turned the Mustang into my driveway, having to focus a little bit harder to make sure I didn't clip the Chrysler Sebring convertible that had about a foot of its trunk sticking out beyond the curb. The street was packed tonight, without a parking space to be seen. But even though Andie's black Lexus ES was in the front spot of my tandem driveway, the girls had saved enough room for me to park as well.


Even after turning off the ignition, I stayed in the driver's seat. I had a lot to think about after that visit to see DJ, and I hadn't yet worked everything out in my mind.


Part of me thought she was right: That I'd gone into my relationship with her thinking with my brain, about how well DJ "fit" into my idea of a perfect relationship, but not my heart. Part of me thought she was just saying what she needed to say to convince HERSELF that she could move on from me.


Thing is, BOTH parts agreed that DJ was doing what was best for herself, and I couldn't fault her for that. I'd seen the physical toll the last couple of months had taken on her body. While I'd been living like a king with my harem of willing sex slaves, she'd been isolated with nothing but her own mental demons and what little comfort Brooke and Faye could provide. It had been unfair for me to make that crack about her ass getting flabby; clearly her pain had gone far beyond shallow concerns. Really, no matter what I believed about our past relationship or the future we might still have, I knew it was best right now for DJ to eat more and get healthy and BE better, for her own sake, not mine. And if that meant convincing herself that our relationship wasn't worth saving, then so be it. I cared about her enough to let her go.


And ... well ... let's face it: she was right. DJ had gone to pieces when we broke up. Me? I'd been... fine ... Not moping. Not shell-shocked and heartbroken. I'd gone out and banged Casey and Carolyn and Chevelle, enjoying the newly-single life. I'd hooked up with the Tri-Delts and invited them into my home to become my willing sex slaves. Yeah, I must have really loved DJ so much to have been so despondent and heartbroken when she was gone. Riiiight ... And I must have thought my relationship with her was so unique that immediately after she aborted our baby I went out and knocked up Kim.


I didn't deserve DJ. And maybe we weren't meant to be together. We could have been happy, yes. But she would have always second-guessed my commitment to her, and deep down ... well ... maybe I would have, too. Had I settled for second best? Would I forever have to settle for second best? If not her, who else? With whom ELSE do I find happiness?


Kim was gone, and to be honest, I'd never imagined a real romantic future for us. I'd simply never had that spark, as great as our Master/sub relationship could be. And maybe that was why I couldn't muster up the courage to go and get her. Yeah, she was pregnant with my child, and when push came to shove I would be there however she and her father wanted me to be. But deep down, I realized that I really was just a 'whiny bitch'. I'd promised I'd take care of her, but what was I really doing to actually take care of her? Nothing. I couldn't be the Master she really needed me to be, and because of that I knew she would be better off without me.


Sasha? The girl certainly was in love with me, and I'd felt enough chemistry with her to develop something romantic with her if I only let myself try. But at the same time, she'd only ever had one real relationship in her life, with Rod, and I wasn't entirely sure Sasha knew what love really was. Mind-blowing sex had ... well ... blown her mind. At this point in her life, she had very few friends and no family at all, and maybe she was just lonely enough to confuse her desire to be around me, have sex with me, and feel wanted ... with "love".


Andie? I was fond of her, and would miss her if she left my life, but I really felt that my little "cutie" was more infatuated than anything. She was emblematic of the whole Tri-Delt West situation: Lots of sex, lots of fun, no romantic commitments or even serious discussion. Despite all the time we spent together, Andie and I barely knew a thing about each other. Really, she was having fun and having great sex and she wanted MORE of those things, to the point where she felt left out and maybe a little jealous when she had to share me with her sorority sisters. That wasn't "love", either.


The simple fact was: I'd been to the brink of marriage and family. I'd come SO close to my happily ever after with women I'd spent my whole life with. Now with those people gone from my life, all I was left with were new people, new girls I barely knew and would have to build relationships with from the ground up. It was almost like I was a middle-aged divorcé, unable to comprehend how to get back into the game. How would I go from near-marriage to mere dating? Should I even try?


Maybe my life was better the way it was: sitting in the middle of my Tri-Delt harem waiting for pleasure to come to me. It would be a good life, the kind of life I'd imagine most guys would happily have. Minimal emotional connection. A wide variety of pussy, ass, and tits to sample, armed by girls who knew how to wield such weapons to maximize my pleasure and likewise enjoyed me maximizing theirs.


Simple. Convenient. Uncomplicated. Well, sure, juggling the schedule and keeping track of who was harem versus taken versus available was pretty damn complicated, but no emotional complications. Quite frankly, after getting my hopes and dreams with Dawn crushed and stamped into the ground, followed by getting my hopes and dreams with DJ crushed and stamped into the ground, and then my hopes and dreams with Kim crushed and stamped into the ground, I was emotionally tapped out. Done. Finito. Fuck it.


Fuck it, fuck it, fuck it.


I give up. I don't care anymore. Why the fuck do people try to CARE only to get their hearts trashed, squeezed up for their juice, and then tossed aside like an empty orange peel. Why? How is THAT worth all the effort spent? Why even bother trying?


Dawn had some crazy idea of fixing herself and coming back to me, and look how that turned out for her? Down in flames in a hateful phone call that ends with her supposed soulmate telling her to 'go the fuck AWAY'. Why should she bother? Why try? It only ends in heartache.


Poor DJ. Always in the shadow of her big sister, so desperate for the approval of a mother who always viewed her as second-best to the golden girl (if not third, counting Dayna) that she came this close to giving up her youthful hopes and dreams in exchange for settling with the very man who would only ever see her as second-best to that very same golden girl. Why even attempt it? The relationship had been doomed from the start. And now even her famously rockin' bod had suffered for it.


And then there was Kim. Put her faith in the wrong guy is what SHE did. Mothers around the world warn their daughters not to fall in love with the wrong guy, and even if they do, don't be so STUPID as to let that wrong guy knock them up. But Kim didn't have a mother, and maybe never got that warning, and sure enough she went and fell in love with the LEAST dominating 'Master' she'd ever MET. Selfish asshole can't even keep his OWN life together, let alone look out for HERS. And now she gets to be a 22-year-old single mother for all her troubles.


This life is fucked up. They say misery loves company, but to be honest, knowing that three very special women I'd cared about were just as miserable as I was ... well ... it only made me even MORE unhappy.


And tired. FUCK, man, I'm tired. I'm tired of trying to NOT be tired. I'm tired of trying to NOT go to pieces. Maybe it would have been easier to take DJ's route: to sit in the dark and face my demons head on and let out all the anguish and terror until I fucking needed vodka just to sleep at ten in the morning because I'd been awake all night screaming at the shadows. For too long I'd tried to just keep it in, to tell myself I'd be fine and that I wasn't in shock and that I could keep moving forward and moving forward and moving forward until I miraculously found myself somewhere happier again.


Hmm, vodka, there's an idea.


And Lord knows there are enough pot smokers around Berkeley as well, losing their minds and letting their worries drift away in a haze of acrid green smoke.


Fuck, I wonder how the crystal meth at Carter Sheridan's would make me feel, make this fucking HEADACHE go away.


But no, I didn't need drugs. Not REAL drugs, anyway. I'd always had my drug of choice, and it was both free and readily available to me. Even as I sat here in the driver's seat of my car, I already knew my drug of choice was waiting for me just twenty feet or so away.


Really, I had three choices: (A) I could FIGHT to fix my life and find the true love and family I'd always wanted. My relationship with Dawn was ash, and DJ wasn't in love with me anymore, but Kim was pregnant and would continue to be so. I could put the car in reverse, head for the freeway, and go fucking get my baby mama back.


(B) I could FACE my failures through introspection and analysis to let out all my emotional anguish and find peace in my situation. I could go inside and take down the Tri-Delt charter, tell everyone to leave me the fuck alone, and let out all my emotions until I came to terms with everything that had happened to me.


Or©, I could FORGET all that shit, get out of the car, and fucking enjoy all the nubile sorority coeds I had waiting inside for me.


I was going with Option C.


Going out and FIGHTING for something was too hard, and too futile to attempt. That shit never ends well. Gave up on that already.


But isolating myself and dealing with my misery? Who the fuck wants to be miserable? I don't want to be depressed. I don't want to be unhappy. I'd be liable to fucking KILL myself after the shit I've gone through. If DJ had gone to pieces as badly as she had, with Brooke and Faye and her parents and Dayna checking in on her, what chance did I stand? My parents were in SoCal, Brooke was on DJ's side, and Adrienne was in fucking New York. Umm, no. Besides, what FUN is there in sitting in the dark screaming at shadows?


Why NOT get up, go inside, and go get my fix? Where was the harm? I was single, horny, and available. All of THEM were single, horny, and available. Everybody gets off. Nobody gets hurt. If that's not happiness, then I don't know what is.


So I got out of the car.





My stomach growled; I still hadn't had dinner. When Brooke had called, I'd stepped into the house just long enough to tell Jocelyn that I had to leave but for somebody to put some food aside for me in the fridge. I'd then left expecting to return and spend a normal Friday night with my girls, catching them all up for their missing Friday night dates. Usually, this meant an eight-girl/one-me orgy, but tonight I was in for so much more than that.


Walking up to the house, I immediately noticed the loud music thumping through the walls. The sun was setting and all of the lights were on. Although the air was cold and the windows shut, the sounds of many females chatting accompanied by the Black Eyed Peas singing something about lovely lady lumps wafted out toward my ears. It was more noise than usual, but then again, the girls might just be a little more animated in waiting for my return. Then again, Spring Break officially started tonight. We didn't have any classes all next week, and perhaps my girls were throwing a party.


Curious, but not worried, I hopped up the steps onto the front porch and tested the door. It was unlocked, and I walked inside and cruised on down the hallway, taking three steps before my brain belatedly realized it had seen something new in the foyer.


Without turning around, I actually walked backward three steps to return to the foyer, and once there I gawked at the wall where the Tri-Delt West charter had hung for over a month. It was still there, but now a second framed sign had been posted immediately beside the first one.


ATTENTION! Tri-Delt West has now been designated a 'Lingerie-only' zone between the hours of 7pm and 7am. All sisters of the Delta Delta Delta Sorority beyond this point during those hours are required to remove all outerwear within the premises. Strict laws will be enforced by the Sorority. Enter at your own risk.



Peyton Kent, President, Pi Chapter, Delta Delta Delta



My first thought was: You have GOT to be kidding me.


My second thought was: You have got to be KIDDING me.


How much more over the top could my life possibly get? Things like this simply didn't happen in real life, and for a moment I honestly wondered if I hadn't gone INSANE with all that thinking in the car and now my mind was just making shit up.


But pinching myself didn't wake me from this dream, and as I re-read the sign I told myself that I seriously needed to sit down and have a chat with this Peyton Kent, Tri-Delt President. A quick glance at my watch told me it was not yet 6:30pm. 30 minutes to showtime.


Maybe there's something to be said for Option B.



Ugh, my stupid conscience. The fuck are you whining about? This is exactly what I just said I wanted: Everybody gets off. Nobody gets hurt. Happiness, right?


This is getting out of hand.



There is no such thing.


Isn't there?



Why are you even questioning this? Don't you get it? This is karma being GOOD to me after all the shit I've just been through! Now shut up and let me walk in there and OWN it!


It's too good to be true. There's a catch, and more the point, they're using you.



Well maybe I LIKE being used. Didja ever think of that?


Are you sure? Nevermind, I'll tell you you're not. Because if you WERE sure, -I- wouldn't be here.



Well I don't WANT you here. Go away!


Doesn't work like that.



"Hey, he's here!" Jamie called down the hallway.


Turning toward the sound of her voice, I gawked to see the Junior Tri-Delt leaning against the wall by the living room archway. The Italian babe had always been one of the curvier girls in the harem, and every curve was on full display by a black bra and panty set. The bra cups and waistband of the panties were trimmed with lace but added little coverage over her shapely body, giving my eyes free rein to roam over her D-cup melons, taut tummy, and nicely-padded ass.


Andie immediately appeared behind Jamie, and I quickly drank in the smaller girl's appearance. While Jamie seemed to have simply removed her outer layers to leave herself in her underwear, Andie had donned actual lingerie, of the Frederick's of Hollywood sensibility. She wore a pink negligee with big bows over each shoulder, inviting me to tug and open them so that the material would fall off her body. She also wore pink gartered-stockings and fuck-me heels, which seemed to be doing their job as the urge to bend the slender girl in half and pound the shit out of her welled up inside me.


"It's not 7pm yet," I mumbled, jerking a thumb at the sign.


Jamie laughed. "7pm is when it's required."


"There's no rule against us stripping down early just because we want to," Andie giggled before giving me a come hither gesture. "Come on. The new girls want to meet you."


"New girls?" I gawked.


Jamie and Andie both giggled and gestured me forward.


Taking a deep breath, I walked down the hall and turned at the archway to look into the living room, and then I'm sure my eyes got REALLY big as I realized there were a lot more girls in my house than usual.


Leticia, Jeannie, Nora, and Whitney were seated on one of the couches, all of them stripped down to their underwear or clad in other forms of seductive lingerie. Tonya, Jocelyn, and Misa Ng were standing by the kitchen doorway, similarly dressed. But after only quick glances across those seven girls, my eyes were drawn to the five newcomers I'd never seen before.


I noticed the twins right away. They were the tallest girls in the room, with slender builds and excellent racks put on display by aqua-green bustiers that brought out a similar color in their eyes. Their hair was light brown with highlights and their tanned skin bespoke some exotic ethnic mix. And of course, there was no mistaking their identical faces.


There was an adorably cute brunette next to them in an almost frilly lingerie ensemble, and once Andie stepped over to her I found the family resemblance unmistakable. My jaw dropped as I realized she had to be the little sister Andie had mentioned sometime in the past.


The fourth and fifth newcomers stood together, one a beautiful black girl with a mini-Afro and the other a sweet-looking Asian girl.


And finally, there was a sixth new arrival. The Tri-Delt President herself, Peyton Kent, was someone I'd actually met, although I didn't know her very well. A Senior who had pledged the year before Adrienne's class, her path simply hadn't crossed mine very much, although as a statuesque dirty-blonde with the lightest green eyes you'd ever seen, she'd certainly attracted my gaze the few times I did find myself in the same room with her.


Her lush figure and trim physique put on full display by a form-fitting bustier certainly attracted my gaze right now. She had pouty lips made for sucking dick, tits to die for, and an ass that simply called for my hands so I could grip 'em and rip 'em. But despite her physical beauty, I'd never once considered making a move on Peyton. Sure, she was sex on heels to look at, but there was an icy danger in her eyes, and she had a haughty, imperial demeanor that always made me wary. Some of the Tri-Delts looked absolutely eager to hop on board Big Ben and go for a ride to their heart's content. Peyton, on the other hand, always viewed me like I was a venomous snake ... or that SHE was a venomous snake who would bite and poison me should I get within three feet of her.


Well, she was about four feet away now, that icy stare never more menacing than right now. "Hello, Ben," she began with an evil smile. "Welcome back."


"Hi, Peyton," I replied with an arched eyebrow. I could count on one hand the number of times we'd spoken to each other, and none of those conversations had ever lasted more than thirty seconds. "Surprised to see you here."


"Sorry to intrude, but we have a little challenge for the freshmen girls here: All of them are required to spend the night. You have your usual charter to seize and inseminate at your will. That's all."


Okay now, THIS is getting out of hand.


I agree.



Taking a deep breath, I arched an eyebrow. "You drop off a bunch of hot girls I've never met before and tell them they have to submit if I want to bang them? That's it?"


Peyton's smile was all teeth. "That's it."


I shook my head. "Then you don't know me very well. Yes, I've got a bit of a reputation, but I'm not a cold-blooded monster. I'm not going to seize a strange girl against her will, especially with the other girls here who've already been part of my harem. Thanks for the eye candy, but pass."


"I actually know you better than you might think. We haven't talked much, but the girls all report back to me. I knew you wouldn't be so easy, and that's why we've added a little spice to the competition. Bounty on you is set at 100 points. It's in the girls' best interests to change your mind."


My eyes popped at the mention of a bounty. "Points? I thought pledging was all during first semester?"


"Pledging is done," Jocelyn explained helpfully. "But status competitions run all year. The girls know what they're getting into. It's the same as you showing up at that first Halloween party where you tagged Misty and Lakhi."


Raising my eyebrows, I drank in the sight of 15 scantily-clad sorority girls all posing themselves for maximum seductive beauty as they sat or stood around my living room. Andie cuddled up to my left side, kissing my cheek before whispering in my ear, "What do you say we mess with ALL of them and you keep only little ME locked in your bedroom all night?"


On the other side of me, Jamie laughed. "No way. Stay here and have some fun with it. But I hope you took your vitamins. Otherwise you might actually suffer Death By Fucking tonight."





"So let me get this straight," Adrienne drawled from the other end of the line in whatever city she happened to be tonight. I knew her home base was in New York, but the way that girl traveled she could be almost anywhere. "There are FIFTEEN half-dressed Tri-Delts in your living room, all of them just itching to peel your clothes off and then lay back to let you have your way with them, and you're all alone in your bedroom talking to ME?!?"


I shook my head even though she couldn't see me, and rolled across my mattress onto my back with my head falling partway over the edge. Sighing wearily, I replied, "Yes."


"Tiger, sometimes I think I know exactly the way you think. But other times I don't understand you at all. Fuck, if I were in your shoes right now, I'd be all OVER them!!!"


As annoyed as I felt, the image of busty, beautiful Adrienne Dennis going buck-wild in a massive lesbian orgy with fifteen other hot sorority sisters did bring a smile to my face. But pushing past that vision, I exhaled slowly and explained, "To be perfectly honest, I thought I would be too. But my stupid conscience is getting in the way, and when I stop to think about it I have to agree that things are starting to get out of hand. We've talked over and over and over again about how awesome my situation is, about how guys would promise their firstborn sons and donate kidneys for a chance to be in my position. Initially, I loved it. I like these girls, I like their company, and of course the sex is a helluva lot of fun. But ... well ... I'm really starting to feel used right now."


"Puh-lease," Adrienne drawled. "Nothing's really changed, has it? You still have the harem and you know exactly which girls are currently in it. You said Peyton rounded up these freshmen girls for some kind of test, right? The Sorority pulls this kind of pledge crap all the time."


"They're not even pledges anymore. They're full sisters."


"Whatever. They're freshmen. This is a status points thing, and you'll just have to accept that this is how the Tri-Delts work. You remember the challenges they laid out for my class, of course. Were they really any worse than this?"


"Of course not. Okay, so designating my house as Tri-Delt West wasn't as invasive as I thought it might have been, and more good has come out of it than bad. I would have let the girls hang out here as a clique headquarters anyway, and they all go home each night except for the ones that sleep in my bed. But I still don't like the idea of the Sorority making rules about property that isn't theirs, and this new challenge that all these freshmen girls have to spend an evening in MY house just rubs me the wrong way."


"Why? Even if you aren't going to sleep with any of them, I thought you would have at least appreciated the additional eye candy."


"I get all the eye candy I need from the harem. I'm not saying that I would have slept with any of the freshmen, but parading them half-naked in front of me while simultaneously telling me about this new bounty so that I CAN'T just go and nail any of them just isn't fair."


"Why can't you nail them? If you really don't care, then fuck the bounty. Just pick one or two ... or ALL of them ... and do it. Do you really give a rat's ass who gets the points?"


I winced, rolling my eyes. I shouldn't, but...


"You do, don't you?" Adrienne laughed. "Worried about your reputation? Don't want to be the guy that gave in that easily with a bounty on his head?"


"It's not that."


"Try telling that to your ego."


"Adrienne," I sighed.


"Sorry." Her laugh sounded anything but apologetic.


"Putting the bounty aside, you don't know the night I've already been through."


"Why? What happened?"


"I finally talked to DJ today. First time since the breakup. She said she doesn't love me anymore and that she's moving on."


"Wait, WHAT?" I heard Adrienne sit up from wherever she was, and could immediately tell that I had her full and undivided attention. "Ben, why didn't you start with THAT instead of this Tri-Delt thing?"


"Sorry, just got distracted. But yeah, we went and had a pretty involved conversation about the nature of our relationship. DJ claims that I only fell in love with her because she 'fit' my ideals for a perfect wife. Looks, sex, heritage, all that. I tried to tell her that I fell in love with her because I believed she was the best person to make me happy. That she 'fit' only supported that."


"Splitting hairs a bit there."


"A bit, yeah."


"But only you know what was really in your heart."


"I know, I know."


"But you two really loved each other. I saw it myself in Big Bear. Yeah, you had issues, but no relationship is perfect. You two would have made each other very happy for the rest of your lives."


"That's what -I- thought."


"But this was only the first time you talked to her since the breakup?"


"Well, yeah."


"Not before? Not in over two months?"


"No. I talked to Brooke a couple of times, but she told me to give DJ space. I tried to respect that. But dammit, I can't help but wonder if things might've turned out differently if they hadn't been so obstinate about keeping me away."


"Ben ... what about Kim? When was the last time you tried to talk to her?"


"I don't remember. Probably almost two months as well. Same deal. I WANT to get involved. I WANT to talk to her and reason with her father. But they've threatened they would take my baby away from me and never let me see Kim again. Bert said her dad would get a restraining order if he had to."


"Okay, Tiger. Please understand that I mean this in the best possible way, but you're a pussy. I love you to pieces, but you let the people around you dictate your schedule way too much, and I mean it more than just these things with Kim and DJ. You do it because you value our happiness, which I appreciate. But it's so easy to take advantage of your nature. It makes you seem like a pushover, which I know you're really not. You're just very empathetic to others' needs and you want to see them happy, so you accommodate. But it sounds like you think you're accommodating too much and deep down, you're starting to resent it."


"Huh." I mused on that for a few seconds.


"It's great that you take others' feelings and desires into consideration. -I- certainly enjoyed your natural flexibility quite a bit. But to be perfectly honest, Tiger, you let me manipulate the hell out of you while we were together."


I rolled my eyes, thinking of all the times Adrienne simply told me to trust her and had me go along with whatever her agenda happened to be, which more often than not had to do with her own self-interests as much as they were for mine.


Taking a deep breath, I let out the air in a slow, extended exhalation that Adrienne could hear clearly across the phone. She waited me out, knowing that my brain was processing and that she should just let me work things around for a minute without interruption.


Finally, I picked my head back up from the edge of the bed, rolled over and propped myself up on my elbows. As I felt the rush of blood trickle back down, I frowned and said, "You know, I keep thinking about my situation from the perspective of the perfect male fantasy. Every guy can dream about being at the center of a multi-girl college sorority harem and how unbelievably awesome it would be with no negative side-effects whatsoever. But maybe I need to think of things with the roles reversed."


"What do you mean?"


"Let's say you were in my shoes, but in the middle of a fraternity instead."


"I'm not so fond of cock anymore, remember? At least any cock but yours, Tiger."


I chuckled and smiled. "Fine, then think of pre-lesbian Adrienne for a moment, or at least some hypothetical, anonymous female. Let's say she enjoys sex, loves having it, and has voluntarily chosen to become the fraternity pussy. The guys all come hang out at her house, and they take turns fucking her and forming a rotating schedule over which two or three guys get to spend the night in her bed, using her up until she's exhausted. There's no love, no romantic complications. The guys have her as a convenient outlet so that they can focus on their studies and their own friends without the hassles of trying to find other avenues for getting their rocks off. She's a piece of meat – a living fuck-doll who exists solely to get used. How does that sound?"


Adrienne's voice was grave. "That sounds fucking horrible."


"Well, maybe it's not as bad as it seems. Like I said: she went into this voluntarily, and they don't just use her body as their plaything per se. They cook and clean and take care of her house. And she honestly does enjoy the frequent sex."


"But does she have the time to spend with her friends? Does she have the freedom to turn the guys down whenever she feels like it? If not, that still sounds fucking horrible."


I sighed. "It does, doesn't it?"


"Is that how you really feel? Trapped, used, and abused?"


"No, no of course not. For one thing, I really DO love having sex, and I can't beat this variety."


"You do, and I know it. But that doesn't change the fact that these girls are still using you."


"Only because I'm letting them."


"That's just it, isn't it? You genuinely like them, and you certainly like the sex, so you accommodate. You consider their base desires and you let them use you. But you're starting to resent it."


"It's not their fault. It's mine."


Adrienne sighed. "Can't really disagree with you there. So I guess there's only one thing to do."


"Disband the harem?"


"And give up all that pussy? Hell no." Adrienne laughed.


I chuckled myself. "No, I know what I need to do. Take charge of my own life. Stop letting things happen TO me."


"Wise words."


"They're Brooke's. She first said them to me when she was just sixteen."


"Smart girl."


"She is." I sighed and wondered where she was. I hadn't seen much of her at all the past month, and we certainly hadn't slept together. How could we, what with some Tri-Delt or another who didn't know our secret in the house at all hours of the day? Like my lack of friend-time with Bert and Kim, it was another unfortunate side-effect of the harem. "I miss her."


"She'll always be your sister."


"I know," I sighed. Taking a deep breath, I pushed up off the bed and sat up straight. Then with one more deep breath, I stood up and stretched out, drawing myself to my full height. "I've got to take charge of my life. I have to make decisions for my own best interest. I'll deny the harem if I have to. Yeah, I really love my life with them in it, but they seem to need me more than I need them. I can't let the girls push me around anymore."


"Attaboy."


"So now I've got to march on downstairs and explain this to them." Wincing, I added, "It's gonna suck, but maybe I've got to cut them off for a little while just so they know I'm serious. We can all have fun together when it works out for all of us. But they need to know I'm going to live my own life and not simply exist to satisfy their every carnal urge."


"Wait a second," Adrienne chirped, going silent for about twenty seconds instead of one. I waited her out, and when her voice came back, it was accompanied by a malevolent-sounding laugh. "I've got a better idea."


My eyebrows went up and a tingle went down my spine. Adrienne's tone was the same as whenever she had some wild and crazy plan in her head, and the conversation usually ended with her uttering the two fateful words: 'trust me'. "Adrienne," I growled in a warning tone.


"No, seriously, you'll like this," she assured me, though still with that malevolent voice. "Do what you did at my Pledge Initiation. Grab Peyton, drag her up to your bedroom, pin her down and give her the Big Ben Experience."


My jaw dropped. "Seriously?"


"Dead serious. You don't have to cut them off to prove a point. Just take over the harem and establish dominance. Announce to them that you are in charge, you make the rules, and if they want to continue having you, then it's got to be on YOUR terms."


"I can't just grab her."


"Why not?"


"I barely know her. Grabbing a girl and pinning her down is called 'rape' in this country."


"It wouldn't be rape. She knows what she's getting into."


"Do you even KNOW Peyton very well?"


"Well no. But you did tell me there's a sign posted by your front door saying that ALL Tri-Delts are subject to seizure and insemination, right?"


"Yeah, THAT'LL hold up in court real well. 'Did you rape that woman against her will?' Well, your honor, there was a sign by my door..." I sighed. "The girls only put up that sign because they know I'd never actually rape them against their will. I don't know Peyton. I have no way of knowing whether or not she'd actually want me to give her the Big Ben Experience."


"There's one way to know: grab her and see how she reacts. You did it before with Leighton."


"That's different. We were alone, mostly, in her room. I gave her a way out, and if she'd taken it, I would have walked away. That was another of your elaborate schemes."


"MY schemes? It was your idea," she corrected me.


"Whatever. The point is: it was a controlled situation with a fail-safe."


"So is this. Give her a safe-word if you want. If she honestly fights you off, you'll know to stop. Besides, the other Tri-Delts would never let you actually rape her. And if she reacts otherwise, more like Leighton, then you're good."


I blinked twice, in mild disbelief that we were seriously having this conversation. "Are you really telling me to go and half-rape a girl I barely know, and a fellow Tri-Delt at that?"


"Absolutely."


I rolled my eyes, clapped a hand over my brow, and shook my head slowly. "I can't believe I'm seriously thinking of doing this."


"Again, not like you haven't done it before. Gawd dammit, I still remember the way you held Leighton, and with me and Misty ... FUCK my panties are getting soaked right now. Ooh! Turn on your computer! You've got time to set up a webcam in your bedroom before you go down there and--"


"Goodbye, Adrienne," I cut her off mildly.


"I'm serious! Fuck I've gotta watch you do this to--"


"Goodbye, Adrienne."


"Spoilsport," she pouted.


"I love you, too."


"Fine." Taking a deep breath, Adrienne sighed. "Goodbye, Tiger. Promise you'll call later and tell me how things went. I want to masturbate hearing you talk about it."


I chuckled. "Okay fine. Will do."





Despite my absence, the living room had remained a hive of activity. I think it's humanly impossible for fifteen girls to remain in one room without chattering with enough volume to drown out a good-sized duck pond. Perhaps due to the occasion, none of my harem girls had made dinner tonight. Instead, there were several half-empty pizza boxes still in the kitchen and I could only imagine the look on the delivery guy's face when he arrived to find fifteen lingerie-clad coeds awaiting him.


Well, thirteen, or maybe only twelve, not that any of the girls had left. Rather, two or three of them had put some clothes back on, covering up either out of a sense of modesty or the simple desire to avoid dripping hot tomato sauce and cheese down their bare bosoms.


Scratch that: Jamie caught sight of me and rather deliberately dribbled some tomato sauce onto Whitney's chest, causing the Nordic blonde to squeal in surprise. Having successfully drawn my attention, the busty Italian babe grinned as she tugged down Whitney's bra cup, exposing a pale pink nipple before slurping up the trickling pizza sauce from Whitney's even paler skin.


Smirking, I turned to see the confirmed three girls who had covered up. "Misa, Leticia, and ... Kirstie, right?" I pointed to the newcomer who looked like Andie's little sister.


"Right," she volunteered with a squeak in her voice.


"Kirstie," I repeated with a nod before glaring sharply at Misa and Leticia while pointing at the wall clock. "It is now after 7pm. I believe you all have a new requirement relevant to the current time."


"Off! Off!" Jeannie immediately ordered while playfully tugging at the blouse of Leticia, sitting beside her. Her voice was joined by Tonya's, who similarly began tugging at Misa's clothing. Meanwhile, Kirstie blushed as she almost nervously removed her shirt without further prompting.


"The bra, too," I said softly, letting my obvious lust shine through my eyes. I probably shouldn't have added that. After all, the requirement was for the Tri-Delts to strip down to their lingerie, not to get naked at my command. But Adrienne had spent the past fifteen minutes getting my ego pumped up and my adrenaline running, and even before I'd come down the stairs I'd found myself primed for sex at a level of arousal and testosterone-fueled confidence that bordered on dangerous.


Petite Kirstie gawked at me wide-eyed for a second before looking apprehensively at her big sister. The two Holland girls shared a nervous glance, but then Andie took a deep breath and nodded to Kirstie while rubbing her sister's arm.


Biting her lower-lip, the young freshman rather coyly reached a hand up to her right shoulder and delicately grasped the flimsy strap to her frilly bra. But she hesitated before actually removing it. After all, it was one thing to be challenged with seducing me for pledge points. It was quite a different thing to be the only girl among fifteen in the room showing real nudity. But after that brief hesitation, the cute teenager raised her shoulder and tilted her head to it, giving me a nervous smile while slowly dragging the strap down her arm. And I found myself holding my breath in anticipation of that first glimpse of a new girl's rosy pink nipple.


"Kirstie, wait!" a new voice commanded from across the room. Standing up to her full height plus heels, Sorority President Peyton Kent put her hands on her hips and ordered, "Keep your bra on. The new mandate only specifies the removal of outerwear. You can't make her strip naked, you sicko pervert."


Arching an eyebrow, I spun on one heel to bring my full focus onto the statuesque blonde. I hadn't become familiar with Peyton over the past three years out of circumstance, not lack of interest. She fit my supposed 'type', from her height to her hair to her big rack and her boner-inducing hips. But she'd been the kind of girl to have steady boyfriends and not overly flirt with me the few times we'd crossed paths. And with so many of her fellow Tri-Delts being both more available and more willing, there just hadn't been opportunity to get to know her much at all.


And yet, she was the only one who could have placed a 100-point bounty on my head. She was the only one who could have mandated that these freshmen spend a full evening in my house. And she had to have been fully aware of the two prominent signs posted in my foyer, since it was her name and signature at the bottom of them.


The point is: Peyton's little dig about me being a sicko pervert for wanting Kirstie to take off her bra was completely without teeth. Any woman telling her young charges to seduce me for points and then deliberately wave their semi-clad bodies in front of me couldn't exactly take the moral high road. She should have understood what she was getting her freshmen – and herself – into.


Smirking like a know-it-all, I shrugged and replied, "I'm not forcing her to strip naked. I simply made a request."


"It didn't sound like a request; more like a command. And your charter doesn't say you can tell us what to do."


My grin immediately widened. Whether intentionally or not, Peyton had given me the perfect opening to execute Adrienne's little plan. "You're absolutely right, Madame President. The charter doesn't say I can issue commands," I stated obsequiously with an evil grin. "In fact, that charter on the wall says that there are only two things I can do to you..."


My eyes lit on fire as I let my gaze trail up and down Peyton's spectacular body. Her white ribbed bustier hugged and pinched her slender figure, making her breasts appear even larger while also drawing attention to the dangling diamond pendant piercing her navel. Her matching bikini-cut panties highlighted the gentle curve of her hips. And at the moment, she was wearing white heels that boosted her considerable height even higher while also giving her long legs an alluring flex. When my eyes returned to Peyton's face, I saw her pale slightly at the obvious... hunger ... in my gaze. The sexual creature inside me was now quite close to the surface, and I watched her quiver nervously before I spelled out those two very special things I was allowed to do to her. "Seize ... and inseminate."


There was a collective gasp from the surrounding girls as my intentions became clear. They certainly were quite different from when I'd first entered the house. Nearly an hour ago, I'd been almost overwhelmed by the lustful attention of the fifteen Tri-Delts wearing their skimpy lingerie. I'd retreated to the company of those familiar to me, allowing the primary harem girls to reassure me that I wasn't under any obligations to satisfy just any new Tri-Delt who walked in the door wanting to go for a ride. As usual, Jocelyn took up the leadership role in explaining that the freshmen girls had been tasked with spending an evening "at risk" here, along with the aforementioned bounty. But she also assured me that everything was in good fun and that apart from having a little extra eye-candy hanging around, nothing had really changed. I could go about my night as usual if I wanted and not have anything to do with the new girls if I so chose.


I didn't even talk to Peyton before just now, although I'd made introductions and exchanged pleasantries with the five Tri-Delt pledges. I'd chit-chatted with my harem girls for a few minutes, eaten a few slices of pizza, and then retreated to the privacy of my room to gather myself and call Adrienne. It hadn't been my strongest first impression, and the man the girls had seen depart more than thirty minutes ago was NOT the man before them now.


Now I was the man Leighton Barrister had first encountered in the dark shadows of her bedroom after taking a shower. Now I was the man who'd left a trail of unconscious Tri-Delt bodies through the upper floors of the sorority house in the months immediately after. Now I was the man who'd commandeered the Pledge Initiation ceremony two years ago. The sexual creature inside me had awoken, and it wouldn't rest until its carnal appetite had been sated.


Peyton stiffened up as I suddenly stood three inches in front of her, having darted forward faster than she could react. My left hand went to her hip, hooking the index finger through the strap of her panties. My right hand went to her face, flipping around so that I could brush the backs of my fingers down her quivering cheek. "I won't hurt you," I promised in a tone that was anything but reassuring. "Not permanently, at least."


"You can't. Not me..." she gasped.


"Of course I can. You're fully aware of the sign by my door. ALL sisters that pass beyond that point are subject, and last I checked, the President of the Sorority is by definition a 'sister'." Almost roughly, I let my left hand slide inside the back of her panties as I grabbed a healthy chunk of her tight ass, reveling in the feel of her naked skin against my palm.


"But this..." she whimpered, shaking her head. "I'm not the target! The bounty is for the freshmen!"


"You're absolutely right. If I slept with one of them, the bounty would be over. And there's no fun in that." Squeezing her ass tighter in my left hand, I turned my right around and cupped her head with my thumb and forefinger bracketing her ear. I leaned forward until my lips were just a fraction of an inch away from hers. She pulled her head back, naked fear in her eyes, but I followed with her, maintaining the closeness of our mouths as I anticipated my capture of her lips. And grinning evilly, I remarked, "Didn't Leighton or Carli tell you anything about me?"


Now shaking in my grasp, Peyton whimpered and darted her eyes around to the other girls. All of them watched intently, but none of them moved to interfere. "You can't! I can't do this!"


Now that she'd actually shown some resistance, I paused my forward progress. Peyton's green eyes clicked left and right in mine, searching my gaze. Blinking slowly, I stated softly, "I won't rape you. You have a safe word: tarragon. If you want me to stop at any time, just say it and I will set you free. Do you understand?"


"Tarra..." she began, but then bit her lip and stopped quivering in my grasp. She didn't finish the word, and actually regained some strength as she shifted her balance and began to support her own weight once again. I smiled, feeling her begin to acquiesce to my control. Her lips puckered, and after she dropped her eyes to my mouth for a brief moment and then brought her gaze directly into mine, she finally replied, "I understand."


Grinning, I turned my head to the right just as Peyton turned hers as well, and we met in a kiss as possessively aggressive as any I'd ever given one of the Tri-Delts. Her lips parted to accept my tongue's penetration. Her nostrils flared as she inhaled sharply. And her knees went weak again so I dipped her to the side, holding her body in my arms as I supported her from collapsing straight down.


But a second later, she yanked her mouth away and twisted her face. Both of us breathing heavily, I pulled her upright and sighed, expecting to hear her say 'tarragon' and end this little assault.


Instead, she said something I completely did not expect. "I have a boyfriend," she muttered apologetically.


My eyes popping open wide, I rocked my head back and pulled my hands away from her body. Taking a full step back, I gave her a sideways look and sighed. "Oh ... Well ... That changes everything."


She blinked at me rapidly, still breathing hard as her eyes searched through mine. Licking her lips, Peyton let her eyes trail down my chest for a brief moment before returning her attention to my face. And quivering once again, she cinched her arms around my back and pulled me against her chest. "I don't care," she insisted.


I blinked twice, raising a hand to her shoulder to keep her at bay. "I do."


Crestfallen, Peyton's mouth dropped into a frown and her forehead furrowed. "I wasn't expecting this, but I want this! I want you!" she pleaded. "I'll never tell!"


"But I'll still know. I can't live with that. I won't violate another man's woman," I growled harshly while shaking my head.


Peyton screwed her face up and whimpered for all of a half-second before jerking her gaze back to me with wild eyes. "Then don't violate me, not with your cock. Anything else goes – fingers, tongue, whatever – just don't fuck me. Can you live with that?"


"Hmm..." I arched an eyebrow, letting my eyes drink in Peyton's smoking hot body. A Big Ben Experience without actually fucking her? Hmm, I couldn't remember ever doing one of those before ... Challenge: Accepted!


Peyton grinned when she saw the smile spreading across my face. Taking my hand in hers, she walked forward and made to head upstairs and to my bedroom.


But just as she turned me around, I pulled back on her hand and remained rooted where I stood. A new idea had popped into my head. And as she gave me a fresh look of confusion mixed with fearful desperation, I gave her another wide evil grin.


"No, not upstairs," I growled as I yanked her body against my chest and slid my hand into the back of her panties once again. "I'm taking you right here."





"Holy shhh ... Holy fuuuhhh..." Peyton groaned and threatened to collapse. At the moment, she was standing up with her feet apart while I sat on the floor between her legs. I was leaning against the back side of a couch while Peyton braced her hands on the top of the backrest. And the poor girl started shaking from yet another orgasm as I held onto her hips and furiously ate her out.


In accordance with our agreement I had not fucked Peyton, nor even stuck my dick into her mouth. Hell, I still had all my clothes on. Still, I imagine her boyfriend would not be happy to find us with my tongue up his girlfriend's twat and two fingers sawing in and out of her ass. The statuesque blonde's arms and legs wobbled and her upper torso pitched forward, dropping her crotch a bit more heavily onto my face. Pivoting my head, I took her clit between my lips and chewed on the little nubbin to maximize the sensations she was feeling, and at the same time I let my right hand slide up her side and between her hanging breasts to support her chest until the sweaty and tired Sorority President finished out her orgasm and then managed to put some strength back into her arms.


"Oh, gawd..." the beautiful blonde moaned as she started to come down from her momentary high. I'd spent the last half-hour exploring all of Peyton's erogenous zones, including that irresistible diamond in her belly-button, while wringing four orgasms from her wonderfully toned body. Freed from the need to get myself off, I focused all of my attention on her while creating a new playbook for a girl I'd barely known before tonight. By now I had gathered all the intelligence I would need to control her body like she was a puppet on strings. And just when she least expected it, I was going to finish her off.


I felt the tell-tale sag in Peyton's muscles as she dropped her weight onto her forearms, just barely managing to keep herself upright as I pulled my mouth off her clit and withdrew my fingers from her ass. She panted for breath, her eyes closed and her thoughts turned inward on the aftershocks of pleasure slowly dying out within. So she had no warning when I suddenly grabbed her hips and lifted her into the air, making her shriek in surprise as I stood up and pitched her over the back of the couch, which forced Jamie and Leticia to abruptly dive out of the way from their vantage points for watching us.


I'd also twisted her, so Peyton fell backward over the couch as the sense of falling flooded her body with adrenaline and her mind with fear. She shrieked when her body abruptly came to a stop, my hands gripping her legs to arrest her fall before I lowered the back of her shoulders the final two inches onto the couch cushions. And with the Tri-Delt President now primed in this flushed state of elevated awareness and anxiety, I shoved my tongue back into her twat while thrusting three fingers of my left hand in and out of her already dilated anus, AND simultaneously reached forward with my right hand to manipulate the sensitive nerve clusters running along her ribs and beneath her breasts.


Peyton was now going out of her freaking MIND from pleasure overload, but her "taken" status had created a side-effect I wasn't used to: My dick was hard and throbbing in my pants, and had been so for the past half-hour, screaming with unfulfilled need to bury itself eight inches into a woman's warm body. With almost any other girl, that need would have already asserted itself and I'd have started pounding the shit out of her. But not Peyton. Those were the rules. So, long past the point where I would have stopped stimulating her and started getting some of my own pleasure, my hands, lips, and tongue continued their inexorable assault on the the poor girl's body. I tweaked nerve clusters. I strummed her clit. And those fingers kept pumping in and out of her holes. Never stopping. Never taking a break. Never being switched up for a cock instead. It was all her. None for me. And really, she couldn't take much more of it.


"What. The. FUUUUUUUUUCK?!?!?" Peyton screamed as she tightened up and came AGAIN, only a minute after her previous orgasm. Her ab muscles clenched and she arched her spine, thrusting her belly into the air and shoving her pelvis against my face. Her legs cinched over my shoulders while she dug the back of her head deeper into the couch cushions. And thus inverted, she writhed and bucked and screamed as I continued triggering her nerve points, pressing them like buttons on a video game to make the hot blonde Senior Tri-Delt shake, rattle, and roll in the biggest orgasm of her life.


One: I bit down on her clit, my lips covering my teeth so that she wouldn't tear but still producing enough pressure that she wouldn't be able to stand it.


Two: I pinched and twisted her right nipple, adding a second point of pleasure/pain.


Three: My entire FIST finally went up her ass, not quite to the third knuckles, but enough so that all five fingers momentarily stretched her out.


Touchdown.


She didn't scream. She didn't moan. She didn't say a bloody thing.


She simply jerked, just once, and she did so violently enough that I worried for a moment that she'd snapped her own neck.


And then, as if her power switch had been flipped to the "off" position, Peyton blacked out.


Suddenly I stood up, yanking my hands back and raising my hands above my shoulders to either side as if a police officer had yelled "freeze" directly behind me. Peyton's eyes had already rolled up into her head as she went limp. And freed from my support, her unrestrained naked body flopped down the couch, sliding down the incline until friction arrested her fall with her head hanging upside-down off the front edge and her knees peaked over the backrest to leave her feet dangling over the other side.


I'd never penetrated her with my cock. Peyton Kent wouldn't get added to "The List". But damn she was never gonna forget tonight.


And now -I- needed to CUM.


Spinning to my left, I grabbed the first girl I saw. Jocelyn squeaked when I suddenly pinned her arms against her sides with my hands, and for a moment, I'm sure she thought I was going to take her.


But the sexual creature inside had not completely taken over, the rational part of my brain having remained awake to remind me not to fuck Peyton. That same part of my brain reminded me that Jocelyn was also on the no-fly list, so I let go of her and grabbed the girl standing right beside her. It was Tonya, and I rejoiced when my brain gave me the green light to go ahead and take her.


And take her I did. The gorgeous Senior Tri-Delt wore a pastel yellow Victoria's Secret ensemble that off-set her caramel skin quite nicely. Spinning her around and kicking her feet apart, I slipped my left hand into her bra cup and filled my palm with her nice big D-cup breast. Amazingly, I'd remained fully clothed this entire time as the focus was on me attacking Peyton and not seeking my own pleasure. But with practiced ease, I used my right hand to unbutton and unzip, freeing my throbbingly hard erection. After pulling aside the strap of her thong panties, I swabbed my mushroom head through Tonya's twat and found that she was soaking wet after watching me knock out her Tri-Delt President. So I centered myself and lunged, burying myself to the hilt in a single thrust.


Both of us were on hair triggers. With my hands gripping her tits I rapid-hammered Tonya for only two minutes while she braced herself against the backrest of the couch much in the same way Peyton had been doing earlier. Tonya groaned and moaned before tightening up in orgasm. And when I felt her internal muscles spasm around my invading prod, I felt my balls coiling to explode as well.


But not inside her. Abruptly exiting Tonya's saturated cunt, I growled and swiftly circled around to the other side of the couch, roughly shoving Tri-Delt witnesses aside while shuffling awkwardly with my jeans still around my ankles. My hard penis twitched and bulged in my right hand, threatening to go off too soon. But I managed to hold out until I was standing over Peyton's still unconscious body. And then aiming my cockhead at her slumbering face, I started stroking my shaft to do something else her boyfriend probably wouldn't appreciate.


When I was done, I felt my strength momentarily leave me. The girls had cleared out the space immediately around Peyton's body, so I turned around and dropped down onto the cushion beside her. Breathing heavily, I let my head recline against the backrest. And I groaned with the deep satisfaction of having successfully given Peyton a Big Ben Experience without sticking my cock inside her, of course accompanied by the deep satisfaction of seeing the abstract artwork I'd left all over her face.


Just then, Jocelyn came over and sat down next to me. Grinning with a twinkle in her eyes, the pretty Filipina patted my knee and commented, "If that's what you're willing to do to a girl who's got a boyfriend, then I've got to complain that you've been holding out on me."


Without warning, I grabbed Jocelyn's head and sealed my lips over hers, twisting her around to press her back into the couch as I forcefully kissed her. She moaned into my mouth as our tongues sparred together, a wave of unfulfilled longing and emotion pouring through our lips after more than a month without fucking each other. But just as suddenly, I released her, stood up, pulled up my shorts, and buttoned myself into my jeans.


Jocelyn looked disoriented for a moment, her eyes glassy and her chest heaving. Blinking slowly, her head sort of wobbled while I stood there and looked at her to make sure she was okay. After a few seconds, she seemed to get her bearings before taking a deep breath and giving me a dreamy look.


I gave her a smirk and explained, "This thing with Peyton was a one-time special occasion because she's the President and I had to make a point. If you want more, I'm sorry but you're gonna have to break up with your boyfriend."


The look Jocelyn gave me told me she was going to do just that ... again...


I glanced around the room one last time, surveying the other thirteen girls who all seemed to be gawking at their half-naked President still passed out and flopped upside-down over the couch, her face absolutely covered in my cum. And then with a smug grin I went back upstairs.





Raising my right arm up beside my head, I took a whiff of my own armpit and scrunched up my nose. With sixteen people packed into the living room and the windows closed to limit the sex noises escaping out, the air had gotten a little hot and stuffy. I'd worked up quite a sweat making Peyton pass out, and since I hadn't bothered to remove my clothes my particular scent of masculine musk clung to me like a second skin, and not in a good way. A shower was in order, and I swiftly removed my shirt before wadding it up and shooting it basketball-style into the hamper halfway across my room.


Stripping myself further while shuffling forward, I deposited the rest of my clothing into the hamper in a less dramatic fashion. And when I was fully naked, I turned around to head for the bathroom.


"Hmm..." Jamie hummed wistfully with a little smile on her face as she leaned against the doorjamb. Raising a hand up and then drawing lazy circles in the air with her index finger, she asked, "Can you undress for me again? I particularly liked the way your ass looked as you wriggled out of your jeans."


I smirked, thinking of the last time I'd asked a girl to do something similar (that would be this morning, watching Lakhi's big tits jiggle as she got dressed). "Maybe another time. Right now I'm hot and sweaty and I'm not about to get back into those sticky clothes just to let you watch me peel them off again. It's been a long day."


"A dirty day, you naughty boy. I only ever heard stories about that little stunt you pulled with Leighton back during my pledge class. I thought watching you at my Initiation was out of this world, but what you just did to Peyton in front of all of us from only two feet away was INTENSE." Jamie was flushed and panting, her big tits swelling within the confines of her black lace bra with each deep breath. Clearly, the busty Italian babe had been quite aroused by what she'd just seen, and the look in her eyes told me she was very interested in getting her own fresh Big Ben Experience.


I wasn't exactly averse to the idea either. Fucking Tonya at the end had been more about getting my rocks off after focusing all my efforts on Peyton. I wouldn't mind having a girl focus HER efforts on me for a little while.


But just as I walked up to Jamie with a grin and a hand on her arm, she sighed and pressed a palm against my naked chest, stopping me from kissing her. "As much as I'd love to help you clean up, the position of 'Ben's shower attendant' has already been filled for tonight."


"Huh?" I queried in confusion, arching an eyebrow.


Just then, Andie arrived in the doorway, wearing nothing but a towel and a perfect smile. Moments later, she opened the towel to prove there was nothing underneath it. "I'd still get a boob job for you, but you said you like these just the way they are."


I smiled immediately and nodded. "I do."


"Can I use them to wash you with?"


"Absolutely."


Andie beamed, and I started walking away from Jamie to join her. But after a single step, I pulled on Jamie's arm and brought her face to mine for that interrupted kiss. "Stay in bed, lovely. Keep the underwear. I'll want to take it off you later."


She grinned back at me. "As you wish."


Chapter 18: Peyton


-- MONDAY, MARCH 27, 2006, SPRING BREAK --



"Hey you," Bert greeted me from the other end of the phone line. "Thought I'd check in and see how you were holding up. Staying hydrated? Haven't been worked to exhaustion?"


"Very funny. You at Stanford now?"


"Yeah, spending Spring Break with Lynne. Only she's not on Spring Break, so I figure I'll be spending a good bit of time on my own. She just left for class."


"Ah."


"So what's this Sasha tells me about life in your house getting even crazier than usual?"


I arched an eyebrow at him and remarked, "I'm presuming she already filled you in on all the details, so why are you asking me?"


"Just looking for confirmation. Sasha has no reason to lie to me, but then again the shit she's telling me sounds absolutely ludicrous, even for you."


"Well if you're all by your lonesome, drive over here to hang out and see for yourself."


"So they really walk around wearing nothing but their underwear?"


"Only after 7pm."


"And there're five freshman hotties trying to get into your pants?"


"Only till the end of the week, or until one of them actually bangs me, apparently."


"The end of the week? Sasha didn't mention that part."


"It's new. They think by putting a time limit on the bounty that I'll actually give in and bone one of them rather than have them all walk away next Friday."


"Hmm, good idea. So are you going to give in?"


"Me? No. I've got my hands full enough with the harem girls."


Bert chuckled salaciously. "But these are untapped freshmen. Juicy little eighteen-year-old snatches you've never sampled before. Tell me you aren't tempted."


"Sounds like you're the one tempted." I chuckled right back. "Seriously, wanna come by the house? I'll tell the girls that none of 'em can have me unless you've given them a test drive."


"Heyyyl, no. I love my girlfriend, thank you very much."


"If you love her that much, you can come by the house and just hang out. We have a whole week off from school and haven't played Xbox in way too long. C'mon, it'll drive the girls nuts to watch us play and ignore them."


"Thank you, but no thank you. I'm only too aware of my limitations as a man, and a house full of sorority girls in nothing but their underwear is an unfair distraction you're going to use to try and beat me at whatever game we play. And besides, the more you ignore them, the more they're going to tease BOTH of us, and my poor heart won't be able to handle that.


"It's not your heart you're worried about."


"Actually, it is. I know full well that my penis will succumb quite quickly. I've had my share of wild and crazy experiences around you, which offers me a little resistance, but I'd still just be a nerd in the face of too many scantily-clad breasts. I'd break Lynne's heart, and that would break mine. No thank you."


"You sure? Lynne can be quite tolerant with this sort of thing."


"She was tolerant with YOU because she knew better than to try and keep you. I'm different. She might actually marry me someday."


I mentally stopped dead in my tracks and whistled. "Dude, seriously?"


Bert sighed. "I love her, man. More than I've ever loved anyone or anything in my life. No, I'm not stopping by your House of Sinful Temptation. At least not while there are semi-dressed Tri-Delts hanging around there."


"Fair enough."


Bert went silent for a moment, but after a deep breath, he said, "So tell me about Peyton."


"Peyton? What about her?"


"Whatever you can tell me. All I know is that she's the infamous Tri-Delt President. Set the bounty on you, and I'll bet she's the one who also thought up the time limit. Sasha says she's the one of the hottest, sexiest, and most arrogant chicks she's ever met."


"Pretty much."


"Sasha also says the girl is dying to nail you herself."


I scowled. "I don't know about that. She's arrogant, remember? Thinks she's above me. She's got a boyfriend and knows I won't touch her again. But she hung around the house all weekend with her equally taken girlfriends in skimpy outfits just to fuck with me. No, Peyton Kent is not interested in a Big Ben ride."


"If you say so. But Sasha says the girl has this look of longing in her eyes whenever she thinks nobody is looking."


"What?"


"Hey, just saying what Sasha told me."


I frowned. "Sasha never told ME that."


"Maybe she's jealous."


"Sasha? Jealous? Why?"


"You tell me. Do you like her?"


"Sasha? Or Peyton?"


"Peyton; we've already talked about your feelings and non-feelings for Sasha. Tell me why Sasha would be jealous over her, and it's not just looks. I hear it in Sasha's voice. She's jealous of the way you flirt with Peyton."


"I do NOT flirt with Peyton. She teases me; I ignore her. That's the sum of our relationship, and it's only been three days. Two and change, actually."


"Uh-huh..." Bert murmured thoughtfully.


"What?" I glared, even though Bert couldn't see me.


"So you DO like her."


"Yeah, right." I rolled my eyes. "She's an arrogant bitch on a power trip."


"But you ARE attracted to her."


"Physically. Superficially. She's a tall, hot blonde with big tits and a great ass. You know me. But she's got the personality of a snake. I can barely stand to be around her."


"So kick her out of your house. Tell her she's not welcome."


"And give her the satisfaction of knowing she got under my skin? No thank you."


"Who cares about her satisfaction? It's your house. If your life is less happy with her in it, then get rid of her. Tri-Delt West or not, you have every right to ask her to leave."


"No. I can handle her."


"Your ego again? Like not nailing the freshmen because of the bounty? Can't stand to lose so you won't kick her out?"


"I wouldn't lose by kicking her out."


"Then why don't you?"


"Because..."


"Because... ?"


I sighed, shook my head, and then sighed. "Okay fine. Because yes, I'd lose."


"So just fuck her then."


"What?"


"Hey, -I- didn't make the rules. THEY put the sign up on your door, and she's the one who signed it. Seize and inseminate. Bang her and be done with it."


"Her boyfriend is the center on the basketball team. 6'10, 280. Dude could probably palm me by the head."


"Ouch. Okay ... maybe not." Bert went silent for a couple of seconds. "Well how about this? Find him and tell HIM his girlfriend is hanging out at your house dressed in her underwear. Let her deal with the fallout."


I shook my head. "Too much attention onto my house if I do that, for ALL the Tri-Delts. Might very well end the whole situation."


"And would that really be such a bad thing? Tri-Delt West has been great fun, but do you really NEED it?"


"I won't be the one to rat out the girls. They've trusted me to keep this whole thing their secret, and I won't betray that trust. Period."


"For a man slut, you're too noble for your own good."


I shrugged. "I'm at peace with where I'm at. Only a few more months of school left. I get laid, I get fed, and I'm actually becoming pretty good friends with the girls. Peyton and her friends teasing me for one weekend I can handle. There are a lot worse situations I could be in instead."


"True enough."





Even though it was Spring Break, I couldn't spend ALL my time fucking my girls. We needed more food supplies, and while the girls were only too happy to do the shopping, I decided I could use a breath of fresh air and headed out to Berkeley Bowl. Sasha went with me.


When we got back, I parked the Mustang, got out of the car, and whistled, idly wondering who would be home. For the past month or so, I could always count on three or four Tri-Delts lounging around my living room doing homework, watching TV, or just hanging out and chatting. But this weekend my house had turned into a hive of activity with no less than TEN girls meandering around the place at any given moment, and now that we were on Spring Break, I wondered who would still be around.


As I'd told Bert this morning, the Tri-Delt freshmen had been ordered to stay in my house for the duration of Spring Break, subject to the seize and inseminate charter even though I'd made clear so far that I didn't intend to actually do that to any of them. I expected all five of them to be present as ordered: Kirstie Holland, Jayden and Jordyn Schenke, Alani Williams, and Arika Okuma. They'd brought suitcases and moved into the two downstairs bedrooms, Kirstie and the Schenke twins in DJ's old room and Alani and Arika in Brooke's. But since it wasn't yet 7pm, I expected all five of them to be fully-dressed.


As for the regular harem girls, while I thought it possible they had moved elsewhere to avoid the crowd, and still others might have left for Spring Break, I still expected three or four of them to be around. After all, they were still the only girls I was actually sleeping with, and despite the extra bodies around they were still my friends. Andie, for sure, would be at the house. Ever since her little sister had shown up, she hadn't missed a single day. I found it rather endearing the way she doted on her younger sibling.


And then there were the Seniors. As I'd complained to Bert, Peyton had spent the entire weekend at my place, although she went home to the Chapter House on Warring in the evenings. She'd held court in my living room, usually accompanied by two of her closest friends. And at various times throughout the day, she and her friends would flirt with me and flaunt their fantastic bodies while reminding me that they each had boyfriends, giggling excitedly and returning to the living room couches once they had provoked some sort of reaction out of me, claiming it as some kind of victory.


Bert was right: I hated losing.


Peyton alone was hot enough, but her two closest friends were nearly as attractive. Annette Bergstrom was a 5'11" Swedish blonde cut from the mold of Leighton Barrister as this year's Tri-Delt Pledge Mistress. Pledging was over, but she still held incredible sway over the current first-year sisters. And Natalee Kirby was the kind of freckled redhead that set my loins on fire, and her 34DD rack made my mouth water just to look at it. The three of them had taken advantage of a warm weekend to keep their attire brief, even outside of "lingerie-hours", and the presence of such gorgeous "new pussy" that constantly flirted with me had kept me rock hard all weekend.


Fortunately, the harem was only too willing to let me take out my naked lust on their nubile bodies. Jamie in particular took extreme delight in fucking in the laundry room, which didn't have a door, screaming at the top of her lungs for me to skewer her ass and fill her colon with all my creamy jism so that everyone in the living room could hear.


But again, that was the weekend; this was Monday. Peyton had not shown up before I left to get groceries, and for all I knew, she and her friends had gone off to Daytona Beach for Spring Break and would leave me alone. If so, good riddance...


But then why did I feel a trace of disappointment at that thought?


As it turned out, I would not be disappointed. Sasha and I hopped up the steps onto the front porch and then went inside. The cacophony of a dozen girls chatting echoed throughout the old bones of the house, and we turned the corner to find the living room absolutely FILLED with girls.


There was no new rule to add to the charter, no special event demanding their presence. There were simply a bunch of girls occupying my living room, kitchen, and both downstairs bedrooms: freshmen, harem, and Tri-Delt royalty mingling together as if every day of Spring Break was going to be a sorority party in my house. Attire was casual, typical for college students with plenty of jeans and school sweatshirts. Peyton and her friends were dressed to impress, but only the kind of impressing they did every day on campus with nice shirts and form-fitting jeans. No bikini tops or overexposed cleavage today.


Sasha's eyebrows popped but then she shrugged at me. "Just another day in your life, looks like."


I rolled my eyes before noticing that Andie was headed on a beeline for me. The perky bottle-blonde jumped into my arms, forcing me to catch her while she laid a big smooch on my lips. But she didn't linger, setting her feet back down while remarking, "Hey there. I missed you."


"Missed me? You were in my bed this morning."


"Yeah, like five hours ago."


I nodded and then held up my grocery bags. "Gotta drop this stuff off."


Andie rubbed my arm and then snatched a bag from my fingers. "Let me help you."


"Me, too!"


"Me, too!"


Within seconds, my arms were empty. The girls individually may not have been as strong as me, but like a multitude of ants they swarmed over me and Sasha and not only extracted all of the grocery bags, but also put everything away. Hell, by now the girls knew my kitchen better than I did. Come to think of it, they knew the house better than I did. I certainly hadn't put up new purple drapes, replaced the living room rug, or added the half-dozen pink and red throw pillows.


Fuck, when did my house turn into a girl's house?


Oh, right.


Andie suddenly came back out of the kitchen. "You hungry? I'll bring you something."


"Sure. Thanks, cutie."


Giving me a pixie wink, Andie spun and bounced for the kitchen. I looked up and noticed five other girls smiling at me and I gave them a general wave. And then Sasha said she was going upstairs to freshen up.


I waved her on and then turned into the living room. As expected, all five freshmen girls were hanging around. Kirstie and the Schenke twins were studying with Nora, Whitney, and Jeannie. Arika and Alani were chatting with Leticia and Lakhi. And Jocelyn and Jamie were on the back porch grilling dinner for the extended crowd.


Andie came out of the kitchen with a plate of fruit, the kind of snack the girls had figured out I liked before dinner, other than pussy that is. I sat down on a dining table chair with the plate in front of me while Andie hopped sideways into my lap, plucking up apple slices and feeding them to me by hand while her eyes twinkled happily.


But just as I was about to bite on the fourth apple slice, a hand reached in and snatched it away from Andie first. We both looked up to see Peyton grinning at us, her hand holding half of the slice while she chewed with relish on the other half.


I arched an eyebrow and commented, "Is this what it's come to? You have to steal right out of Andie's hand to feed your appetite?"


"Just the food, though." Andie replied with a grin, patting my chest. "She's spent all weekend trying to steal something else to feed her appetite with no success."


I smirked at Andie's innuendo, but Peyton had a bigger smirk. With her pale green eyes glittering, she remarked, "Honey, please. I get that appetite satisfied just fine at home."


My eyebrows went up. "Then why did you spend all weekend here? Could it be that you're tired of fast food ground beef and you're trying to get a piece of Andie's Prime Rib?"


Peyton waggled her eyebrows at me. "And I suppose you consider yourself a Prime piece of meat?"


I clasped both hands behind my head, elbows out, and leaned back with a lanky slouch. "Hey, I'm well-seasoned."


Peyton shook her head. "There's an understatement. I don't like my meat overdone."


"Too bad. Andie here likes it well done. I do it well, don't I, Andie?"


The bottle-blonde pixie in my lap snuggled against my chest. "Very well done. Except when you're raw. I like it raw, too."


Peyton giggled and shook her head. "That may be, but I'm not yet convinced you've got enough to truly feed MY appetite."


"Hey, babe," I replied with a shrug. "I'd completely fill you up. Or is it full of myself to want you full of me?"


Peyton shook her head. "Keep talking, short stack. Have you met the hunk of beef I'm dating?"


"You're right. I can't change a light bulb with my feet on the floor. But don't judge a value meal by the box. All your sisters order me up super-size."


"So now you're fast food?"


I smirked. "The girls like me better that way. Instant gratification serving more customers at once."


"I like to take my time and enjoy my meals. Savor the flavors."


"Oh, I'd savor you. I already know you taste heavenly, or did you black out so hard you've forgotten? I keep waiting for you to let me go for seconds. You never got my drive-thru service."


Peyton blushed and tilted her chin up imperiously. She spread her legs and dropped her hands to her upper thighs, almost making a window with her thumbs and fingers to direct my attention to the juncture of her legs. "So why don't you, huh? Charter is on the wall."


"I would, but you know why I won't. Your loss, not mine. And you know it, otherwise why would you keep hanging out here?" I cinched an arm around Andie's waist, turning her so that her back was pressed against my chest and we were both facing Peyton. Raising my hand, I walked it up underneath Andie's shirt before rather obviously cupping her perky breast while my other hand slid down Andie's thigh and brushed over her crotch. The cute bottle-blonde moaned erotically, her lip quivering.


Peyton's jaw set.


"You've played your games for two days already," I stated seriously, all business and without any further food-related innuendo. "You and your friends flaunted your bodies, getting off on the power trip and thinking you were winning some kind of victory by showing me what I couldn't have because of my 'no boyfriends' rule. But the deck is already stacked against you. I don't need you the way you apparently want me. I've already got HER, and if you'll excuse us, I'm going to give her the kind of pounding you only WISH I'd give you. Sound good to you, cutie?"


By now, I'd worked my hand under Andie's bra as well, tweaking a nipple between my fingers while rubbing my middle finger against her jeans directly over her clit. She couldn't form words, merely whimpering in my lap with sexual need, already moments away from orgasm. Realizing this, I bent my head and began suckling on Andie's neck, giving her a vampire's kiss while continuing to fondle her breast and rub her outside her jeans. And without any further stimulation, within ten seconds I brought my little cutie to a squeaking climax right there in front of everyone.


"Eeeeee..." she squealed as she shuddered and came in my lap.


Grinning, I then stood up and flipped Andie's light body over my shoulder before rather deliberately caressing her ass. "Excuse me. I'll be taking the rest of my meal carry out."


Peyton was breathing hard, her eyes afire as she stared at me.


"You keep the apples," I told her. "Few people know, but Andie's pussy tastes just like these." I slid the plate toward her, and then started for the stairs, still rubbing Andie's ass but sliding my hand between her cheeks to keep her squeaking.


Peyton backed up as I brushed by her, as did her two Senior friends. Although I hadn't seen much of these particular two in the last couple of years, I'd known them for a long time, so I greeted them in passing. "Hey Misty. Hey Grace. Long time no see..."


The two Tri-Delt Seniors I'd known since Freshman year turned and gawked at me as I passed. I paid them no mind. I took Andie right up to my bedroom, and on a whim I left the door wide open. That way, everyone downstairs could hear her scream when I made sure the pretty girl was completely full of me.


She screamed again when we did it raw, and even then, it was very well done.





-- THURSDAY, MARCH 30, 2006, SPRING 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 couldn't quite take it, gagging before pulling off my prick and coughing. And my eyelids tried unsuccessfully to break through overnight crustiness to open so that I could reach down and offer my mystery fellatrix an apology.


I was already pretty sure of her identity. There really were only so many girls she could be. One side-effect of the sudden influx of girls into my house over that first weekend was that the newcomers pushed out the sisters who had already been leaning toward leaving the harem. That's not to say that all of them got boyfriends and made themselves off-limits, but what had defined the harem girls as "harem" had been their near-constant presence in the house.


For the past two months, my living room had been the hangout spot for what amounted to two social cliques: the Tri-Delts I'd known from Adrienne's pledge class (Jocelyn, Tonya, Andie, Jamie, and Lakhi) and the younger girls (Nora, Whitney, Leticia, and Jeannie, along with the occasional non-Tri-Delt friend like Meli). While I'd known the older girls for going on three years now, my relationships with the younger ones were far less formed. Really, they'd joined in the first place because they'd either been with me before or were "little sisters" to one of the others. They'd stuck around this long because of the great sex and the excitement of the whole Tri-Delt West idea. But even after nearly two full months, great sex without intimacy or relationships had only taken us so far. Already they'd started to drift a bit, and even before the arrival of the freshmen and Peyton's crew, they'd started to find other places to hang out.


As for the Juniors and Seniors, they still found my living room to be a perfectly comfortable place to spend their days, but the carefree casual sex of the early days had started to give way to actual relationships. Although we'd intended to keep any sense of romance out of the equation, it had become rather obvious which girls I clicked with a little more. Plus, while some of the girls wanted to remain "available" to be seized and inseminated for the fun of it, they didn't necessarily care about spending the night sleeping in my bed. And finally, on Monday night the remaining harem members, Sasha, and I collected in my bedroom without any freshmen or interloping Tri-Delt executive staff, and we agreed on everyone's role in the group. Jocelyn and Whitney had boyfriends and were off-limits. Tonya, Lakhi, Nora, Leticia, and Jeannie were harem members who wouldn't mind if I wanted a piece, and they could also not-so-subtly let me know if they wanted to get porked. They certainly did often enough during the daytimes this Spring Break. And that left Andie and Jamie, the only two Tri-Delts who actually had some kind of feelings for me and who actually wanted to spend each and every night in my bed.


So Monday night they did, as well as Tuesday night and last night and for the foreseeable future they would continue to do so, except for "Sasha Thursdays". Speaking of Sasha, both Andie and Jamie felt bad for displacing her, as the three of them had gotten into multiple conversations about their developing feelings for me over the last several weeks. Sasha admitted to being in love with me, as did Andie. Jamie, actually, wasn't in love with me so much as in lust along with the enjoyment of cuddling. She was happy to share, and more than once I caught her not-so-subtly pushing my near-romantic affections toward the other two, and the three of them collectively agreed that they were my "favorites".


The three of them had actually become pretty good friends, and Andie happily suggested that my bed could fit all four of us. But believe it or not, as much as she was in love with me, Sasha wasn't much of a cuddler. On any nights we had sex (like last night), she'd be perfectly happy to walk across the hallway and go to sleep in her own room, letting Andie and Jamie spend the night in my arms. The only exception each week would be Thursdays, when she got to have me all to herself. Given that they would have the other six nights, Andie and Jamie agreed it was a fair deal.


So you see, it had to be one of the three "favorites" giving me this morning blowjob, and since I could feel a warm, half-naked body cuddling me from either side (Andie and Jamie), I knew it had to be Sasha. The other dead giveaway was that the girl had gagged when my cockhead briefly entered her throat. Both Andie and Jamie were accomplished deep-throaters, and would have taken my surge without trouble. But Sasha was still new to these advanced levels of sex, and though she'd been trying, she had not yet figured out how to suppress her gag reflex enough to really take all of me inside.


Reaching down, I patted Sasha's head and soothed, "Hey sorry. I didn't mean to thrust quite so far." Finally, my eyelids broke free and I blinked rapidly against the morning light filling my vision. But soon enough my pupils dilated, and I glanced down at the dirty-blonde head hovering over my upright shaft.


Wait ... Sasha doesn't have dirty-blonde hair!



The gorgeous Tri-Delt President coughed again, her pale green eyes watering. She looked down at the throbbing purple monster in her hand and shook her head. "Damn. You really ARE Big Ben!"


"Peyton!" I gasped in surprise, jerking upright. The motion dislodged the sleeping beauties on both shoulders, and Andie and Jamie began groaning and moaning as they stirred awake.


Licking her lips, Peyton eyed my cock, stroking the shaft experimentally. I couldn't imagine that she was seriously in awe of my prick; I'm no 12-inch monster and wasn't she dating a 6'10" basketball star? But for whatever reason, she was quite keenly interested in studying my equipment for the first time.


"What are you doing here?" I asked, still bewildered to find her in my room. We'd flirted and teased back and forth; but since that first night I'd never attempted to invoke the seize and inseminate charter, and she'd never so much as touched me ... At least until right now.


Now Jamie's eyes were open, and she asked in surprise, "Peyton?"


The sound of a third party's voice suddenly shook the Tri-Delt President from her reverie. Her eyes went wide in panic as they darted to Jamie's, and then to mine. And then quite abruptly, she jerked backwards, dismounting the bed and practically sprinting out my bedroom door, nearly bowling over Sasha who only NOW was coming into my room.


Having watched Peyton flee down the stairs, Sasha turned back to me while jerking a thumb back behind her. "What was THAT all about?"


I shrugged at her helplessly.


Meanwhile, Jamie found my erection, still exposed with my pajama pants bunched around my knees. "Ooh! He's hard! Yay me!"





To no surprise, I found that Peyton had left the house before I arrived downstairs, feeling about a pint of fluids lower than I'd been when I woke up. Fortunately, Sasha already had breakfast going to rehydrate me, aided by the Schenke twins. The other three freshmen were also up and about. I smiled and offered polite greetings while they tittered and giggled. When they'd first arrived Friday night I thought all five of them were pretty nervous at the idea of being seized unexpectedly and made to have sex with a guy they'd heard about but never met. Four days and three nights later, they'd figured out that despite the charter on the foyer wall, I'd never actually take any of them against their will. And they'd come to relax around me and even flirt quite a bit, perhaps still thinking one of them might win the bounty after all.


In the end, Sasha and I hopped into the Mustang and left the house. Having spent the first five days of Spring Break in the house, I felt a little cooped up and wanted to get away for a bit. Plus, I could use the rest. The harem girls had been extremely horny and with no classes to distract them, I'd been in great demand. Sasha was the perfect companion as we cruised around, going wherever whim took us. On the drive, we talked about the morning's episode with Peyton's surprise blowjob, Sasha being all "I told you so" about Peyton seriously wanting to nail me and me insisting that her ego would never let her make the first move.


"You don't call waking you up with a blowjob to be making the first move?" Sasha asked incredulously.


I shook my head. "It's just a theory, but I'm not sure she meant to put me in her mouth. I actually think she was just curious to see my package up close, and maybe thought she could sneak in and do it."


"And what, she fell in love with your cock at first sight and simply HAD to taste you?"


I shrugged. "Like I said: just a theory. But again, we'll stay at this impasse forever. She's arrogant enough to think she can tease me into losing control and just taking her, which would mean that she'd won. But I won't let her, and I certainly won't fuck her while she still has a boyfriend. It's a game, and neither of us wants to lose."


"Maybe, or maybe she'll just walk away. Maybe she went into your room with a plan to start blowing you and thereby tease you into fucking her against your rules. Or maybe you're right and she couldn't help but put you in her mouth. Either way, she ended up fleeing down the stairs, and can't be feeling too secure in her position over you right now. If you ask me, she's embarrassed and she's not going to be at the house when we get home tonight."


I smirked and shook my head. "Oh, she'll be there all right. She'll be there."


Well, one of us was right.





When we got back, I parked the Mustang, got out of the car, and whistled, idly wondering whether or not Peyton would be there. Sasha seemed to be of like mind, and while we hopped up the porch steps, she turned to me and said, "I bet I'm right."


I stopped five feet from the door and arched an eyebrow. "That Peyton won't be here? How much you wanna bet? Twenty bucks?"


Sasha blanched. "I can't afford to bet money."


I grimaced. "Sorry. How about a blowjob? If I'm right, we go upstairs and you suck me off right then and there. If you're right, we go upstairs and I'll eat you to ... say ... three orgasms."


Sasha chuckled and smiled. "Uh, sure. You're on."


"Alrighty then..." I opened the door, strode in confidently, and then cocked my head in surprise.


There were no sounds in the house, not even the chatter of Tri-Delts being sociable in the living room nor the sounds of cooking in the kitchen. In fact, it sounded like the house was completely empty, and beside me, Sasha glanced over with a smirk. "Looks like I win."


"Ohhhhh..."



The erotic moan came from well ahead of us, and Sasha and I both picked our heads up. We walked another few feet down the hall to the living room archway, and when I looked around the corner, my jaw promptly fell to the floorboards.


Tri-Delt President Peyton Kent indeed was in the house, seated on one of the living room couches, and she was following the evening dress code a little early. Instead of her school clothes, she had stripped down to an electric magenta bra that hugged her full breasts quite nicely, and nothing else.


Seriously, she wore nothing else. Naked from the waist down, Peyton used her right hand to press a blonde head deeper into her crotch, and after a moment I realized it was Pledge Mistress Annette Bergstrom on all fours eating her out, wearing nothing but white lingerie herself. Plus, fiery redhead Natalee Kirby was kneeling on top of the couch seat beside Peyton, alternately making out with her and pressing those freckled 34DDs into Peyton's face.


"Holy shit!" Sasha exclaimed.


Sasha's exclamation got the girls' attention, and all three of them turned to glance at us. Annette had to wipe some girlcum off her chin, but moments later Peyton shoved the Swedish blonde's face back into her crotch before reaching up and squeezing one of Natalee's exposed tits.


"No more bullshit games, Mr. Sorority Cock," Peyton stated haughtily. "No more pansy-ass rules. You've claimed all along that you're more than man enough to satisfy my appetite, and I'm calling your bluff right now. There's a letter, signed by ME, granting you both privilege and purpose to seize and inseminate any Tri-Delt within these walls. You have not only the right, but also the responsibility to take care of the needs of any horny sister that requires your services, and I'm challenging you to fulfill your duty right now. Or are we too much for you to handle?"


The insults to my capability annoyed the sexual creature inside me, but my pride still outweighed her taunts. I sighed and shook my head.


"We've been over this. Boyfriend. Boyfriend. Boyfriend." I pointed at Peyton, Annette, and Natalee each in turn. Folding my arms over my chest, I shrugged and added, "Not going to happen."


"Broken up then." Peyton stated solemnly. "Single, each one of us. Now come and do it."


Annette's head came up in surprise, and keying off that, I arched an eyebrow. "Already broken up? I don't think so. Not yet."


"It will be done. You have my word. Fuck us all and we'll break up with our boyfriends tomorrow."


I shook my head. "Then come back tomorrow. I won't be party to cheating. As it is, your guys could STILL track me down and kick my ass just on principle for being here and watching this, but at least if you're already broken up with them, my conscience will be clear."


"Come on now ... look at this ass..." Peyton reached forward, grabbing the bottom of Annette's white thong and pulling the material of one cheek into her crack. "Don't you want to grab onto this and have your way with her?"


I barked a laugh and started shaking my head. "You don't get it, do you? Your little games probably have worked on every male you've ever come across. You flaunt yourselves in front of them and turn up the heat, and they melt like so much chocolate in your hands. They're guys, and they're horny, and they'll do anything if you give them the right incentives. But that shit doesn't work on me. Been there, done that. Seriously, have you looked around this house? You three are NOT the only hot babes in this room. Sasha, on the floor."


I snapped my fingers, and Sasha's eyes popped wide open in surprise at me suddenly saying her name. My adrenaline was pumping, and I gave her a hard look as I said, "I won the bet, but I'm changing the location. Kneel right here, and open up my fly."


She blinked twice, still in surprise, but to her credit Sasha immediately complied. She sank to her knees in front of me, peeled open my jeans, and then extracted my cock. I'd gotten hard watching Peyton, Annette, and Natalee on the couch, so I was more than ready as Sasha gave me two quick tugs to make sure I was hard before leaning forward and sucking me into her mouth.


I closed my eyes and focused on the sensations. Sasha still wasn't the most accomplished blowjob artist, but she'd been an enthusiastic learner for some time now. I held my hand possessively atop her head, guiding her back and forth motions while she blew me, and I threw a sardonic smile at Peyton. "I'm sure that every other time you've tried to seduce some guy, you and your friends were the center of attention. You had what they wanted, and they'd do anything to get it. But I don't need you. I don't even want you. Why would I when I've got them?"


Andie, Jamie, and Jocelyn were seated at the dining table when I pointed at them. They all had textbooks in front of them, but with Peyton and the other Seniors pulling their little act, I rather doubted they'd actually been studying. It certainly explained why they'd been so quiet when Sasha and I first entered the house.


I snapped my fingers and pointed to Andie. "Your turn, cutie. Right here."


There was no hesitation as the bottle-blonde literally flew out of her chair and knelt beside Sasha. I didn't move my brunette roommate out of the way so much as that I pivoted slightly to the left and pulled out of Sasha's mouth so that Andie could show off her deep-throat skills. She sucked on me for about five seconds before I looked up and found that Jamie AND Jocelyn had come to kneel before me, their mouths gaping open and ready. Andie happily passed me off to Jamie, and the busty Italian brunette started going to town on me. In the meantime, I eyed Jocelyn carefully while she looked up at me and shrugged.


"I want in," she said plainly.


"Your boyfriend?"


"It's just a blowjob."


I'd rather she didn't, but I was starting to get off on the idea of four hot babes kneeling side-by-side just waiting their turn to suck my dick, so I shrugged and pulled out of Jamie's mouth. Jocelyn was quickly on me, giving me a wet and sloppy blowjob while cradling my balls in her fingers. And only then did I look back up at Peyton.


Natalee had slumped to sit beside Peyton, and Annette had gotten up from the floor and sit on the other side. The three of them watched my harem girls fellate me, scowls evident on all three of their faces.


"Fuck you," Peyton practically spat when our eyes met.


I grinned smugly. "No thank you."


With that, Peyton reached over to the coffee table and retrieved a scrap of magenta fabric that I realized were her panties. She started pulling them onto her legs, and Annette and Natalee both looked ready to get up and leave. But just then a new idea came into my head.


"Leaving so soon?" I asked. "You might want to stick around a bit longer. I believe there's a little bit of Sorority business to attend to."


Peyton's eyebrows furrowed in confusion, as did that of my four harem girls when I pulled my cock back and ripped my shirt over my head. I wasn't the most thickly muscled guy on the planet, but all this time of servicing so many willing females in the bedroom had chiseled my pecs and abs until they were defined like granite. Sex is a surprisingly athletic exercise that really develops all muscle groups, especially the core muscles, and I'd already been complimented on how good I looked naked. Add in the bulking up I'd done through Krav Maga, and I liked to think I was a pretty impressive male specimen.


Meanwhile, Andie was already on the ball and she'd untied my shoelaces and helped me pull off both shoes and socks. Dropping my jeans and boxers to the floor, I stepped out of them to leave myself completely naked, and then I walked away from my harem girls and from the Seniors to the third group in the room: the freshmen.


My living room had a couple of chairs and a bench in front of the bay window, and that was where the five freshmen girls had set up when Peyton and company had started their thing. The Schenke twins and Arika Okuma were on the bench, with Kirstie Holland and Alani Williams in the two chairs. Confidently, I strutted up to them, my hard erection bouncing along the way. The Schenke twins were eyeing my package with interest, while the other three looked a little more deer in the headlights at my approach. In a half-second I looked over all five of them and then made my decision, going straight for little Kirstie Holland and taking her by the hand.


"Mind if I borrow your friend, ladies?" I asked the other four. Arika and Alani looked dumbfounded at me, while Jayden and Jordyn Schenke chuckled and waved me on.


Kirstie had gone pale as I pulled her up and out of the chair. Holding her right hand with mine, my left hand was around her waist as I guided her over by the two main couches. Head-nodding to Andie, I said, "Come help me undress your sister."


Andie grinned, getting up off her knees. Andie went straight to her little sister, whispering encouraging words into her ear while standing behind her and reaching down to start pulling up Kirstie's sweater. I was still the only naked one in the room, but that would soon change as I knelt and brought Kirstie's jeans down with me. I helped the 18-year-old slip off her shoes, but on impulse decided to leave her pink socks on. Once her legs were bare, I began caressing her calves and stroking up to her hamstrings, the delicate touch causing her to shiver and smile down at me.


I wasn't worried about the girl's willingness. In the days since she'd arrived, Kirstie Holland had made no secret of her desire to get the Big Ben Experience her older sister had talked about so much. She knew as well as anyone that Andie was totally infatuated with me, and I already knew Andie had been talking me up as the greatest thing like EVAR since well before Peyton made her and the other four freshmen step foot into this house. Already Kirstie was quivering in anticipation, and there was an obvious wet spot at the front of her panties. By now, her big sister had removed her top, so that the only articles of clothing she wore were those panties and her pink socks. This put her perky breasts right in front of me, so familiar in their similarity to the ones Andie still worried weren't big enough for me. I didn't know if Kirstie shared her sister's size-fears, but they were perfect to me, and I quickly tickled a pale pink nipple with my tongue in the same way I knew Andie liked it. Kirstie shivered and let out a keening squeal.


Oh, this is gonna be easy.



She really did look like her sister, apart from her naturally brown hair that Andie dyed blonde. Kirstie was maybe a tad skinnier in the body and a tad pudgier in the cheeks, but they had the same eyes, same nose, and same gaping mouth as she moaned erotically. Because of the resemblance, I felt like I was already familiar with her and her trigger points, so with my hands rubbing all over Kirstie's body, I mauled her tits with my mouth and tongue and brought her to orgasm without even touching her crotch. It was only after she came and her knees buckled that I lay Kirstie across the coffee table with a pillow beneath her head and kissed her lips for the first time. I also slid my hand beneath her panties and hooked a digit into her pussy, fingerbanging her and stroking her clit until she came again. And only then did I finally remove her panties and step back to look down at the pretty girl waiting on the coffee table like she was my next meal.


"Open ... sesame..." I intoned with glittering lights dancing in my eyes, gesturing by slowly spreading my hands out to the sides in coordination with the way Kirstie split her legs apart for me, revealing her puffy pink pussy just waiting for my penetration.


And then she was full of me.


In front of eleven witnesses, Kirstie Holland won the 100-point bounty. The hard wood of the coffee table was unyielding, and probably not the most ideal surface to receive the kind of fucking I gave her. pounded her without mercy, digging my toes into the rug and using the angle to really drive myself to full depth with every thrust. Kirstie's ass would be bruised and sore by tomorrow, but for now all she cared about were the fireworks exploding inside her head. She screamed and thrashed and hung on for dear life as we showed prissy Peyton Kent and her friends exactly what they were missing. And Kirstie shrieked out her orgasms loud enough to alert the neighbors, doing so three times before her eyes rolled up into their sockets and she passed out, her head twisting limply to the left side while I clenched my buttocks and completed the insemination part of my charter.


And we weren't done yet.


Four times I returned to my harem for their oral revival skills. Four times Sasha, Andie, Jamie, and Jocelyn worked together to bring me back to hardness. But none of them got me off. Today those were reserved for the freshmen.


Alani Williams went next. Of medium height and sporting nicely rounded 34Cs, Alani was much darker-skinned than Tonya, the only other black girl I'd ever been with, and my hands gravitated to her mini-Afro. I took her as she perched with her butt halfway over the edge of an armchair, her legs thrown over my shoulders while I suckled on her tits and slid a finger up her ass. She came twice before I knocked her out, timing things again so that the last sensation she felt before inky darkness took her consciousness was that of my creamy white spunk jetting into the back of her womb.


Energized by watching the sex acts before her, Arika Okuma mounted ME on a dining table chair and went for a ride. She had a fairly typical Asian girl frame, slender and shorter with medium-small boobs, and she felt light as a feather as I grabbed onto her ass and practically used her body as a masturbatory tool for my upright cock. After she came for the first time, I picked her up and planted her face-down on the dining table. Her feet didn't quite reach the floor, her legs flailing and dangling as I rutted into her from behind. She scrabbled with her hands to hold on for dear life as I powered her through three orgasms until she passed out, limp and leaking my third ejaculation down the inside of her thighs.


My harem girls had not remained idle during this time. Jamie and Jocelyn had stripped half-naked and were rubbing each other's tits and clits while watching me fuck the shit out of the freshmen girls. Andie and Sasha had gone completely naked and were sixty-nining. But all four neatly assembled on their knees when I needed a recharge.


While the harem got me hard again, Kirstie woke up to find Alani still unconscious in the armchair and Arika slumped over the dining table. Peyton remained where she was, looking pissed but unable to get up and walk away. Annette and Natalee, on the other hand, had started to get into it. And the two Seniors took their cue from my harem girls, sitting next to each other on the couch fingering each other while watching the live sex acts taking place only a few feet in front of them.


I'd saved the Schenke twins for last, and nobody in the room was surprised when I collected them as a pair. Standing fully 5'10" with slender builds and C-cup racks, they could have passed for lingerie models, especially with their exotic beauty. I would find out later they were the product of a Swiss German father and Native American mother, having inherited the best qualities of both.


I started by kissing Jayden and then moving over to Jordyn, referring to both girls by name the whole time. They had been impressed by my ability to distinguish one from the other from the first day, and I'd confessed to having identical twin sisters of my own to teach me how to read identifying marks. To my surprise, it was while I was still kissing Jordyn that Jayden invaded our liplock, her lips and tongue impacting her sister's without a single flinch. They did not resist when I impulsively backed up and pushed their faces together, and the twins rewarded me by fully making out with wet, sloppy kisses while several of the other girls gasped in surprise. I knew then that this afternoon could not end without seeing the Schenkes sixty-nine, although that didn't happen right away. Instead, I guided Jordyn onto her back across the long 3-cushion couch and put Jayden directly on top of her, face-to-face and tit-to-tit, watching the twins continue to make out while I eased my cock into Jayden from behind.


Even though I started in Jayden, I finished in Jordyn after switching back and forth between their pussies for a good fifteen minutes. Having cum three times this afternoon already, I had plenty of staying power and decided not to knock either of them out just yet. And after depositing my fourth load into Jordyn's snatch, I backed away and smirked, watching the twins grind their cunts against each other with my creamy sperm between them as lube.


I returned to my four harem girls for a final time, watching as all of them took turns or shared in orally bringing my cock back to life for a magical fifth time. When they were done, rather than let them go back to their own pleasures, I instead sent them after the freshmen, all of whom had woken up by now and had returned to their area by the bay window. Cum-hungry Jamie immediately went after creampies while the others more sedately played "getting to know you". Alani and Arika played along well enough, but hesitated somewhat in a way that made me deduce that both of them were a little more straight than the others. Kirstie, on the other hand, lezzied out quite happily, and my interest was piqued further when I saw her French kissing Andie quite enthusiastically.


In the meantime, I finally got to watch Jayden and Jordyn sixty-nine, fucking Jordyn from behind before pulling out and aiming down at Jayden's mouth, and then moving to the other side of the rug and doing the same but in reverse order. But in the end, I had the Schenkes kneel on the 3-cushion couch while facing the backrest for support. I rutted away into Jayden while Jordyn wrapped an arm around her twin sister's waist, kissing and caressing my fuckee while I simultaneously fingered Jordyn with my free hand. I switched over to Jordyn's cunt then, fingering Jayden while Jayden held, kissed, and caressed her twin. And I kept that up, switching back and forth between identical pussies, for quite a while.


By now my cock was sore and my balls were tingling. Four ejaculations over the span of nearly two hours take a lot out of a guy, but I wasn't done yet. Both Schenkes were still conscious, and I had a reputation to protect. So I switched over to Jordyn and concentrated on her. My hands had mapped out her trigger spots, and I slid my hand forward to cover her mouth. With the fingers of my right hand bracketing her clit, I started strumming away while adding a little more power to my thrusts. And when she began gasping in a tell-tale way, I knew I had her.


One ... two ... three ... Touchdown. And one of the Schenke twins went to sleep.


Having seen it happen three times already, Jayden wasn't overly alarmed when her sister passed out. But she did suddenly realize that the same was about to happen to her, and she tensed up in nervousness. Flipping her over so that we were face-to-face, I kissed her and reassured her that everything would be alright. At the same time, I caught Andie's attention and behind Jayden's head where she couldn't see, I gestured for a special little item Andie knew I loved to use. My little cutie left the room and headed upstairs to retrieve it, and in the meantime I slid back inside Jayden and gently rocked her with smooth thrusts while we kissed and I fondled her back to calmness.


But that calmness only lasted a short while. Jayden never realized Andie was beside us until my cutie suddenly pushed a lubricated finger up her ass. She started whimpering with true fear as Andie added a second. But I already knew her pleasure points quite well, and all she could think about was the way I was stroking her to a fresh climax. And right around the time she felt Andie shove a third finger up her ass, the gorgeous Schenke twin moaned into my palm over her mouth as she clenched up and came again.


"Unnnnnggghhhh-HNGK ... UCCKKK!!"


Jayden's moan abruptly cut off when Andie's three fingers up her ass were suddenly replaced by my cock. Her aqua-green eyes flew open wide in surprise, but there was nothing she could do as I was already balls deep in her colon and fucking her harder than ever. Briefly, her hands wobbled aimlessly in the air a few inches away from my shoulders while her head fell back and she tried to absorb the new sensation of her ass being filled with man meat. But eventually she managed to grab onto my shoulders and hang on for the ride as she surrendered to the feeling of my cock burrowing up her ass and sending her on her way to one last orgasm.


One ... Two ... Three ... Touchdown. The second Schenke twin went to sleep.


Her body had gone limp beneath me, but her asshole was still extra-tight. I only had a few more strokes to go, so I pumped one ... two ... three more times before getting my own touchdown. And burying my dick as far as it would go, I sprayed out my last load, hosing down Jayden's rectal cavity with every drop of sperm I had left.


Without a word, Peyton got up, got dressed, and left the house.





-- FRIDAY, MARCH 31, 2006, SPRING BREAK --



"You didn't seriously say 'Open sesame', did you?" Paige gawked at me, her eyes goggling. The four of us had decided to meet up for lunch in Palo Alto and hang out, since we four were on Spring Break and our Stanford friends were not.


Sasha was cracking up, covering her mouth and trying not to choke on her lunch. "He did," she managed to gasp, tears of laughter forming in her eyes.


"And she really just..." Paige put her hands together, fingers up, and then slowly opened them into a V-shape.


Sasha managed to snort a bit of diet coke out one nostril.


"Piece of work you are," Paige chuckled with a wry shake of her head.


I shrugged. "I was in a mood."


"I'll bet." Paige shook her head and looked at Bert while jerking a thumb back at me. "You sure you don't want in on this?"


Bert's hands went up defensively. "Oh, hell no."


Paige then arched an eyebrow at Sasha. "And you're really okay with this?"


Sasha had cleaned up her face and patted my hand on top of the table. "He's been nothing but 100% honest with me. I'm taking things one day at a time. In the meantime, it's certainly been entertaining."


Bert nodded. "Can't say that life being your friend has ever been boring."


"Even so..." I sighed, shaking my head as I thought about how the house might very well be filled tonight with harem girls, freshmen Tri-Delts, AND Peyton's crew. "I never expected things to turn out THIS crazy."


Paige reached across the table and patted my hand. "It won't last forever, but enjoy it while it does. You've been through enough emotionally to deserve a little freedom to go buck wild."


I smiled and nodded.


"So what about Peyton?" Bert asked. "What happens next with her?"


"I don't know. She pulled out the full court press, offering up her friends to join us and challenging my manhood to prove I could satisfy her. I'd like to think I turned the tables by taking the freshmen girls instead, but I really have no idea how she'll react. Maybe she'll give up and go home. But more likely, she'll come back even angrier than before, dreaming up some new plot I can't even fathom right now. That's the part that has me worried."


"Worried?" Sasha asked.


I sighed. "I seem to be in control within the walls of my own house, but she's got a lot of influence over the sorority girls. Piss her off enough and I could mess things up for Andie, Jamie, and the others, and I really don't want that."


"Mess things up?"


My eyebrows popped. "You're new enough that you don't know a lot of what goes on inside that sorority, but Peyton's got a lot of power. Technically, none of the harem girls are my girlfriends, not even Andie or Jamie. 'Girlfriends' have special rights, but since they aren't, they don't have the same immunity from certain duties or challenges the Tri-Delt higher ups might give them. For example, Peyton could theoretically order them to spend a week in a frat house. I didn't think my girls would actually do it, not for all the points or demerits in the world. But even something a lot less dramatic could make life tough for my girls, solely to get back at me. And Peyton seems just capricious enough to do it."


Sasha frowned but shook her head slowly. "I don't know. Have you ever considered the thought that she might just really like you?"


"Like me? Not in a million years," I laughed. "This battle we've been having is about power, not love. Sex is just a tool in these games."


She shook her head more vigorously. "I see the way she looks at you. She looks down on everyone else but you've managed to impress her. She's so accustomed to being in control that she doesn't know what to do with you. It's a weird situation and she's not used to these feelings, so she's not sure how to handle it, especially since you're so close to me, Andie, and Jamie. But seriously, the girl is infatuated."


I rolled my eyes. "Just because you're in love with me doesn't mean everybody else is, too. Peyton's a snake: prissy and arrogant and used to getting her way."


Sasha shrugged. "I agree that she would've had to be an aggressive social climber to reach the top of the Tri-Delt hierarchy. But at the same time, the President is an elected position and she couldn't have pissed off TOO many people along the way and still achieved it. Plus, how do you reconcile the coldly calculating power-hungry bitch with the scared little girl who ran away after realizing she'd sucked your dick into her mouth. What was THAT about?"


I screwed up my face. "I don't know. That was weird."


"Seriously," Sasha said brightly. "She's practically lived in your house for the entire last week, flirting and bantering and more or less daring you to just grab her and fuck the shit out of her 24/7. Who does that solely for a game? We're talking a lot of time and commitment here. People don't become that obsessed unless they really care."


"So what, you're saying she's turned into my stalker?"


Paige piped up, "Certainly sounds like one right now."


I rolled my eyes. "She's not all over me 24/7. She imported her friends into my house to keep herself company and only deigns to talk to me every now and again to fuck with me. This is a power game, nothing more. She knows I don't want to fuck her because she's got a boyfriend, but she's deliberately trying to get me to break that rule just so she can claim a victory over me. The minute I try to actually invoke the seize and inseminate charter, she'll slap me and tell me 'No means no', at which point I rape her – which we all know I won't actually do – or I let her go and she wins. This is a game. She doesn't actually want me."


"Wanna bet?"


My eyebrows went up. "A bet? Again? You were wrong last time."


"I won't be wrong this time," Sasha stated confidently.


"Fine then. Same bet?"


"Let's up the ante." Sasha grinned. "When I'm right, and it turns out that she actually likes you, you take me out on a one-on-one date."


That got eyebrows raised all around the table. "And if I win?"


Sasha shrugged and said in an achingly sincere voice, "You already know you can have whatever you want from me, whenever you want it."


I felt my heart thump in my chest, a sensation I wasn't quite used to feeling. Not just the physical organ, but the emotional core that DJ had said I'd put up on a shelf. My first instinct had been to suggest something a little outside of Sasha's comfort zone, some sexual shenanigans that would excite the both of us and would allow her to do something naughty under the guise of her having to do it to pay off the bet. But the moment called for something less crass, and not being able to think of anything right away, I said, "Fine then. If and when Peyton proves her indifference, I'll think of something."


"Deal," Sasha replied. "But you're wrong. And you'll find out soon enough."


Just then, my phone went off. I flipped it open and arched an eyebrow to see Andie Holland on the display. Hitting the TALK button, her voice suddenly filled my ear. "Ben! There you are! You won't believe the news!"


I furrowed my eyebrows and sat up straight. Canting my head to the side, I asked into the phone, "What news?"


"Peyton broke up with her boyfriend."





It was a Friday night, and I'd already dropped off Sasha to work, so I was all alone as I pulled the Mustang into the driveway. I'd been sitting on the news of Peyton's breakup all afternoon, and actually found myself a little nervous as I hopped up the porch steps and went to open the door. A whole range of scenarios had run through my head, from a repeat of yesterday's pre-arranged foursome with the girls in sexy lingerie to Peyton's absence from the house entirely. I didn't know for sure that I had anything to do with Peyton's breakup, stinging reminders of DJ's old proclamation that not everything was about me floating around my head. Still, I was reasonably sure this wasn't just my ego, and that Peyton had specifically broken up with her boyfriend to remove the last obstacle to me seizing and inseminating her.


Well, not the LAST obstacle. My "no boyfriends" rule was merely the most obvious and easy defense. The final two obstacles to me and Peyton having sex, quite obviously, were the willingness of each of us to actually do so. In the end, the seize and inseminate charter was toothless. No piece of paper could grant me the right to have sex with a girl against her will, nor was Peyton's physical beauty reason enough for me to nail her. Single or not, I really had no idea whether or not she would actually let me fuck her, and to be honest I wasn't sure that I'd want to even if she would. I'd been serious about my concerns that this was all just a power trip, and that the Tri-Delt President still harbored ulterior motives I could not discern.


But I wasn't going to run away from a challenge, either. This was my house, my domain, and I wasn't going to let a girl I barely knew scare me. So drumming up all my confidence, I opened the door and strode in.


I heard girls chattering as I walked into the hallway, but conversations started dying out along the several feet it took to get to the living room. By the time I came to the archway, everyone had gone dead silent. Perplexed, I came to a full stop, arched an eyebrow, and surveyed the room.


Word had apparently spread, and the entire living room was packed with Tri-Delts. All eight chairs of the dining table were occupied by harem members past and present, including Madison, Misa, and Lupe. In fact, of the original twelve, only Lakhi and Tonya was currently absent, as they'd left town for the remainder of Spring Break. Jamie and Jeannie had been in the kitchen, but they now came out and stood in the doorway to see what unfolded. The five freshmen girls were in their spot by the bay window. Because the bounty had been earned yesterday, they were all actually free to go home and not return here anymore. And yet all five of them of them were seated: watching and waiting.


Finally, the Seniors were on the two couches: Peyton, Natalee, Annette, Misty, and Grace. The five of them collectively held all Tri-Delt executive positions: respectively President, Veep, Pledge Mistress, Secretary, and Treasurer. In addition to being the ruling clique of the sorority, they were Peyton's closest friends, and all had spent a good amount of time in the house over the past week.


So there were twenty Tri-Delts in my house. Thankfully, I always returned home before dinner, so we had not yet come to the 7pm lingerie rule. Otherwise, I might have had a heart attack seeing all twenty of them in their Victoria's Secret finest, or even less. But everyone was clothed and in a relatively somber mood. Everyone knew what was going on, and everyone waited with baited breath to see what would happen next.


Peyton stood up and looked around. She was dressed casually, wearing the same kind of stylish cardigan/jeans outfit she would wear on campus. She looked good, but her clothes weren't anything overtly sexual. And in a plain voice, she said, "Hi, Ben. Can we ... uh ... talk?"


I glanced around as well, taking in the scene. It was a little intimidating to see twenty faces all staring at me, and I didn't feel entirely comfortable. If this was some sort of game, Peyton might very well have brought this crowd over to ensure maximum visibility, and potentially maximum embarrassment, but I didn't want to play this game on her terms.


I gestured toward the stairs. "Sure. Let's go up to my room. Just you and me."


Peyton blushed but looked relieved. The room had been silent, but there were a couple of disappointed groans from the more brash Tri-Delts when Peyton stepped away from the couch and walked past me toward the stairs. She walked quickly, without any extra hip sways or any even remotely seductive moments. And I relaxed as I started to believe she wouldn't attempt to seduce me in my bedroom.


I followed her upstairs and closed the door to my room. On impulse, I stayed there and cocked my ear to the door, smirking a few seconds later when I heard footsteps following us and whispered urgings for other girls to hush up. Rolling my eyes, I walked over to Peyton where she had seated herself in an armchair by the window, and I took the chair opposite her. "They're at the door trying to eavesdrop."


She shrugged. "Girls will be girls. I'm sorry about the crowd. I wasn't expecting all of them to just show up here. It's like we're the latest episode of One Tree Hill and they all have to tune in."


I chuckled at her reference and shrugged. "So what's up? You wanted to talk?"


Peyton fidgeted with her fingers, somehow looking much smaller than usual. Her eyes lacked their typical fire and her brassy arrogance was completely absent. To her fingers, she asked, "I take it you heard about me and my boyfriend?"


I nodded. "I heard it on the grapevine."


"I broke up with him for you."


I frowned. I had thought so, but I still didn't trust her motives. "For me?"


Peyton sighed, a long, defeated exhalation that ended with her extending her arms and then grabbing the front of both armrests with her hands. "Fine. You win. I want my Big Ben Experience."


"Excuse me?"


Something dangerous flashed in Peyton's eyes. "I'm serious. What you did yesterday to the freshmen girls blew my mind. I can't take it anymore. You win. I'll do anything to feel like they did."


I furrowed my eyebrows and leaned against the backrest, steepling my fingers together. "It's not like that. I don't know what kind of game you're playing, but I don't trust you. You been messing with me since the night you got here, so why should I believe tonight is any different?"


"It's not a game. This isn't a trick." Peyton shuddered and then gave me a plaintive look. If she was acting, she was damn good at it. "I just want you to fuck the shit out of me."


"Why?"


"Because. Just because..." She looked away, biting her lip and practically chewing on it nervously before she looked back at me. "Please?"


I shook my head. "Not a good enough explanation."


She sighed. "You didn't interrogate any other girls under this roof before you nailed them."


My eyebrows went up. "None of them played power games with me for an entire week."


"I'm sorry. Okay? I wasn't trying to mess with you. I was trying ... Look ... I don't know what I was trying. I don't like this feeling. I HATE how helpless I'm feeling right now. But I can't stand it anymore. I want ... I want to feel..." She looked up at me, obvious moisture making her green eyes shimmer. "I want to FEEL."


"Feel what? A great orgasm?"


"YES!"


I rolled my eyes. "Surely you've climaxed a time or two in your life."


"Not like THAT! Not like you did to me last Friday! No! Never! Not like THAT!"


My eyebrows went up at her outburst.


"Look, I'd heard rumors about what you can do. I was never there when you seduced a sister our sophomore year, but word spread about you and Adrienne tag-teaming a bunch of girls. I heard some wild stories about you and her walking naked down the hallway out of Leighton's bedroom, and then kinda doing the same after the Pledge Initiation. I wasn't there. I'd already gone up to my room. To be honest, I chalked the stories up to the kinds of exaggerations girls make all the time about their hookups. They were too good to be true, you know? Plus, I was never the kind of girl to slut around like some of the others. I saw you a couple of times at various sorority events, but I never would have come onto you by reputation alone."


"And then?"


Peyton sighed, staring out the window. "And then last Friday happened. Oh, I of course knew about the whole Tri-Delt West thing; I signed the charter myself after all. It was Jocelyn's idea, and she described it as a private little hangout spot for her and her friends. I knew you'd fucked pretty much all those girls before, so it wasn't a big deal to me. We both figured the seize and inseminate privilege would keep the place from getting too crowded, a way of not-so-subtly discouraging girls outside of those cliques from dropping by. I never meant to step foot inside this house myself. But then we were going through some of our status challenges and it was Misty, actually, who had the idea of bringing those five freshmen into the house. The charter would mess with the girls' heads, but Misty insisted you would be a gentleman about things, and it turned out that you were. At least until you came back into the room and told Kirstie to take her bra off."


"I wouldn't have nailed her, not that day," I explained. "I was just pushing the envelope to see how you all would react. Too much of my life has been spent with girls showing up and making up all the rules. Guess that was me playing my own power games."


Peyton's chin rose a little defiantly. "Yes it was. And you're the one who started things by grabbing me and saying you'd seize and inseminate ME."


I chuckled and shrugged. "Okay fine. I started it. But seriously, didn't Leighton or Carli ever tell you what I was capable of when pushed into a situation like that? Seriously, I've already taken control of things by grabbing the girl at the top of the food chain TWICE in front of the sorority. You had to have SOME idea of what I might do."


She shook her head. "No clue."


"One of the girls said there was a whole chapter about me in their orientation booklet."


"There is. But again, I chalked that up to exaggeration and legend. There's a LOT of stuff in that orientation booklet designed to intimidate and scare the girls."


I rolled my eyes.


Peyton sighed. "I told you: I'm not the kind of girl to slut around and bend over for just anyone. But I was curious. I'd heard the rumors, and you DID have a dozen of my sisters practically living here to be your harem. It was a unique situation, and once you were right there, holding me and offering me a safe word--"


"Tarragon," I interrupted.


"Right..." Peyton blushed and smiled at the memory. "You were so strong ... so confident. It's ... well you were sexy. And well ... I wasn't totally averse to a one night stand of sorts, to give you a test drive myself and see how much of the rumor was true and how much was exaggeration."


"So you kissed me."


"No, YOU kissed ME."


I arched an eyebrow and frowned. "That's not how I remember it. One minute you were protesting that I couldn't do this to you, the next I gave you the safe word, and then suddenly your tongue was in my mouth."


"Your tongue was in MY mouth." She squeezed her eyes shut and shook her head. "Nevermind. The POINT is: I decided to go ahead and go through with it. Wouldn't have been the first time I'd slept with a hot guy because my blood started boiling."


"But then you told me you have a boyfriend."


"HAD a boyfriend."


"Well, at the time..."


"Fine, fine." Peyton sighed, and then she took on a dreamy look. Staring a thousand yards off to my left, she murmured, "And then you ... shit ... I can't even describe what you did to me. All I can say is that I'd never felt that way before. Ever. Never blacked out before. Ever. You scrambled my brains, Mr. Big Ben. And I haven't been able to get it out of my head ever since."


"So that's what this is about? In the end, all you really want is for me to make you feel that way again?"


"Yes!"


"Then what the hell have all these games over the last week been about? Huh? If you just wanted me to nail you, just come out and TELL ME. I might have done it a long time ago!"


Peyton grimaced and looked away. Shaking her head, she explained, "You don't understand. -I- don't chase guys. THEY come to me. I wanted you, but I wanted you on MY terms. I wanted YOU to want to fuck ME. And when you said you wouldn't do it because I had a boyfriend, and well ... I took that on as a challenge. If I could get you to break your rule because you wanted me so badly, then it would mean I hadn't lost control. It would mean that I'd seduced you against your will, and that I'd still have the upper hand. I tried everything. I tried teasing and flirting the first weekend. I've never had a guy resist me when I did that, trying to make clear that I wanted him. Even when I've had a boyfriend, most guys are willing to ignore that little detail. If I'm willing to fuck around, so are they."


"But not me."


She winced. "I didn't think you'd be that hardcore about the rule. You certainly nailed a few sisters with boyfriends your first time around."


I sighed. "And got burned in the end. I've changed my tune since I was a younger."


Peyton sighed. "I tried taunting and challenging your manhood after that, trying to get a rise out of you. And when that didn't work, I got really blatant and simply offered you sex straight up. Annette and Natalee were perfectly willing to play along. I figured the three of us like that would be utterly and completely irresistible."


"Sorry, the three of you were hot. But I can be a little jaded when it comes to this sort of thing."


"Evidently. You weren't kidding when you said you were well-seasoned. Can I ask how many girls you've been with in your life?"


"You can ask, but I don't have to give you a straight answer."


Peyton set her jaw, scrutinizing me with sharp eyes for a moment before asking flatly, "How many?"


"A lot."


"Well I can count nearly twenty in the room downstairs alone, especially after you went through the freshmen back-to-back..." Peyton pursed her lips. "More than fifty?"


"No comment."


"More than seventy?"


"No comment."


"More than a hundred?"


I took a deep breath, thought about it, and then said, "No comment."


"That's a 'no', then."


"It's a 'no comment'."


"Whatever. Not quite a hundred. And I'd just be one more notch on the old belt, assuming you don't count what we did last Friday."


"I don't. And if you're worried about being just another notch, the door's right over there. I'm not forcing you to be here."


Peyton put her hands on the armrests, readying herself to get up. But after only the briefest of pushes, she flopped back into the chair and shook her head, biting her lip and looking really, really frustrated. "I can't. I HATE this feeling. No guy has EVER made me feel this helpless. Sure, some of them haven't wanted to hook up with me, and I said good riddance. I didn't need them. But I NEED you. I can't explain it. I need to have what you gave the freshmen girls yesterday. I need to have what you did to me last week. So that's it. I broke up with my boyfriend. For you."


I frowned. "Peyton ... I'm not going to become anyone's next boyfriend, not yours or anyone else's."


"I know. I'm not asking you to. I like Derrick. He was a good boyfriend, and he's pretty good in bed. But I NEED you. I CRAVE you. And if breaking up with him was the price to pay for having you, then so be it."


I grimaced. "I wasn't trying to kill your relationship. I just don't want to be the one causing you to cheat."


"It's done. We lasted four months; it was a good run. He'll move on to the next basketball groupie, and I get to have you."


"Wait, we're not settled on that yet."


"What more do you want from me?" Peyton started to look desperate. "Am I not hot enough for you? Am I really so repulsive to you?"


"What? No! Gawd, Peyton, you're fucking gorgeous and you know it."


"Then what?"


"I still don't trust you. You've been messing with my head all week and I STILL am not convinced this isn't one more game of yours."


"It's not a game. This can't be the first time you've completely re-wired a girl's brain through sex. I NEED you. Please?"


I sighed and shook my head. "You just want me to fuck you? You want a Big Ben Experience and then it's all over?"


"Well..." Peyton squirmed in her seat. "I have to admit, I don't think I'm going to be one of those girls who rides the rollercoaster only once. If you make me feel half as good as you did last Friday, I might very well join the harem."


My eyebrows went up at that. "You're serious."


"As a heart attack. You win. You're the first guy in the HISTORY of my life that's ever gotten the better of me. I still hate it, but I NEED to feel that way again. I HAVE to. It's that simple."


I rubbed my forehead. "Okay, fine. Let's say I'm even going to agree to do this. But not like this, and not tonight."


Peyton whimpered. "Why not?"


"Because I still don't completely trust you. And besides, I'm already booked tonight."


"With who? I already know Sasha leaves weekend nights for work, and yes, the girls have told me what she does. That just leaves the sisters, and I can totally pull rank and--"


"NO," I cut her off. "You're not going to do that. Still playing power games? Well here's mine: You try and preempt any of my girls, and I'm not touching you with a ten-foot pole. For all I know, this is just an April Fool's joke a day early."


"It's NOT. Why won't you believe me?"


I rolled my eyes at her. "One week. You have to wait one week. Next Friday, we'll go out on a date. You're free to hang around the house until then, make friends and be nice to the harem girls. But I'm not touching you for one week. If you pull any more power-trip shit, then the date is off."


"A week? But..."


I held up a hand. "It's just a week. And then we go out on a real date, spend some time getting to know each other beyond the power games, and then yeah, unless everything goes pear-shaped and we end up hating each other's guts, you'll get your Big Ben Experience."


Peyton pouted.


"It's just a week. Behave."


Chagrined, Peyton shrunk in her chair. But after a few seconds deliberation, she took a deep breath and nodded. "Okay, fine. One week. Date for next Friday."


I nodded, and then sighed wearily before waving my hand dismissively. "Get out of here."


At first, Peyton pursed her lips and that fire returned to her eyes at being condescended to, but she swallowed her pride and got up. Quickly, she strode over to the door and opened it. She was apparently a little TOO quick because the mad scramble of girls rushing down the stairs made quite a racket, and several of them were still visible. Somebody even tripped and fell, complaining loudly about how much it hurt.


Peyton stopped, looked back at me, and gave me a smile that was all teeth. It made me nervous. And then in a confident voice, she said, "I'll be a model citizen. One week. You'd better pay up."





I didn't come out of my room for quite a while. Peyton had given me a lot to think about, and I still wasn't entirely convinced she was sincere. Part of me thought this whole situation would be simpler if I simply turned her down flat, kicked her out of my house, and told her to never come back. But then it wasn't my nature to do that to someone without evidence, and if I was perfectly honest with myself, the truth was that I DID want to nail her.


She really was gorgeous, in a wickedly naughty, stuck up bitch kind of way. Her imperious personality was her own fault, but then it may have been a product of what genetics had given her. Peyton's whole physical look was more Penthouse than Playboy, more sexy vixen than pretty girl-next-door. From curvaceous bosom to shapely booty, from pouty lips to bedroom eyes, everything about her screamed 'grab me and pound the shit out of me', and quite frankly, I really wanted to do just that. Five years ago I would have without a second thought. Hell, THREE years ago I would have, with maybe a second thought that merely agreed with the first. But now I'd gone and grown a stupid conscience, and I had to think about how this might affect the other girls I'd become close to.


I had a good thing going with Sasha, Andie, and Jamie, and I didn't really want to mess with that. We weren't boyfriend and girlfriends, but an affection had developed between me and each of them, an intimacy that went beyond mere booty calls. The other harem girls had noticed, which was probably a significant reason why they'd started to drift away from me and leave those three to spend every night in my bed. True, those same harem girls still came back to the house and spent some time getting their cookies, walking out a couple of hours later with full bellies from dinner and squishy panties from sex. But they understood their roles, and they weren't a threat to what had formed between me and my "favorite" three.


It would have been nice to maintain the status quo, to juggle my 12-girl harem for the rest of the semester, letting girls come and go as they found romantic relationships outside of my house or came inside to get mutually convenient pleasure. But as Viktoriya had once wisely said, nothing ever stays the same. Already there were now the freshmen to consider, and Peyton as well. I'd put off Peyton for another week, but my impulsive actions in collecting the bounty on all five freshmen girls had added a new dimension to this household. I didn't think any of them would bump out my favorite three from their positions at the top of this little pyramid, and the sexual creature inside me certainly didn't mind a little fresh blood, but they were still human beings with feelings and emotions to take into account. Maybe some of them would stick around and join the harem. Or maybe all five of them would go home and never look back, their memories only adding to the growing legend of Big Ben and the Tri-Delts. I didn't know.


And like a ticking time bomb, there would still be Peyton to deal with. The simplest outcome would be if she came, she came, and then she went home, never to return. I'd get my notch and a nice memory of one of the hottest, sexiest, most exciting women I'd ever had the pleasure of porking. She'd get her BBE, get me out of her system, and move on.


Or maybe, if she was right about riding the rollercoaster more than once, she'd join the harem but be nothing more than that. We'd have casual booty calls, she'd go about her daily life, and I'd continue on juggling my supremely complicated and yet surprisingly manageable harem schedule.


But then she might get clingy and want something more out of our relationship. Unlike the rest of the harem girls, all of whom were so sweet and sharing and lacked any real sense of jealousy, Peyton was used to being in control and used to being the center of attention. I rather doubted she would meekly fall in line, wait her turn, and accept having to share me with 12 ... or 17 ... of her sisters, and Sasha on top of that.


Damn, did you really just have sex with eighteen different women in the last month? Mental-five! [slap]



Well, actually, even though I nailed Jocelyn when we first started Tri-Delt West, she's had a boyfriend since--


Shut up, you.



Hey, that's my line.


I sighed. Or maybe this is all just one more of Peyton's games, something designed to one-up me and in the end, maybe hurt Andie or Jamie or someone else I'd really started to care about. Who knew?


My bedroom door had remained open this entire time, but the girls had left me alone and no one had yet come up the stairs. As I came out from my internal pondering, I became aware of the sounds of conversation taking place downstairs. No doubt someone was asking Peyton what we'd talked about and whether or not we'd hooked up in the time we'd been up here. I wondered how much she would tell them.


Someone did come upstairs then. Hearing the footsteps, I turned my head and looked to see Andie lean to her right against the doorjamb, with her left hand raised across her body and pressed flat against the open door. Staring at me with warm, liquid eyes, she murmured softly, "Hey there..."


It took me a moment to find my voice, and when I did it came out a little raspy. "Hey cutie..."


She smiled at the nickname and head-nodded behind her. "So no fireworks?"


"No fire, not even smoke. Nothing happened."


"Well something happened. Wanna talk about it?"


I shook my head. "Not really. Not right now."


"Okay," she nodded agreeably. Biting her lip, Andie took a deep breath and looked thoughtful, as if she were trying to figure out what to say. But in the end, she didn't say a word, simply closing the door behind her and walking into the room. Coming around in front of me, she put her hands on the armrests of my chair and leaned forward to kiss me, bending my head backwards as she did so. From that position, she slowly lowered her body onto mine before slinking down to a kneeling position at my feet.


Reaching for my zipper, Andie looked up at me with a coy smile. I didn't resist and raised my butt off the seat when she dragged my jeans and boxers down to my ankles. I'd already gotten half-hard realizing her intent, but her stroking hand and agile tongue soon brought me to full mast. And then I sagged deeper into the chair and let my head fall back again, allowing myself to fully relax while my little bottle-blonde cutie worked her magic.


Five minutes later, and with Andie patting a belly full of cum, we went downstairs.





-- SATURDAY, APRIL 1, 2006, SPRING BREAK --



I woke up early, tangled together with Andie and Jamie per usual, but a sudden thought seized me and I slipped out of bed, leaving them to catch a little more sleep.


Despite the presence of more than twenty Tri-Delts under my roof last night, the house was now vacant of all but three. I'd returned downstairs last night to find that while all of the girls had stuck around waiting for the end of my conversation with Peyton to see what happened, a good number of them had left after Peyton returned and explained that we'd made a date for next Friday but nothing was happening until then. The rest of them, who didn't have dates to get to, stuck around through dinner. Many then left before 7pm, before the lingerie-only edict kicked in.


There were still eight girls who remained after 7pm, including to my everlasting surprise, Misty and Grace. Last night was the first time the two of them had been in the house during lingerie hours, but I'd showed no mercy once the wall clock chimed out the time as I stood smugly before them and gestured with one hand, saying, "Strip!"


Misty rolled her eyes but smirked as she stripped down. Grace actually put some sass into it, turning around and bending at the waist as she removed her jeans. I admired the views, as both girls had only gotten even prettier with age. But then I left them to keep Peyton company while I focused my attention on the other girls. There were sixteen beautiful breasts and sixteen round ass cheeks to view.


As for Peyton herself, she'd stuck to her promise about being a model citizen, for one night at least. No games, no teasing, although she flirted a little and happily engaged in conversation with the others. Still, there was an obvious divide between her and my regular harem girls, so she more or less stuck to Grace and Misty. Annette and Natalee had both departed, both of them having NOT broken up with their boyfriends and both of them having Friday night dates.


It was because Peyton had remained such a model citizen all night that I now felt the urge to leave my bedroom this morning. Only three Tri-Delts had stayed in my house overnight: Andie, Jamie, and Peyton, with the latter having slept in a bedroom downstairs, perhaps hoping that I'd change my mind about making her wait a week. But I wasn't going down to visit her this morning; I was merely going across the hall.


Sasha woke up with a gasp when my tongue suddenly invaded her pussy. I really didn't get to do this enough, but the way she squealed in both surprise and pleasure was such fun to witness that I totally understood why the girls in my life so often chose to do this to me. Her thighs snapped shut around my ears like a Venus fly trap, and her hand pushed my head in deeper, not away. And once she realized it was me, she let her head fall back as she surrendered herself to the pleasure I had to offer.


I ate Sasha to two orgasms, and after the second one she kicked a leg over my head and curled onto her side in a fetal position. I slid up behind her in a spooning position, boldly slipping a hand beneath her nightshirt and palming a naked breast. She cooed and snuggled back against me, sighing, "THAT was a nice wake-up call."


"I'd do it more, but I'm usually a late sleeper."


"That you are," she giggled before twisting her head back to peck my lips. "Why ARE you awake this early? It's not even 8 yet."


I shrugged and nibbled on her shoulder. "Don't know. Just kinda woke up."


"So you thought you'd sneak in here and deprive me of MY sleep?" she asked tiredly. "I didn't get to bed until 3am last night."


"I know. I'm sorry. I'll leave in a minute and let you go back to sleep. But I just wanted to tell you that you won the bet."


"Bet?" Sasha yawned. "What bet?"


"About Peyton, and whether or not she's into me. Well, I guess the jury is technically still out on the final verdict, but she came to me last night, told me point blank she wanted to stop the games and really just wanted me to fuck her, and we set a date for this coming Friday."


Sasha blinked. "Wow. For real? This isn't an April Fool's Joke?"


I nodded. "She definitely seems sincere. Either that or she's a really great actor. Time will tell, but in the meantime I'm willing to declare that you won the bet."


"So I get a date?"


"Today, right now if you want it."


"Gawd, no. Not that I'd turn down any day spent with you, but seriously, I need to sleep."


"I'm sorry. I'll get out of here and let you go back down."


Sasha slipped onto her back so that I was leaning over her, braced on my left elbow. She looked up at me and raised a hand to caress my cheek before pulling my head down so that I could kiss her. And when I finally pulled back, she batted her eyelashes and asked, "Can you help me fall back asleep?"


I arched an eyebrow. "Uh, sure. But I thought you weren't big on cuddling."


"Not that way. I meant fuck my brains out and knock me unconscious. I'll sleep like a log, happily satisfied with your spunk swimming around my insides."


"Umm ... okay..."


Sasha grinned and pulled me down on top of her.





I actually fell asleep after sperming Sasha, so we wound up cuddling anyway. I awoke just after 9 finding myself spooned behind her in my favorite position, and decided to stay right where I was, smelling her hair and feeling her warm naked body pressed against me. About a half-hour later, she stirred awake herself and after a pleasant little morning makeout session, we got up and got dressed.


My bedroom was empty when I got back to it, but I expected that Andie and Jamie had simply woken up to find me gone and then headed downstairs to make breakfast. The thing was, when Sasha and I got downstairs the girls weren't there. I checked DJ's old room and Peyton was gone as well. And that's when I found the note on the dining room table:


Dearest Benjamin. It has been our privilege and honor to be a part of Tri-Delt West. Unfortunately, all good things must come to an end. The charter has been rescinded, and both letters have been removed from the foyer wall. We'll still keep in touch, and some of the girls might very well drop by from time to time, but the organized harem has now been disbanded. We love you and will miss you, but this is goodbye.



The letter was signed first by Peyton Kent, President. But then it was also signed below by all 12 of the original harem, and all five of the freshmen girls for good measure. I picked up the piece of paper, re-reading it twice while feeling my heart sink like a stone into my stomach.


Sasha had started making breakfast in the kitchen, but when she glanced out at me she must have realized my expression wasn't exactly happy. "What is it?" she asked.


I held up the letter, and she came out to take a look at it. Sasha quickly scanned it, frowned, and then smirked as she shot me a look. "Today's April Fool's. I'll bet you anything this is just a joke. The girls will be back."


I whistled. "Another bet? Man, you must be feeling really confident these days."


Sasha laughed and shook her head. "Just a figure of speech. Really, I'll bet Andie and Jamie are waiting on the porch, maybe even with a few more sisters, just waiting for you to walk outside so they can jump at you and yell, 'Surprise!'"


I thought about that. "Maybe ... Or maybe not ... I have an idea."


Sasha blinked. "What?"


I shrugged. "Joke or not, you're here and they're not."


Sasha looked at me curiously. "So what did you have in mind?"





"Hey there, stranger," Lynne said as she opened the door. "It's good to see you."


I stepped forward and received Lynne's hug, patting her on the back.


She then stepped back and smiled at my traveling companion. "Hi, Sasha."


"Hi, Lynne," Sasha replied.


Lynne stepped back and waved us into the apartment. "So what brings you two here? Your text asking to drop by didn't exactly give a lot of explanation."


I shrugged. "Playing hooky from the house."


Lynne frowned. "What's going on at your house?"


Bert's voice spoke up from the couch. "What ISN'T going in that house?"


I chuckled and walked forward. Bert held a closed fist over the back of the couch, and I bumped it before circling around and flopping onto the seat next to him.


Ivonne Corredero, Lynne's roommate, shook her head from the other couch. "Nuh-uh. You visit this apartment, you gotta pay the toll. I want my backrub, mister."


I chuckled and then got up, moving around and flopping onto the seat next to Ivonne. She giggled and got up to sit between my spread knees while I reached up and started absentmindedly giving her a massage. Meanwhile, Sasha sat down next to Bert, patted his knee, and said hello.


Lynne still wanted to know why I was here, so I explained, "It's April Fool's and the girls are pretending to leave me. But now the joke's on them, because Sasha and I took off and aren't coming back until late, maybe not even until tomorrow."


"You want to crash here?" Lynne asked. "Or maybe over at Paige's house; they've got the room."


"Hmm, there's a thought," I mused. "Make 'em really sweat."


Sasha giggled. "Poor Andie and Jamie. But yeah, serves 'em right."


"So do you have any plans today? Your day away from Berkeley?"


Sasha and I looked at each other, shrugging. "Not really. Kinda just drove over here on a whim, really. Do you mind? Or should we get out of your hair in another hour or so?"


Lynne gestured with her hands for us to stay put and smiled. "Just another college weekend. But now that you're here, I'd better call Kady and Noelle. They haven't seen you in a while and Kady said she misses her wingman."


"Wingman?"


"Her word. Whatever. She'll be thrilled that you're here."


I grinned and leaned against the backrest, although I continued massaging Ivonne's shoulders. "It's certainly nice to be wanted."





I set down my Lemongrass Press and felt the chilled liquid sliding down my throat. Sighing afterward, I leaned against the backrest of our booth at Tamarine and shrugged. "So now ... I'm kind of just waiting to see what she does..."


Lynne put down her Pear Trois and set her elbows on the table before interlacing her fingers and setting her chin down on top of them. "But do you like her?"


I sighed and glanced over at Bert and then Amber, the two of them sipping at their cocktails as well. The four of us were seated in a U-shape in the booth, me and Bert on the ends and Amber and Lynne together between us. After spending the day at Stanford, I'd driven Sasha up to the City for work and then returned to meet with these three for dinner. Amber was off work and insisted on treating us to one of her favorite restaurants.


I shrugged and replied, "I'm not sure. Peyton's ... Well ... She certainly intrigues me."


Amber pulled her mojito away from her mouth and then asked, "Do you have any sense that she might be 'The One'?"


Lynne shook her head. "Not important. Not right now."


Amber frowned. "I'm just saying, you're at the point in your life where another girlfriend just isn't gonna cut it. It's a waste of time to start anything that doesn't have a chance of happily ever after."


"I disagree," Lynne cautioned. "I actually think it might be a good idea for Ben to date someone casually, to remember that people CAN have a romantic partner for the companionship and fun of it without any pressure for it to turn into something permanent."


"What's the point?" Amber sighed. "He's got casual right now, with Sasha and Andie and ... I'm sorry, what's the third girl's name?"


"Jamie," I spoke up before returning to my drink.


"Jamie," Amber finished. "Great sex, no commitment, happy little fuck buddies all of them, even Sasha. He has the companionship without pressure – from either side – to turn it into something permanent."


"But that's not dating," Lynne pointed out.


"So?" Amber shrugged.


"It's like ... practice." Lynne took a deep breath and then sat up straighter. "I'm fine with Ben screwing around with the sorority. They like it and he likes it and nobody gets hurt. But he can't go from what he's doing now straight into another über-committed relationship. I love you to pieces, Ben, but if you get together with a girl you actually have feelings for, you're liable to propose inside a week."


I frowned. "Give me SOME credit."


"Fine. A week is hyperbole." Lynne rolled her eyes. "But the point is: you need to dial back to square one again, the way things were in high school. If it were possible, I'd tell you to see someone really casually, like once a week. Go on a date, share a romantic one-on-one conversation, fuck like bunnies, whatever. But keep it casual and don't talk about the future and give yourself some space and time in-between. This Peyton girl – assuming she doesn't turn out to be a manipulative bitch who is playing you like a fiddle so far – sounds like she might be good for something like that. She's separate enough from your daily life that it wouldn't be a big deal to only see her once a week, assuming she doesn't decide to move into one of the bedrooms downstairs. And you can even keep Sasha, Andie, and Jamie in the house for all the rest of the week."


I frowned. "Go out of my way to 'date' Peyton? I couldn't do that to my girls. The whole point of Tri-Delt West is that I'm NOT in any romantic relationships, of ANY kind. I mean, those three girls would leap at the chance to have that kind of once-a-week regular dating relationship with me, but they don't push it because they know that kind of thing isn't what I want. Not now, at least."


"Fine then. Not now. But someday, when the harem thing breaks up or when you simply find yourself ready, you know? But keep it casual. I'm serious."


Amber shook her head. "Or don't. Keep the harem and do your thing until you find your real Mrs. Right. If you ask me, I still think it's Dawn."


Lynne slapped the taller woman in the arm. "I told you not to mention her."


Amber shrugged. "She's your 'One', Ben. But then again, that might just be my ego that wants to believe the only woman you'd break up with me for is your soulmate."


"Yes, ego," Lynne sighed. "Tall, hot blondes ... Seriously, they think the world revolves around them."


Amber grinned. "It kinda does."


"Peyton's a tall, hot blonde," Bert sighed.


"Oh, right." Lynne sighed. "I take it back, then. DON'T date her. I wanna see you end up with a petite, modestly-bosomed brunette."


I smirked and arched an eyebrow at her. "Sooo ... I should steal you back then."


"Back off, fucker," Bert shot immediately with a grin.


I smiled and shook my head.


Amber set a hand down on top of mine. "I'm serious, though. You've got to wait for the One. There's someone out there you're just MEANT to be with, and without her you'll never be happy."


I sighed and frowned. "The way my luck's been going lately, Mrs. Right lives in China and I'll never meet her."


"Luck?" Bert snorted. "Dude, HOW many girls have you banged in the last month or so?"


"Well ... luck in terms of finding the right girl for me. You don't get to complain. You got HER, and I'm seriously, seriously jealous about it." My finger was pointed straight at Lynne, who blushed prettily. "If you ask me, you're the luckiest man on Earth. Well, you and this David guy."


Bert grinned and rubbed Lynne's leg beneath the table. Amber blushed and smiled to think of her ex.


Lynne spoke up. "Amber's the one that believes in a single soulmate. Personally, I believe that compatible souls are magnetic. They pass through life, but when one wanders across your path, the cosmos acts to bring you together. Some attractions are stronger than others, but that doesn't necessarily mean you won't be perfectly happy with someone compatible but just a little less ... magnetic."


"Magnetic souls?" Amber chuckled. "HOW many cocktails have you had?"


Lynne waved her off dismissively. "Like you and me, or you and her." Lynne gestured to Amber with her drink in hand.


"Magnetic souls?" I arched an eyebrow.


"You and Amber would have lived very happy lives had you stayed together. Hell, if this thing with David falls through, maybe you still will."


Amber frowned as she looked at Lynne. "I thought you said--"


"That was different," Lynne cut her off by holding up a hand. "That was getting you to NOT throw yourself at Ben BEFORE you've tried to go back to David. But like I said, I believe in multiple compatible souls, so if things don't work out, you can come back and chase Ben to your heart's content, okay?"


Amber flushed and glanced at me with seriously intent bedroom eyes, and for a moment I thought she might actually make a move on me. But then with a sigh she shook her head and said, "No offense, but I hope I don't have to."


"None taken. What we had was great, but I don't know that either of us would ever shake the idea that we were ... settling for second-best."


I wonder what DJ is up to right now...



"The point is," Lynne continued, "your world is not going to end if you don't find Miss Perfect right away. People like Amber ... and me ... and well ... like Sasha ... will come into your life again and again. That's just life. The magnets keep attracting, and you can't give up, because you never know who else you might meet tomorrow."





Knowing I'd be driving, I kept my drinking to the single cocktail before switching to Coke. After dinner, I dropped off Lynne and Bert at the apartment, but after learning I'd planned to drive back up to the City to pick up Sasha after her shift at the club, Amber elected to join me. Together, we went into Nocturne and got a small table to ourselves. We watched Sasha do one of her jazz routines, and Amber confessed that she did remember thinking very highly of the exotic dancer "Emmanuelle". Afterwards, Amber ordered a private lapdance from "Emmanuelle", and she invited me to join in, but I declined and decided to just stick with my seat and the main room entertainment for the night.


Sasha later told me it started off rather awkward on her part, since they'd now met a number of times from all the occasions Sasha visited Paige and Palo Alto, although they were still more acquaintances than friends. But Amber really sort of seduced her in the curtained off room and they wound up making out a bit. And while Sasha almost bashfully described in detail the way Amber's tongue danced around inside her mouth, I suddenly regretted not going in there with them. It certainly would have been a sight to see.


Of course, they were probably helped by the fact that Amber was really, really drunk. The talk about soulmates at dinner had put her in a melancholy mood, and she'd wound up knocking back quite a number of drinks. All three of us drove back to Amber's apartment, since she'd offered to put Sasha and me up in the second bedroom overnight. But when we got inside, Amber wound up wrapping her arms around my neck and frenching the hell out of me. For about five seconds I seriously thought about going into her bedroom and fucking the daylights out of her, and I certainly didn't break away from the kiss. But in the end I pulled back, Amber sighed, and she staggered into her room with a mumbled apology while Sasha and I went into the other room.


At breakfast the next morning Amber gave me a much more coherent apology. It wasn't the first time we'd been tempted into backsliding into our old relationship, and I'm a little embarrassed to say it wouldn't be our last.





-- SUNDAY, APRIL 2, 2006, SPRING BREAK --



As I mentioned, Sasha and I had breakfast with Amber the next morning, along with Lynne, Ivonne, Kady, and Noelle. It felt much the same as all those Sunday mornings I'd had breakfast with the Stanford girls all of last summer. And despite going to bed completely wasted and at such a late hour, Amber somehow managed to wake up early and go for her morning run. Guess she was used to handling her alcohol.


Afterwards, Sasha and I bid the girls goodbye and thanked them for entertaining us. We hopped into the Mustang, and as I turned the ignition, Sasha turned to me and asked, "So? Back home to real world?"


I thought about that for a moment before flashing her a smile and replying, "No ... actually. I seem to recall that I still owe you a one-on-one date. Now if you want, we can go home now and go out sometime during the school week. Or what do you say we be spontaneous and go somewhere right now? Just the two of us. Ooh, have you ever been to the Mystery Spot?"


"Mystery Spot?" Sasha looked perplexed. "Is that the weird gravity thing down in Santa Cruz? I haven't been there since I was a little kid."


I simply revved the engine and then pulled out of the parking lot.


A little less than an hour later, we pulled into the Mystery Spot and even super-analytical Sasha couldn't make heads or tails of the place. She was positive the whole thing was an elaborate optical illusion, and yet the place still baked her noodle. She asked if I already knew the secret, and I confessed that I didn't. She also asked if I'd been here before, and I told her that I'd brought Lynne to the place last summer.


Like the day trip with Lynne, lunch was in Santa Cruz, although Sasha opted for the patio of Casablanca Bistro overlooking the bay instead of cheap corndogs; it was our "date day" after all. Also, although we still cruised the Beach Boardwalk, Sasha wasn't big on roller coasters. She did, however, impress me with her miniature golf skills. And then we started the long drive back to Berkeley so that she'd have time to eat and relax before heading off to work, and Sasha fell asleep in the car.


As "dates" go, my day with Sasha was pretty tame. Hell, the whole weekend had been quite low-key, from hanging around with the Stanford girls in Lynne's living room to our little trip to the beach. We didn't even have sex. But I wouldn't have changed a thing. I had fun, getting away from the campus and getting away from the daily routine. And it was nice to feel that one-on-one connection with someone I'd lacked for so much of the last couple of months.


Really, when I thought about it, Sasha had been the only one giving me that kind of one-on-one connection. She'd been my constant, the one holding my hand as we walked around campus. We'd shared so many "Sasha Thursdays", just the two of us in my bed instead of the wild Tri-Delt foursomes and more. In so many ways, she'd already BEEN that once-a-week girlfriend that Lynne suggested I have, and of course, I was fully aware that she was in love with me.


I hadn't lied to her. I'd told her from the beginning I wasn't ready for and didn't want a serious romantic relationship. And yet ... I couldn't help but feel a little guilty for not giving one to her.


Of course, guilt alone is no reason to enter into a relationship, but as I looked over at Sasha, sleeping peacefully in my passenger seat, I knew deep in my gut that such a relationship could only be a wonderful one. She was a wonderful person, period. She'd been through a lot in her life, a lot of tragedy and heartbreak that had jaded her in some ways and yet left her strangely innocent and naïve in other ways. She was a complex bundle of contradictions, and I felt like I was discovering new things about her all the time. In plain simple fact: I liked her.


But then what about Andie?


What about Jamie?


What about the rest of the harem?


And shit, what about that looming date with Peyton?


Yeah, being at the center of a harem of twenty-odd girls was nice...


... but I wasn't kidding when I said I was jealous about Bert settling down with Lynne.





I pulled the Mustang into the tandem driveway, finding that Andie's black Lexus ES was already in the front spot. I gestured to it and said to Sasha, "Well that answers that."


She shrugged. She'd woken up when we got off the freeway, and after stretching and taking a minute to gather her bearings, she'd asked if I wanted to bet whether or not the Tri-Delts had been serious about ending Tri-Delt West.


I didn't take her up on it. For one thing, I'd had to silence my phone about twenty times to turn off the multiple panicked phone calls coming from the girls over the last two days, and I'd read nearly thirty texts with them all whining for me to come home so they could apologize. So Sasha and I walked inside, and the screaming of the girls inside was nearly deafening.


"You didn't pick up your phone!"


"That was MEAN!"


"You HAD to know we were joking!"


"SO not cool!"


"We MISSED you. I was so WORRIED!"


"Don't EVER do that again!"


Andie, Jamie, Kirstie, Lakhi, Leticia, Jeannie, and the Schenke twins were quite put out. I told them that I'd found the note about ending Tri-Delt West, so I hadn't seen a need to stick around the house. Andie actually believed that -I- believed their note, and she started trying to explain about it being an April Fool's Joke. But my smug grin soon corrected her of that notion, and she started beating on my chest with her fists until I simply wrapped her up in my arms and shoved my tongue down her throat by way of apology.


She melted.


Still, Jamie complained that they'd had an elaborate orgy planned for last night to be the punch line to their joke, and I'd ruined everything. But a kiss for her smoothed things over as well.


The girls kept me talking until Sasha came downstairs with fresh clothing, all set to leave. She still had work tonight, and she came over to give me a kiss, saying, "Thanks for taking me out. It was fun."


"It was," I said with a smile, and then she was gone.


Predictably, now the girls all wanted to know where I'd been. I decided not to tell them. They'd left the house, so I'd taken Sasha and enjoyed my weekend. Period.


To a girl, they promised to never leave me alone again.


It sounded rather nice. And then Andie curled herself up in my lap, hugged my neck, and nuzzled herself against my cheek. "I'm sorry we bailed. It was a bad joke, and we've learned our lesson. We'll make it up to you. I promise."


And they did.


That night, the girls really made it up to me. It started with parking me on the couch and then every single one of them kneeling over and giving me a blowjob. Seriously. One-by-one, the eight girls in the house bent over and sucked my cock as a kind of pledge of their fidelity, confirming their desire to be a part of my harem. I was taken by surprise a little, especially since Kirstie, Jayden, and Jordyn participated as well, as they'd never actually put their mouths on my cock on Thursday. None of them sucked me for more than a minute, so I was in no danger of cumming. But once they all performed their ritual, Jamie and Lakhi took me upstairs while the other girls made dinner.


I didn't last very long the first round. Having gone nearly two days without an ejaculation, not to mention the round robin blowjobs in the living room, had me at the edge of my control. I nailed Lakhi to the mattress before blowing my wad deep inside her cunt, and Jamie was only too happy to suck it out of her. The girls then sucked me back to hardness and climbed aboard for Round 2, which lasted for a period a little more consistent with my usual endurance. And in the end, I splattered my spunk all over Lakhi's D-cup melons, and Jamie was only too happy to lick it off of her.


The three of us head back downstairs for dinner, and I found that Jocelyn, Tonya, Nora, and Whitney had all returned to the house. The first eight made the four newcomers do the Suck Ben's Cock ritual – even the two with steady boyfriends, Jocelyn and Whitney – not that they minded. And then our whole group settled down for a pleasant evening as we returned to normal. I especially liked it when seven o'clock chimed and the outer layers of clothing came off.


After dinner, Leticia and Jeannie escorted me upstairs to help me shower. The sophomores sandwiched me between their soaped-up naked bodies. They also both did mouth checks to make sure my penis was clean, and Jeannie even gave me a rim job for a minute before backing up and giggling about it. But they didn't get me off, and once we were dry, they escorted me while I wore nothing but a towel into my bedroom.


There, I found not one but TWO sets of sisters waiting for me. Jayden and Jordyn Schenke draped their tall, slender bodies over the two armchairs. Jayden wore black high heels, her feet on the coffee table and I saw miles and miles of leg before her tan skin was interrupted by a high cut dark green thong that matched a satin bra that held up and pushed together her C-cup breasts. Jordyn was in the opposite chair, her ankles resting on top of Jayden's shins, wearing an identical green ensemble with the same black high heels. Both of them also wore black satin chokers around their graceful necks, each with a dangling gold-plated letter 'J' hanging from it like a pendant.


By contrast, Andie and Kirstie Holland were on top of my bed, Andie reclining on her right elbow wearing a white lace teddy with matching gartered-stockings and see-thru panties. Kirstie wore an identically-designed ensemble, only everything was colored pink. And she knelt upright while sitting on her heels, gently stroking her big sister's hair back from her face.


Beside me, Leticia grabbed the corner of my towel and then whipped it off my body, revealing me in my fully naked glory with a hard erection pointing almost straight out in front of me. Jayden visibly licked her lips and then beckoned to me with a curled finger.


I walked over and stood before her while she sank to her knees on the floor. Jordyn knelt beside her, and then I held their identical heads while the twins gave me a dual blowjob. Just like on Thursday, neither showed any concern for making tongue contact with her sister, and several times they wound up kissing around my cock. Then, Andie slipped off the bed and came up behind me, taking my hand and gesturing for me to relocate there.


I lay flat on my back in the middle of my king bed while all four girls did their best to give me pleasure with their tongues, mouths, and hands. I wound up making out with Kirstie while Andie took over blowjob duties. Jayden and Jordyn moved to either side of me, rubbing my skin and rubbing the Holland sisters as well. And then Jordyn took over kissing me while I began peeling off Kirstie's teddy to free her breasts so I could then switch over and start suckling on her nipples.


After a while, Jayden looked like she wanted to mount my cock, but I waved her away and rolled off the side of the bed. At my direction, all four girls removed their panties and lay on their backs side-by-side-by-side-by-side along the long edge of the mattress. And then I stood up like an orchestra conductor, raising my hands together before parting them slowly and intoning in a resonant voice, "Open ... sesame..."


Giggling, all four girls parted their legs, having to cross them over each other to do so. Four hot babes, three of them 18-year-old teenagers, lay waiting for me to ravage them. The Schenke twins still wore their high heels, and the Holland sisters still wore their stockings. But four pink pussies were on full display, and I intended to make sure all four of them were filled with my cum before the night was through.


I succeeded.





-- MONDAY, APRIL 3, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



Sasha and I made the final turn for the house and I whistled, idly wondering who would be home. After the failed April Fool's prank, I was no longer worried about ever returning to an empty house, at least not for a while. While the harem girls had said that as individuals they wouldn't rule out finding love and romance with other boyfriends, most of them were actually quite happy with our casual and mutually-beneficial relationships, and had insisted that they planned to keep Tri-Delt West going through the end of the semester at the very least. Andie added privately that she'd move into my bedroom permanently if I'd let her. So really it was a question of "who and how many" would be home, not "if".


Indeed I found six harem girls in the house. Lakhi and Nora were in the kitchen. And Jocelyn, Jamie, Whitney, and Tonya were at the dining table studying.


But they weren't the only ones studying. After not seeing her for the entire weekend, I found that Peyton had returned to my house. With her she had all four members of her cabinet: Annette, Natalee, Misty, and Grace, and apparently the five of them had just finished up a Sorority meeting covering a variety of executive topics.


Now complete, though, the girls started pulling out their textbooks. I'd caught them during this transition period, and in the course of exchanging pleasantries, I noticed something familiar. It was a Corporate Finance book, the same one I had used myself last semester. And it was in the hands of Peyton Kent.


I pointed at it and asked, "You're taking Corporate Finance? I didn't know you were in the Business program."


Peyton looked up at me. "Oh, I'm not. I'm an Econ major."


I frowned. "My mistake. That's the textbook they use for the UGBA course. I didn't realize they used it for other classes."


She shrugged. "Actually, I AM taking the UGBA course. It's an elective for my major, more of a corporate business focus than pure finance classes in the Econ department. But don't get me started on this one. Things are NOT going well."


Natalee spoke up. "Hey, why don't you ask Ben for help? He's in the program, and Casey says he's the superstar of the Senior class."


My eyebrows popped. "Casey who?" I asked, although I had a sinking feeling I already knew.


"Casey McCahill," Natalee replied with a gleam in her eye. "We're friends. She's told me quite a few stories about the stuff she and Carolyn were doing with you earlier this semester. Mentioned something about your finishing move she termed 'Assfuckxiation'."


I blushed before realizing I had nothing to be ashamed about, and I shrugged with a grin. On impulse, I gave Natalee a leering look and said, "Hey just let me know if you ever want what she already got."


The freckled redhead smiled back and coyly posed herself for maximum cleavage exposure. "Hey, you're the one who said I can't cheat on my boyfriend."


I chuckled and nodded. "Oh, right."


Natalee turned back to Peyton. "Seriously, though. Ben can probably help you."


Peyton bit her lip and closed her eyes, simmering on that. Her deeply-etched frown told me that the absolute LAST thing she wanted was to give me one more thing I could leverage over her. She really did have a superiority complex or something, and it absolutely killed her to think about some GUY getting the best of her. But with a sigh, she looked up at me and asked, "Well, CAN you help?"


I took a deep breath and shrugged. "Well, yeah, I guess so. I took the class last semester. Got an A. I'd be willing to study with you a bit and see if there's anything I can help clarify."


Peyton brightened. "Really? It would mean SO much to me. There's only six weeks of school left and I'm starting to get pretty desperate. I'm doing bad enough that I'm in danger of failing, and Professor Rutledge is just slimy enough to make me believe the best way for me to pass his class is to sleep with him."


A chill ran down my spine. "What did you say?"


Peyton rolled her eyes and shook her head. "Well, I wouldn't DO it. At least ... Well ... Ugh, I know I shouldn't do it. But ... shit ... Without these credits I don't graduate."


I'd heard enough. My mind was racing a mile a minute, and an avalanche of long-buried emotions from last year had come screaming out of my brain and into the forefront of my consciousness. I blinked and suddenly found myself sitting on the couch beside Peyton, holding her upper arms in a death grip and leaning so far into her personal space that she looked seriously freaked out.


I didn't care. In a gravelly voice that felt like my vocal cords were being dragged across a cheese grater, I growled, "Did you say Rutledge?"


Chapter 19: Rutledge


HENRY



-- THURSDAY, DECEMBER 15, 2005, FINALS WEEK --



"Ohhhh ... fuuuuuucckk-ckk-ckk-ckk!" The beautiful blonde coed cried out, her entire body jerking forward with each impact of my pelvis against her bubble butt. Bent over my desk, she could feel the increased power of each thrust, feel the slight pain of my fingers digging into her hips as I tightened my grip, and feel me speeding up as I used her body for my own satisfaction. Her cunt was warm and wet, a pleasure tunnel of youthful flesh that surrounded my thick shaft snugly and yielded to each probing penetration. I'd wanted inside this pussy all semester, and now that I finally had it, I was determined to seriously enjoy myself.


I powerfucked the blonde's supple body for about a minute before I started to tire, and slowing down to a long-dicking motion I released her hips and slid my hands underneath the back of her blouse, the material allowing me free entry since it was completely unbuttoned. I recalled how firm and perky her tits had looked in a cherry red bra when she'd unbuttoned the blouse about ten minutes ago. And with that memory in mind, I slid my fingers higher along her naked spine so that I could unhook her bra and then circle my hand beneath her torso to lift her up enough so that I could hold both heavy breasts in my palms.


"Mmm..." she moaned as she pushed her chest up off the desk, surrendering to my desires and letting me fondle her nice melons while I continued to pump into her from behind.


"You like that?" I growled in a gravelly voice. "You like feeling my rough hands squeezing and groping your tits?"


"Yesss..." she hissed, arching her back and thrusting her ass back to meet me.


"Is this what you wanted? To feel my big dick splitting you open and filling you up?"


"Yesss ... So big ... I love it. Fuck me. Fuck me harder, Professor Henry..."


I groaned to hear the compliment, which reinforced what I'd already known all semester: that this hot slut had wanted me to fuck her brains out, period, even IF I didn't have control over her grades.


But I did have control over her grades, at least for this class. And what had started with an innocuous student-teacher meeting more than three months ago had finally come down to this: bending over, dropping her panties, and whoring herself out for an 'A'.


She certainly deserved it.


Now, to be fair, she certainly didn't deserve an 'A' for her coursework. Her homework was filled with errors and her exams exhibited a distinct lack of effort. Time and again, she'd proven that she couldn't keep straight the most important financial theories in her written answers. It wasn't that she was stupid – her math was excellent and she had mastered all the basics – but she failed at anything that required significant memory recall, and her work indicated that she was lazy more than anything else. Studying a little harder would have cured many of her ills, but she'd shown neither the inclination nor desire to put in the time and effort to do so.


Instead, she came to my office hours and begged me to give her the answers. Like any good teacher, I stressed the need for her to internalize her understanding and show self-mastery. Like any red-blooded male, I checked out her short skirt and low-cut blouse. She noticed both and flirted with me the way all pretty girls flirt with a man to curry favor. She agreed to call me "Henry" behind closed doors, and the next time she came to my office, I noticed that the extra slut-button on her blouse was undone.


A week later, she came by my office again. Her homework stunk and she was worried about the upcoming midterm. Two extra buttons on her blouse were undone, and I could easily see the little bow at the base of her emerald green bra. I rather obviously stared at her tits as we talked, but she made no verbal objection. I suggested private tutoring time outside of office hours, and she said she'd think about it.


Three days later, nearly in tears as she held her midterm with a big red 58 at the top of it, she unsubtly insisted she'd do anything to get her grades up. This time, she accepted my offer for private tutoring. And at 7pm on a Friday night, she came to my office in the nearly empty building.


I'd slouched in my chair, spreading my knees to the sides. I didn't say anything, not directly at least. But she took the hint, knelt between my feet, and pulled down my zipper.


Ten minutes later, as she scooped a glob of my jizz off her chin with a finger and popped it into her mouth, I let her watch as I went into the computer and changed her 58 to an 85. She understood that she wasn't going to get into the 90s unless she dropped her panties, but a passing grade on the midterm was good enough for now, and she walked out of my office.


Two weeks later she was back. 85 on the midterm or not, her homework was bad enough to drag down her overall grade. During private tutoring time, she crawled into my lap and made out with me for a few minutes before sliding a hand into my pants and stroking my shaft. That night was the first time I got to see her tits, as she knelt on the floor and fucked my dick between her big melons. I still didn't get pussy, but she got a pearl necklace. Her overall grade went up five points.


We didn't meet up very often. Both of our reputations were on the line, and she knew it. She frequently came to open office hours, sometimes alone and sometimes with a classmate. The "open" nature of office hours meant that anyone could walk in at any time, so she kept her blouse buttoned-up and her demeanor professional whenever a fellow student was in the room. But whenever we were alone, we flirted like crazy and she was only too happy to let me stare at her tits.


She sucked me off five times over the course of the semester, but she never put out or even took off her panties. She also wouldn't come over to my house, wary of putting herself in a potentially dangerous position. Each blowjob improved her grades, but she still only had a 'B' in the class. The way she'd resisted going any further than third base led me to believe that she was satisfied with her grade and wouldn't do anything further. That was okay; it wasn't like I was going entirely without pussy. One of her classmates, Maria Sandoval, had let me fuck her after the second midterm, and everyone knew I was boning Samantha Hitchcock, my T.A. Getting a new blonde coed to blow me a half-dozen times was good enough. I was willing to take what my students would give me, but I knew that pressuring them would only invite discovery and possibly even get me fired. I won't lie to myself: there's nothing moral about improving a girl's grades for sexual favors. But apart from that little detail, we were legal adults engaging in consensual sex. And I could live with that.


Besides, she went and flunked the final. And when she came to my office after that, she told me she wanted an 'A'.


Her eyes twinkled at the way I ravenously stared at her while she unbuttoned her blouse and showed me that cherry red bra. After keeping me at bay for three months, keeping her pants on the entire time, she showed no hesitation to drop her jeans before hopping onto my desk and shoving her hand into her panties. She masturbated herself for me, moaning and tilting her head left and right while caressing her own face and sucking on her pinky. She cupped her boobs and then curled a finger to me in invitation before telling me to take off her panties and give her pussy a lick.


Her cunt was a wet inferno before I got my tongue on it, and she was seriously juiced while grabbing the back of my head and shoving it into her crotch. Drumming her heels against my back, she moaned repeatedly, "Ohhh, eat me Professor! Eat me!"


I pulled up just once, reminding her to call me Henry. But something flashed in her eyes as she said coyly, "Right now, I'd rather call you my Professor."


I grinned and went back to work, realizing this had been a game for her as much as for me. Of course -I- got off on the idea of fucking my students, but every so often I found a coed who got just as excited by the idea of fucking her professor. There were always a one or two in each class; it was merely a matter of figuring out which ones.


More than once over the last two months, I'd wondered if this girl was too smart to be doing this poorly in my class. Perhaps she was flunking on purpose. Perhaps she realized she could get by using sexual favors and devoted her study time to other courses. Whatever the reason, we both were getting what we wanted. And after eating her to an orgasm, she was perfectly compliant as I tugged her off the desk, spun her away from me, and then bent her face down.


I swear she came again the moment I thrust into her. She loved having my dick inside her, and for a moment I cursed all the times she wouldn't let me into her panties over the duration of the semester. Maybe she'd never intended to let me get this far, only putting out when her final exam went so poorly. Maybe making me wait had simply been a part of her own seduction game, a slow build from a mechanical blowjob to making out to titfucks, fondling, and finally ending in sex right after the last test. Whatever the reason, I was only too happy to be fucking her now.


She seemed pretty happy as well. She kept squealing and screaming as I pistoned in and out of her, and I had to clap a hand over her mouth and whisper harshly in her ear to keep it down. Past experience had proven that these offices were actually pretty sound-resistant; but sound-resistant isn't sound-proof, and even though what we were doing was technically consensual, I'd still have a really hard time explaining it to the school board.


But the longer we fucked, the harder it was for EITHER of us to keep quiet. Her pussy simply felt too good, and the mental high of finally bagging the peroxide-blonde coed with the big tits in the front row had me ecstatic with pleasure. After fucking her to one orgasm, I pulled out and rolled her onto her back. She cooed at me and hooked her legs over my shoulders as I stepped forward and shoved myself back inside. And now with her blouse parted to the sides and her bra loose, I palmed her tits again and used them as handholds to really ram her and find my own pleasure.


"Fuck me, Professor Henry! Fuck me!" she urged, her dark eyes glowing with heat as she stared me down. "Harder! Please! Harder!"


"I'm gonna cum," I grunted, feeling my balls tighten. "I'm gonna cum all over your pretty tits."


"Yes! Cum on my tits! Bathe me in your sperm and shower me with your big load. Cum on me! Cum on me! Cum!!!"


"Arrrgh!" Jerking out of her sodden cunt, I took my meat in hand and began to jack it furiously. The blonde coed slipped off the desk, dropping to the floor while holding up her own tits and tilting her head back with a gaping mouth. Just the sight of her like that was enough to set me off, and with three final jerks on my shaft, I groaned and came, spraying forth a line of creamy jism that streaked across her lips and down her chin.


"Mmm..." she moaned, closing her mouth and tilting her head away from me while thrusting her chest forward. I bent and aimed my cockhead at her cleavage, knowing that subsequent shots wouldn't fly quite so far. And with repeated strokes I pumped out the rest of my load over her round breasts.


When I was done, I sagged forward and braced an arm against my desk. Keeping her eyes turned up to stare at me, my pretty blonde student scooped up globs of cum from her own tits, popping them into her mouth and moaning as if they were the most delicious treat she'd ever tasted. It was enough to almost get me hard again, but let's face it: I'm 44 and it would take a little more than mere visuals to get me erect again this fast.


That didn't happen, and instead she retrieved a napkin from her purse and cleaned herself up before fishing out a compact and checking to make sure her makeup hadn't been too messed up. As she re-applied her lipstick, she flashed a smile at me and started re-fastening her bra and blouse, asking, "Was it everything you hoped for, Professor Henry?"


I grinned, pulled up my pants, and slumped into my chair. Nodding gratefully, I replied, "Amazing."


Her eyebrows arched, and her smile broadened as she retrieved her own jeans and panties. "Is that an 'amazing' with an 'A'?"


I smirked and called up the grading program on my computer. She watched as I typed into the search box: Casey McCahill. And in the box underneath "Final Exam", I changed her 55 into a 95. It was enough to give her an A-minus in the class.


Giggling, Casey hugged my shoulders from behind, and then turned to peck my cheek. "Gee thanks, Henry!"


I patted her arm and replied, "It was my pleasure, Casey."


She pecked my cheek again before coming around the chair and sliding into my lap. Wrapping her arms around my head, she bent and shoved her tongue down my throat, making out with me for a minute or so before pulling back. And with a brilliant smile, she said, "You know, I'm taking one of your electives next semester, too! I'm looking forward to getting some more ... tutoring..."


I kissed her back and replied, "Me, too."





-- TUESDAY, JANUARY 17, 2006 --



Swinging opening one of the cabinets above my desk, I parked my face in front of the mirror affixed to the back side of the door and checked my appearance. Vanity was a vice I couldn't resist, and since today was the first day of the new semester, I HAD to be sure I looked my best. Now, I would never stoop to makeup or anything like that, but I made sure my long hair hung over my shoulder just right, and I smiled broadly to reassure myself of how that expression would look. Just the right amount of confidence and charm, although the crows feet wrinkles besides my eyes were becoming worrisome.


I checked to make sure the sleeves of my shirt were rolled up to my elbows just right, and adjusted my Argyle vest so that it hung straight. Running my right hand up my cheek to collect loose hairs, I tucked them over my ear and then stepped out into the hall, immediately noticing the gorgeous brunette walking in my direction.


"Good morning, Viktoriya," I said grandly, my perfected charming smile on my lips right away.


She rolled her eyes dismissively and brushed past rather rudely, not pausing to apologize even though her shoulder clipped mine. "Henry..." she drawled in passing, the absolute minimum of politeness.


I sighed and turned to follow her toward the stairs that would lead us both down to our classrooms. I stared at her perfectly formed ass encased in a long but tight black skirt. For a woman in her forties, Viktoriya Isakova truly was in excellent shape. Still, she had lived up to her ice queen reputation, rejecting all of my advances and never giving me an inch. "Bitch," I muttered beneath my breath.


Turning at the stairs, my fellow professor shot me a cold blue stare, and I wondered for a moment whether or not she'd heard me. I smiled genially, but she turned her eyes forward and descended rapidly.


I didn't believe in auspicious signs, but this hadn't been the best start to the new semester. Still, I knew I was about to walk into a room full of excited young minds, a decent percentage of them female. And I held out hope that the day would only get better.


It did.


This morning I was teaching this semester's Corporate Finance class, and I knew from reviewing the list of students enrolled that TWO of my previous conquests would be in attendance. Neither of them had promised me future sex the way Casey had, and past performance did not necessarily guarantee future results. But I had found that girls willing to trade favors for previous grades were far more likely to do so again.


But even more exciting was the fresh blood in the class. Even though this was a Senior-level course, there were two Juniors enrolled, one of them a very pretty girl. But overachieving Juniors rarely did poorly enough to need any grade enhancement, so I didn't really think I would get anywhere with her. On the other hand, three Econ majors had enrolled, and those students often had some difficulty transitioning from pure financial math to corporate business concepts. Of the three, two were male and one female, and oh what a female! Dirty-blonde, with electric green eyes. Pouty lips simply MADE for sucking dick. Curves to die for, with two big sweater-puppies denting out a form-fitting pastel purple top in a way that made me want to bite my knuckles to keep from saying something stupid in public. And she had a way of carrying herself, even seated at a desk, that screamed out raw sexuality. I took attendance, and when she raised her hand at the name Peyton Kent, I decided then and there that I would have her before the semester was out.


One way ... or another.





-- FRIDAY, JANUARY 20, 2006 --



"Miss McCahill. Please stay a moment?"


The peroxide-blonde in the front row looked up, and then shrugged as she said something to her friend in the desk beside her. Both of them packed away their belongings, but then the friend got up and departed while Casey remained in her seat.


One-by-one, I dealt with the three students who had come to ask questions of me after class. One-by-one, they each departed as well. And only then did the pretty coed stand up and saunter over to me, swaying her hips side-to-side while a smile played upon her lips.


"Hello there, Henry. What can I do for you?" she asked sweetly.


I frowned and folded my arms over my chest. Despite her suggestive posing, we were in a public classroom with the door wide open. "Casey, you didn't turn in your homework this week."


Her eyes popped open and she touched a finger to her lips, taking on an patently-false expression of complete innocence. "Really? I had no idea?"


I saw right through her play-acting. "You have to at least attempt your coursework," I scolded.


"I'm so sorry, Professor. I've been a naughty girl. Please, sir. I'm sure there must be something I can do to make it up to you." She reached out and took my hand.


Hurriedly, I jerked my hand out of her grasp. "You can't DO that here!" I hissed.


Feigning innocence with a pinky between her lips, she batted her eyelashes coquettishly and mused on that for a moment. "You're right. This is definitely not the place. Perhaps we should discuss this in your office?"


I sighed. "Casey. It's the middle of the school day."


Her eyes sharpened. "Are you saying you don't want a blowjob right now?"


I blinked twice. Even with students who had previously put out for me, none of them had ever come onto me this fast before. Not even Samantha when she was a student. "I ... uh ... I didn't say that. But perhaps this evening would be a better time for some private tutoring."


Casey shrugged and shook her head. "Sorry, but I've got a date tonight."


My eyebrows rose. "A date?"


She giggled. "I'm a single college girl. Dates happen."


I frowned, momentarily annoyed.


Casey slipped her hand into mine again. "Come on. Let's go up to your office. I really want an 'A' on that homework assignment."


I sighed and let her tug me up the aisle. But before we left the classroom, I pulled my hand away and said, "We can't be seen together. I'll go upstairs first. Come to my office in five minutes, okay?"


Casey shrugged like she didn't care. "Whatever. Okay."





-- FRIDAY, JANUARY 27, 2006 --



"You wanted to see me, Professor?"


I glanced up and saw a mesmerizingly beautiful blonde leaning against the half-open door, almost absentmindedly knocking on the wood. I sat up straight and collected the stack of papers I was grading in my hands, bouncing them off the desk to straighten them out before setting the whole stack aside. "Peyton, yes. Please, come in."


As she gracefully walked into the room, I reached over and took hold of one of the chairs next to the conference table, turning it so that she and I would be facing each other without any obstructions between us. I wanted to have a full view of this gorgeous example of femininity. She set her bag down alongside a chair leg and then sat obediently, her posture erect and poised.


My eyes momentarily flicked up and down her body. She truly was one of the sexiest and most exciting students I'd ever seen. Feeling my gaze upon her, the pretty coed actually perked up and preened a little. So far my once over had not been lingering enough to be dirty, and a pretty girl likes to be reminded of her attractiveness. Still, I returned my attention to her face before she might start to feel uncomfortable.


I smiled and gave her a paternal smile. "Peyton, do you know why I've called you in here?"


Pursing her lips momentarily, she thought for a moment and then shook her head. "I'm afraid not, Professor."


"Please, call me Henry."


She arched an eyebrow at that, but said tentatively, "Henry..."


I beamed before schooling my features and stating seriously, "Peyton, I make it a point to be involved in my students' progress, to proactively step in to encourage or otherwise assist them and make sure they properly understand the material before it becomes a problem. I'm asking a number of students to see me here on the basis of their performance these first couple of weeks, and you are unfortunately one of them."


She frowned. "Is there a problem?"


"I'm trying to avoid a problem. You see, Peyton. I'm already familiar with most of my students in this class. They've been part of the business program for a year now, but I've never had your pleasure before. So I don't know whether your poor showings on the two homework assignments thus far are an aberration or if it shows a fundamental lack of understanding."


Her frown deepened. "Lack of understanding?"


I gave her an apologetic shrug. "Most of the students coming from the Econ major excel during the initial phases of this course, while we're still rooted in basic finance. But as we get deeper into Corporate philosophy and structures, the material becomes harder for those not from the business program. An Econ major performing well during the first two weeks might very well have no problem as the semester winds on, but my dear, you've gotten low 70s on both homework assignments thus far. And I don't want to see your scores get any worse."


She pursed her lips and shook her head. "The material has been ... challenging ... thus far."


"And I'm afraid you're only going to find it even more challenging. Do you have any friends you can study with?"


"No. None of my friends are in the class."


"Really? I noticed on the class roster that there are two fellow Econ majors enrolled."


She shook her head. "We're acquaintances. Nothing more."


"Then perhaps it would do you some good to find one or two classmates you'd feel comfortable working with, and ask them to partner up for studying. If you want, I could even ask some of the students on your behalf."


She shook her head immediately, holding her head erect pridefully. "That won't be necessary. I'll manage just fine on my own."


I frowned and leaned forward, an encouraging expression on my face. "Really, it's something you should consider."


"I will. Thank you for the advice."


"Well, I also have open office hours," I said, sitting back in my chair and gesturing expansively to the room around us. "You're more than welcome to drop by with any concerns."


"Thank you, Professor."


"Henry, remember?"


She blushed and granted me a demure, "Henry."


I smiled warmly. "Think about it. The semester is young, and you still have time to figure things out. But the total semester is only sixteen weeks, and as each one passes, your challenge will only get harder."


"Thank you ... Henry ... I understand."


I smiled and waved at her dismissively. "See you in class."





"Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!"


Braced on her forearms with her ass in the air, the beautiful blonde grunted in rhythm with each impact of my pelvis against her butt cheeks. Her entire body jerked forward, but just before she reached the apex of her forward progress, I reversed course and felt my cock slowly retract from her tight cunt, only my grip on her waist preventing me from becoming fully dislodged as I yanked her body back to meet my next thrust.


"Oh, Henry..." Samantha groaned, turning back to look at me as I skewered her from behind. "Oh, Henry..."


Growling, I reached up and pushed my hand down on the back of her head, shoving my teaching assistant's face down into the mattress. I didn't want to see her face, not right now. It would ruin the fantasy I was conjuring in my head, the visual that it was actually undergraduate coed Peyton Kent bent over before me on my bed and not the 23-year-old teaching assistant I'd been banging for nearly three years now.


It wasn't that I was tired of Samantha. She was beautiful and sexy and only too willing to let me violate her nubile body at a moment's notice. She was just ... known ... and Peyton was the unknown. It was the mystery of a girl I'd never had before that made seducing students each semester so much fun.


Closing my eyes and concentrating on the sensations of my cock imbedded in a warm cunt, I resumed fucking her. I worked my brain to recall everything about Peyton when she'd come to my office this afternoon, from the pout of her lips as she frowned to hear she wasn't doing well in my class to the swell of her breasts encased in yet another form-fitting sweater. I knew she would have glorious breasts, not too big, but certainly bigger than Samantha's which were currently in my palms.


Dammit, I was losing the fantasy again. Pulling my hands away from Samantha's tits, I stroked them instead along her spine and closed my eyes once more. I tried to remember the scent of Peyton's perfume, and the hourglass shape of her body as she sat in the chair in front of me. And the way she slipped off the chair, knelt at my feet, and unzipped me to pull out my already-growing cock.


Shit, I was losing the Peyton fantasy again. SHE hadn't given me a blowjob this morning; that had been Casey again. The impish girl simply wouldn't do her damn homework, and she insisted on earning her grades in another manner. It wasn't that I minded getting a blowjob. She certainly knew how to orally please a man. But if she kept doing this every week, and especially during the middle of the day, I was certain we would eventually get caught.


It would be safer if Casey would come by later in the evening, when the building was more or less empty. Fridays especially were quite dead. But she'd told me she had another date, and when I asked if it was the same guy, she'd teased me by asking if I was worried she'd cut me off.


Hell, I wouldn't mind a middle-of-the-day rendezvous if Casey would at least put out, but for one thing she insisted that no homework assignment was worth her pussy, and for another she couldn't possibly show up to a date with an already-fucked cunt. I'd probably have to wait for a midterm at least before she let me stick it in her again.


In the meantime, I still had Samantha to stick it to. She probably deserved more from me for her loyalty. In some ways, she was the perfect girlfriend: obedient, loyal, and lacking any jealousy for the way I continued to prowl on my students. More than once, my annoying conscience had suggested I publicly accept her as my girlfriend. It wouldn't be a big deal; she wasn't my student any longer. But for one thing, why buy the cow when you can get the milk for free? And for another, going public would require me to get a new teaching assistant. And it was terribly convenient for her to be my T.A. whenever I got horny while we were both in my office.


So that was settled. Peyton wasn't doing so well in my class, but not poorly enough for me to make a move on her just yet. Casey would probably give me another blowjob next week, and she was good enough that it was something to look forward to even if she didn't put out. And my two other conquests from previous semesters, Jennifer and Roselyn, were exhibiting early struggles with the material as well.


The semester was sixteen weeks. There was still time.


For now, I rammed forward, grabbing onto Samantha's hips and pounding the shit out of her. And right when her knees buckled and she collapsed facedown onto the mattress, I relaxed my PC muscles and felt my ejaculation flow.





-- TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 14, 2006 --



"Professor, please..." Roselyn Marquez was crying, hugging herself while her tears streaked her dark makeup. I rather liked the way fashion trends had turned some of these young girls into virtual raccoons, wearing so much black around their eyes. I especially like the way their eyeliner and mascara ran when they cried, even more so when they cried because they were choking while my big dick plunged deeper into their throats.


Not that my big dick was in Roselyn's throat, not today at least. I'd seen the sight before, last year when the Mexican beauty was in my pre-requisite Finance course. She'd never managed a deep throat before and only barely pulled it off with me. But I told her I would only give her a 'B' in the course if she pulled it off, otherwise it would be a 'C'. And so she'd swallowed her gag reflex, pressed her lips around the base of my cock, and then swallowed every drop of spunk I sprayed against her tonsils.


And I wanted to see it again.


"There has to be something else I can do to improve my grades," she pleaded.


"You did it before," I reasoned cheerfully. "No reason why you can't do it again."


"It HURT last time. I felt like my throat got scratched, and my voice went hoarse for a week."


"You might say a little discomfort might be worth a 'B'." I shrugged. "On the other hand, if you don't want to do it, you already know what will get you an 'A'."


Roselyn's eyes shot up, and if anything she started crying harder while shaking her head vigorously.


I reached forward and gently stroked her arm. She was sobbing so hard that she didn't recoil from my touch, and in fact allowed me to slip off my chair and kneel next to hers. I hugged her warmly, stroking my student's back while shushing her gently. And eventually, she managed to regain her composure.


"I can't have sex with you," she whimpered pitifully, turning her big brown eyes up to me.


I shook my head. "You don't have to. I was simply offering you the opportunity. I can't just hand out 'A's for nothing. And unfortunately, your performance on the midterm was not what either of us had hoped for."


"I can't have sex with you," she repeated.


"Then don't. Go home. Study harder. A 63 on one midterm will not single-handedly destroy your grade. An 'A' in the class is extremely unlikely; I'll be honest with you about that. But you can still pull yourself up to a 'B' completely on your own."


Roselyn nodded eagerly, and I stood up, returning to my chair while she wiped her eyes. I pulled a tissue from the box on my desk and handed it to her. She cleaned herself up and then asked for another tissue, which she used to blow her nose before throwing both into the trash can.


I gave her a warm, unthreatening smile and said, "Good luck. I mean it, Roselyn. All I want is to see you succeed in this class. I do hope you study hard and that your work shows remarkable improvement."


She nodded and then stood up, gathering her bag before turning and walking to the door. But before she opened it, the Mexican beauty turned and looked back at me, and since I thought our meeting was over, it took me a few seconds to look up at her.


"I can't have sex with you ... tonight," she stated quietly in a nervous voice. "Tonight is Valentine's, and I have a date with my boyfriend."


I shrugged and nodded. "Totally understandable."


"But what about ... tomorrow night? I'll go to your house."


Blinking in surprise, it took me a moment for her words to sink in. But then smiling genially as if I'd expected her response all along, I merely grabbed a post-it note and scribbled down my address. Extending it out to her, I suggested, "Nine o'clock?"


She hesitated before taking the note from me, but she did. Staring down at the numbers and letters on the yellow square of paper, she nodded before looking up and staring at me with renewed determination. "Okay. Nine o'clock."


I smiled back at her, and let my eyes rove rather wolfishly up and down her body. Roselyn had J.Lo's ass, and I was already imagining what it would look like up close and personal while I fucked her from behind. "Looking forward to it."





With Roselyn gone, I turned my attention to the rest of my Corporate Finance students. Jennifer Chiu, unfortunately, had improved markedly as a student and no longer needed my special brand of grade-enhancement. She had a solid B+ in the class, and while I'd dropped an innuendo or two that it wouldn't take much from her to push that up to an 'A', so far she seemed content to go through this class without any special favors.


Nandita Sircar, on the other hand, had sunk down into the mid-60s with a terrible midterm. Initial student-teacher meetings had shown her to be an exceptionally reserved young woman, and I wouldn't have been surprised to learn she was still a virgin. While not beautiful, she had a waifish cuteness that appealed to me, and I certainly fantasized a time or two about pinning her small body beneath me and forcibly penetrating that precious maidenhead. This fantasy alone was what kept her on my radar, and kept me flirting with her despite the girl's utter lack of response. In the end, she'd probably simply fail the class, and I'd have nothing to do with it. If nothing else, her reticence probably made her too much of a tattletale risk even IF she gave in. But if her mood changed sometime in the next several weeks, I was ready to seize the opportunity.


And that brought me to the premium object of my lust: Peyton Kent. On academic performance alone, she deserved a grade in the mid-70s. That would have put her in a position of at least passing the course, if not doing so comfortably. The problem was: a passing grade was no motivation. So ever since that first homework assignment, I'd been ... adjusting ... her marks.


Errors that would have cost another student four or five points cost Peyton six or seven. Essay answers from her were interpreted with extreme prejudice. And then of course there was the bookkeeping error that recorded the 72 written in red ink on her exceptionally valuable midterm as a 62 in my computer system. It was an accidental keystroke that could be explained away and verbally apologized for if discovered, but in the meantime it was the catalyst for pushing her overall grade quite firmly into the sixties.


It wasn't the first time I had fudged a student's grades in order to gain influence over her, and my past results had mostly been satisfactory indeed. If Peyton had been a better student, a B-student at least, I wouldn't have been able to fudge her grades enough to do this. But she was a middling 'C' at best, and the course was only going to get more difficult. I had already requested a student-teacher meeting with her tomorrow, and I had high hopes that I now had the leverage necessary to ... nudge ... her in the right direction.


I was still fantasizing about the things I was going to do to Peyton when there came a knock at my door. Frowning, I checked my calendar and noted that this wasn't office hours and that I hadn't scheduled any other meetings today. Nonetheless, someone had come to my office and I called out loud enough to get through the sound-resistant door, "Come in!"


The door cracked open about a foot and Casey McCahill stuck her pretty head in. She grinned at me and peeked around the office. "Did I come at a bad time? Anyone else in here?"


I rolled my eyes and gestured her inside. I wouldn't be so crazy as to attempt anything with anyone in the middle of the day like this ... at least, except for the last few weeks when she had cornered me for a blowjob. But at least those had been Fridays when traffic was a little less.


Casey came in and closed the door behind her, but didn't lock it. I felt both relieved and disappointed: relieved that with an unlocked door she wouldn't try to sneak in another blowjob, and disappointed that I wouldn't get another blowjob. But I took a deep breath and cleared my head, gesturing her into the usual chair while I swiveled mine to face her.


She didn't sit. Instead, she put both hands on the backrest and bent over the chair, low enough to give me a nice view of her cleavage. Two extra slut-buttons were undone, showing off a pink bra with black lace trim encasing her big titties. Watching my eyes zero in on her rounded boobs, she gave me a coy smile and a wink before asking, "I realize it's a little late for me to be asking, but do you have plans for tonight?"


My eyebrows arched. "Plans? It's Valentine's Day."


"Oh, I know. That's why I'm asking."


"Shouldn't a pretty young thing like you have guys banging down the door for a chance to be with you tonight?"


"To be honest, there's only one guy I wanted to be with tonight..." She sighed mournfully before glancing up and seeing my stricken look. Laughing, she stood up straight and added, "No, not you, silly. A young guy. A student. But he's neck deep in pussy right now and I can't get in with that crowd. So I'm here. Thought I'd kill two birds with one stone."


I frowned and asked, "What do you mean by that?"


Casey giggled. "You haven't seen my midterm yet, have you?"


"How could I? You're not taking it until tomorrow."


"I know. Quite rude of a professor to schedule a midterm for the day after Valentine's, don't you think. Some girls – not me – actually have dates tonight and can't study."


I shrugged. If a girl performed a little more poorly on a midterm ... well ... that could only be good for me, right?


"Anyways," Casey continued, now tracing her fingertips along her open blouse, brushing against her upthrust tits. "I thought I should warn you ahead of time that I'm not showing up to class tomorrow to take the exam."


I groaned. "Casey, you have barely done a thing in class all semester. You can't expect me to keep letting you coast by like this."


"Can't I? We've got a deal, don't we? I keep blowing you, and you keep giving me passing grades."


"Blowjobs suffice for homework; this is a midterm we're talking about. It's one thing to ask me to revise a mid-50s score upwards to a 'B'. It's quite another thing to ask me to give you a passing grade when you won't even show up!"


"You can stick it in my ass," she said levelly, evaluating me coolly.


I blinked rapidly and suddenly found myself short of breath. Samantha never let me put it in her ass. "Excuse me?"


"Not just a blowjob. You can fuck me again. And you can even stick it up my ass. Tonight. I'll come to your house. You can have me for as long as you want me. All night. Fuck me and cum all over my tits and then I'll suck you hard and you can ram it up my poop chute. And then I'll even suck you hard again."


My mouth was dry. I'd bedded more than a few sluts ever since I became a professor. By nature, it's the wilder ones who are more willing to put out to improve their grades. I'd even sodomized a few along the way. But not even the most wanton bitches had ever been quite so ... blunt ... the way Casey was right now.


"You serious?"


She sighed mournfully once again. "You're catching me at an opportune moment. I'm horny, and I'm lonely, and the guy I want is banging someone else. More than a couple of someones from what I understand."


"I'm sorry."


She waved me off. "Not your fault. Point is: It's Valentine's and I'm in the mood to get ridden hard. I figured you'd be up for it. But a deal's a deal, and I want my 'A'."


My cock was rock hard in my pants from the ideas Casey was putting into my head, but I sighed regretfully. "Actually, I do have plans tonight," I confessed. "Like you said, it's Valentine's."


"With who? Samantha? That's fine. I do girls, too."


My eyes popped open. "Excuse me?"


Casey grinned, pinky at her lips as she posed herself and gave me a coy smile. "Like I said: You're catching me at an opportune moment."





-- FRIDAY, FEBRUARY 17, 2006 --



"You wanted to see me, Professor?"


I glanced up and saw a mesmerizingly beautiful blonde leaning against the half-open door. I sat up straight and swept the papers on my desk over to the side, immediately giving her my full attention. "Yes, Peyton. Please, come in. Samantha, I'll see you next week."


It was late in the afternoon on a Friday. By design, I'd scheduled this meeting for the end of the day when the building would be emptying and there would be fewer eyes around. My lissome blonde teaching assistant stood up, collected her things, and smiled at me. Although our professional roles meant that she wouldn't be returning to this office until Monday, I already knew I'd be seeing her well before next week. If nothing happened with any of my students, I'd call Samantha and have her in my bed tonight. If something did, I'd have her come over on Saturday. She would only be too happy to do so, especially after the Valentine's night I'd given her. It had started with a romantic public dinner with flowers and chocolate and the whole nine yards. It had ended with blindfolding her on my bed while we made out, and then sneaking Casey into the room to begin eating her out to orgasm before I moved up the bed and fed Samantha my cock. To say Samantha was surprised was a big understatement, as she'd never been with another woman before. But she was tipsy from the wine and in love from the date and extremely aroused from the orgasm Casey had given her, and we had quite the night to remember. Casey even talked Samantha into giving me her anal virginity.


Go Me!


But now I was on to the next conquest. I'd known from the beginning of the semester that out of all the girls in all of my classes, Peyton Kent was the one I wanted the most. I'd been fortunate that she'd done poorly enough to give me some fudging room, and I had hopes that her grade pressure would lead to her giving in. But none of it would matter if she closed up as much as Nandita Sircar, deciding she would rather fail.


I didn't think she would.


For one thing, I'd done my homework on Peyton these past weeks. I knew she was President of the Delta Delta Delta Sorority, and one doesn't become President of a campus sorority by being a virgin. Casual inquiries informed me that she was a queen bee personality, a type that had honestly given me quite a bit of trouble over the years. Girls like that were usually too prideful to easily give it up. On the other hand, girls like that were usually too prideful to let themselves fail, or let themselves been seen in a bad light. When faced with a situation where the only way to save face was some dark deed done in complete privacy, pragmatism usually won out over prissy ideals.


I'd noticed a change in Peyton over the past few weeks. Her confident strut had become more of a gallows trudge as she approached the chair I set out for her. Instead of sitting erect and imperious as she faced me, she kept her knees together and hands in her lap as her shoulders hunched over ever so slightly. While not a girl defeated, she was a girl worried about potential defeat. And her eyes were wary as she looked over at me.


My eyes took their time roving up and down her body. Seriously, Peyton Kent was fucking gorgeous. For weeks now, it took everything I had to avert my eyes from her in class. She was sex personified, her facial beauty and body's curves promising the greatest ride of my life. She was also thus far unattainable, resisting all of my flirtations with only the most minimal responses to maintain social politeness. Usually by the time following the first midterm, most girls I was pursuing had picked up on my innuendoes and Peyton was no different. But while some of my targets around this time frame began responding in kind, putting out feelers to see if they could somehow influence me into improving their situation, Peyton fell squarely into the camp of girls who didn't want to do a thing with me.


Such were the odds. Of all the girls enrolled in my classes each semester, maybe ten of them would perform poorly enough to put them within my reach. Of those ten, at least two of them would be physically repulsive enough for me to not even consider, but even the plain ones could sometimes suck dick like a dream. Of the eight left, usually only one or two would reciprocate my advances, which usually left about six who would rather fail than get on their knees. If Peyton were a plainer-looking girl, I would have let her walk away.


But she wasn't plain.


I wanted her. The way I let my gaze linger on her nubile body told her I wanted her. And I didn't want to let her go.


Weeks ago, she'd felt my momentary glance and preened for my attention. But the way I ogled her today let her know I was sizing her up as a sexual object, and not just a student. She was only too aware of the heat in my gaze, and she averted her eyes while almost subconsciously covering her exposed cleavage with a hand.


I knew my point had been made, and that I should stop staring. But for some reason I couldn't help myself. She was just too gorgeous, and I wanted her too much. I told myself to rein it in, to keep a lid on my lust. After all, the last time I'd felt THIS enamored with a girl had been with Dawn Evans, and that situation had nearly turned into a disaster.


The mental reminder of Dawn quickly put a damper on my lust, and I straightened up. Focusing my attention on Peyton's pretty face, I smiled and asked, "Peyton, do you know why I've called you in here?"


Pursing her lips momentarily, she sighed and replied, "My midterm performance, Professor."


"Hey..." I ran my hand through my hair and grinned jovially. "I've told you to call me 'Henry' outside of class."


"Thank you, Professor. But I'd feel more comfortable not using familiar names."


I frowned and sat up straight, putting on my imperious Professor mode. Now wasn't the time to continue flirtations. I'd made it clear I was sexually attracted to her. She would know her escape route when the time came. In the meantime, it was best to hammer home the precariousness of her academic situation. There were still nearly two months left in the class, and while she still had time to salvage her grade, the pressure would only mount with each passing week.


Steepling my fingers, I stared down at her and stated evenly, "My dear, I'm sure that you're aware that your major requires you to get at least a C-minus to receive credit for this course."


"I got a 72 on the midterm."


"Yes, but with a homework average in the sixties, you currently fall below the 70% cutoff for a C-minus."


She pursed her lips. "I'm getting better. I'm studying harder."


"For your sake, I do hope so. All I want is to see you succeed in this class. Have you considered what I suggested about seeking help from homework partners?"


She sighed. "I've just been so busy. I have a lot of other commitments and adhering to someone else's study schedule just isn't practical."


Good. Then she would have no one to compare her homework grades to. I could probably fudge her scores even further downward. Taking a deep breath, I canted my head and intoned, "Well then you'll need to make a decision at some point about how you prioritize your days. I realize that you are a busy girl, and quite popular too. But at some point, we must all realize that we are here for school. Understood?"


Glumly, she bowed her head. "Yes, sir."


"Good. I'll see you next Tuesday." I waved her off dismissively.


Peyton collected her bag and left quickly. I smiled and plotted out the rest of my seduction. This would be the last time I called her in for a student-teacher meeting, no matter how poorly her homework grades became. Even if her homework actually improved, my grading of her homework would not. Still, I would not call her in. Any further private meetings would be fruitless. She didn't respond to flirtation, and since she already knew I wanted to fuck her, to call her into my office would put her even more on the defensive. She would plod along, at least until the second midterm. And then perhaps when she saw a big fat 60 at the end of March with only six or seven weeks to go, SHE would come to ME.


The ball was in her court, and it would be up to HER to initiate contact with me again. And when she did so, she would be much more amenable to suggestion.


Perhaps I might even toy with her then. Maybe her grades would actually improve a little, just enough to get by. I could make that happen. The grades she saw on in red on her papers would continue to put her at the borderline, and with the lack of more student-teacher meetings she might even start to believe she had a comfortable 'C'. Only after the third and final exam in mid-April would I call her into my office and give her the dire pronouncement that she was solidly in the 60s, which would mean that she wouldn't get course credit. And this being the second semester of her Senior year, it would mean poor Peyton Kent would NOT graduate with her fellow classmates.


And then? Faced between bending over and dropping her panties versus not graduating? I was pretty sure an experienced young woman like a sorority President would be willing to take on a one-night stand she'd rather forget about. I wouldn't mind. It would be better for both of us if she forgot about me afterward ... as long as it was afterward.


Looks like I'd be calling Samantha tonight after all.





-- FRIDAY, MARCH 17, 2006 --



"Ohhh ... shit..." I groaned, slumping deeper into my chair. Half-heartedly, I continued tapping at my keyboard, but the keys I struck were pretty much random and I accomplished nothing productive, especially given that the only program running was Notepad.


It had been Casey's idea to hide underneath my desk and give her "working" professor a blowjob. Casey had been coming up with a lot of ideas lately, nearly all of them involving my dick entering her body in some fashion. I was pretty okay with that, despite the increasing riskiness of her behavior. She used to restrict our office encounters to Fridays when there were less people around, and she used to restrict those Fridays to blowjobs. But lately? There was the time three weeks ago that she'd come during office hours, locked the door, and dropped to her knees. If a student had come, I would have had a hell of a time explaining the locked door with a pretty peroxide-blonde coed in my office. Fortunately, none did until five minutes after she left.


Then there was the Friday afternoon two weeks ago when she bent over the desk and ordered me to fuck her. I couldn't turn her down, and she didn't do a very good job of keeping her voice down. Sound-resistant isn't sound-proof, and I was fairly certain that bitch Professor Ice was in the hallway when Casey finally left, leaking my cum into her panties.


And Lord help me, ever since Valentine's Casey had made a habit of seducing Samantha. It had started over a month ago when she'd come to the office, locked the door, and proceeded to talk my teaching assistant into letting her eat her out. I'd stayed at my desk, one eye on the locked door while Casey crawled between Samantha's legs, pulled over the crotch of the older girl's panties, and shoved her tongue inside. Casey then talked me into giving her my cell number with promises of subsequent threesomes, and I'd spent a number of weekend nights holed up in my house with both of them.


Fuck, Casey had started texting me on weekdays, asking to drop by my house. Sometimes she didn't even bother to text; she simply showed up. I swear the girl had the sex drive of a rabbit during mating season.


And now she was under my desk, giving me a blowjob during office hours with an unlocked door AND Samantha sitting at my conference table helping me grade papers.


This was starting to get out of control.


"Oh, shit," I grunted, squeezing my eyes shut as Casey gave me a particularly hard suck while simultaneously taking me deep into her throat.


Fuck, if this girl ended up being the death of my career, what a way to go.


[knock, knock]


I jerked upright and looked over to the door. Slowly, it swung open and a gorgeous dirty-blonde poked her head in. "Professor? Is it okay to come in?"


Fighting off the urge to panic, I rolled my desk chair forward all the way, abruptly pinning Casey underneath my desk. Fortunately, both Peyton Kent and the open doorway were on the opposite side, and since the desk back ran all the way to the floor no one would be able to see my hidden fellatrix, as long as she didn't make a sound.


I glanced over at Samantha, who was blushing at me. But fortunately, her presence at the conference table gave me an excuse to point Peyton into a chair on the opposite side of the desk. "Come in, Peyton. Open office hours..." I said neutrally, biting out the last three words with a sigh. Why did Casey have to be sooo fucking good at blowjobs that I couldn't resist her?


"Actually, I wanted to talk about my progress in the class," Peyton said with a sigh as she slumped into the chair opposite me. She had the demeanor of a defeated young woman. "That second midterm didn't go as well as I'd hoped."


"Well, as I said, these are open office hours. If you'd like to discuss your overall performance in detail, we can set up a private meeting for another time." I managed a tight smile, perfectly cognizant that we weren't alone. Office hours were usually for general discussions: clarification of lectures, tips on homework, that sort of thing. There would often be multiple students in the room, or Samantha's presence at the very least. Seducing pretty coeds into bartering sex for better grades usually happened in private. While both Samantha and Casey had to know that I was willing to "adjust" a student's grades for the right price, both of them had been far more willing partners. And since neither of them had ever been subject to the kind of methods I'd already used on Peyton, I'd rather they not be around for that kind of discussion.


"I don't mind Samantha being around for this." But Peyton shook her head. In fact, she looked rather relieved that a third party was present. "It'll just be a minute. And if it's about 'open office hours', I wouldn't mind going over the midterm with you to talk about some of the mistakes I made. I mean, I know I didn't do very well, but I honestly thought I did better than a 67."


I smiled, though behind my smile my teeth were almost grinding. The absolute LAST thing I wanted was an extended discussion with Peyton while Casey was trapped beneath my desk. The longer this went on the harder it would be for Casey to keep quiet, and the more likely it was that we'd get caught. "Of course my dear, but we've only about fifteen minutes left before the end of office hours, and it IS a Friday afternoon. I'm sure we both have many plans for our weekends. Really, I'd be happy to go over the midterm with you in greater detail next week, either in a private student-teacher meeting or during Monday's office hours. It's up to you."


Peyton's shoulders slumped. "It's just ... I can't get a 'D' in this course. I need a 'C' or I won't graduate!"


"I'm aware of the Econ major requirements."


"Please, sir. Aren't there any extra-credit assignments I can do to help catch up?"


I couldn't help it. The moment she suggested "extra-credit" my eyes gleamed for a moment as my gaze darted to Peyton's exposed cleavage. She wore a scooping V-neck today, and almost immediately she averted her gaze and covered herself with a hand.


"Professor, sir," she said, briefly glancing over to Samantha before scrutinizing the floor. Then she repeated carefully. "I wish to know if there are any academic assignments I might be able to complete to improve my overall score."


I sighed. "All assignments that count as credit toward your grade are in the syllabus. The semester is not yet over. While your scores to date put you firmly in the 60s, it is the result of two midterms and the collected assignments of the first half of the course. You still have the second half of assignments plus the third exam and the final, which combined will outweigh these first two midterms. Really, you still have all the power in the world to raise up your score through the existing academic assignments."


Peyton nodded slowly, but suddenly my attention wasn't on her anymore. My hands abruptly gripped the armrests and I had to stifle a groan. That saucy minx Casey had decided to slurp my half-hard cock back into her mouth.


"Thank you, Professor. I think I understand."


Putting on my best smile, I replied casually, "It's 'Henry', remember?"


Peyton stood up and shot me a harsh glare that was anything but friendly. "I remember, Professor." She turned and walked to the open door.


Casey had resumed sucking me, and as I found myself staring up and down Peyton's gloriously fuckable body, I had started hardening again. She really did have an amazing ass, and with my heart racing in my chest, I thought again about how perhaps I wanted this girl a little TOO much to be completely safe.


Perhaps feeling the heat of my gaze, the gorgeous dirty-blonde coed paused at the doorway and turned around. She caught me ogling her, and like an idiot I jerked my eyes away and felt my ears burn. And then she was gone.


Quickly, Samantha got up and closed the door, locking it with finality. Turning back to us, she hissed at the desk, "That was close! Either get out of there or hurry the fuck up!"


Fortunately for me, Casey decided on "hurry the fuck up". Rolling me back out into the open so that she could bob her head up and down without braining herself on the underside of my desk, she took my cock in both hands and rotated her fists in opposite directions while sucking powerfully on my crown. Despite going from hard to soft and then back to hard again, I already felt the tingling in my balls that signaled an eruption. And maybe thirty seconds later, I began ejecting gouts of hot lava that sprayed deep into my undergraduate coed's belly.


Wiped out momentarily, both from the ejaculation as well as the close call with Peyton, I slumped back against my chair in a daze.


Casey swallowed and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. And then sitting back on her heels, she looked up at me with an inquisitively arched eyebrow. "That was Peyton Kent? She's in one of your classes?"


I was still dazed, so Samantha answered for me. "She's in Corporate Finance. Tuesdays and Thursdays. They got their midterms back yesterday."


Casey made a face. "I know her. She's a tough one to crack, and she's not going to put out for you. She'd think it beneath her, no matter how badly she's doing in the class."


'Wanna bet?' was the first though into my mind, although I would never say it out loud. Doing my best to wipe the smirk off my face, I glanced down at Casey and shrugged. "Whether a student passes or fails is entirely up to them. You both know I never forced either of you into doing anything. I'm not going to make a student do anything against her will. If anything, I provide my students with an extra option, an available choice they wouldn't have in most other classes. I'm doing them a favor, really."


"Hmph, a favor? I'll bet." Casey shook her head wryly.


"Would you have passed Corporate Finance otherwise, my dear?" I asked her. "Would you be passing THIS semester either?"


Casey shrugged, but she conceded the point. "Okay no, I wouldn't. But don't act like you're doling out these favors from the goodness of your heart. You want in Peyton's panties, and badly, don't you?"


I sighed and shrugged. "The choice is hers."





-- TUESDAY, APRIL 4, 2006 --



Swinging opening one of the cabinets above my desk, I parked my face in front of the mirror affixed to the back side of the door and checked my appearance. Vanity was a vice I couldn't resist, and even though it was just another Tuesday, I HAD to be sure I looked my best. I ran my fingers through my thick, wavy hair. I sighed to notice how deep my wrinkles were getting. And I fixed the rolled-up sleeves of my shirt before heading over to my office door and then walking out.


Two people were already in the hallway, and instinctively my genially pleasant façade went onto my face, no matter how I truly felt inside. Really, I sort of detested both of the people there. Viktoriya Isakova I hated because she was unattainable, gorgeous, fuckable, and actively disinterested in me. If I didn't know any better, I'd think she was a bitter lesbian. Thing is, I knew for a fact that she fucked guys.


That's because I'd heard her fucking the young man she was with now, among others. While I messed around with my students during the school year, Professor Ice confined her activities to her summer interns. This past summer it had been Marco Latini. The year before it had been Ben. No big deal. I certainly didn't judge her for wanting to screw college students. But I still hated her for rejecting me.


My hatred for Ben was more by association. The guy had honestly never done anything to me. He was an excellent student and had never said an unkind word to me. But ever since the Dawn Evans incident, I had noticed something in his eyes whenever he looked at me. He knew; he had to. His girlfriend had told him what had happened that day after her Final, and it ... unnerved me ... to walk around the campus and even teach a guy who knew what I'd tried to do to his girlfriend, especially since she'd promptly dumped him and then left the school entirely.


At least I never actually nailed her. If I had, I was sure Ben would be giving me much worse than dirty looks. But I didn't like that he knew about me and Dawn, and I didn't like the looks that he gave me, and I didn't like that he was so chummy with Viktoriya. I didn't like either of them, but still I smiled genially and said, "Hello Viktoriya. Hello Ben."


Ben shot me that evil look. Viktoriya's expression wasn't much better. Hey, -I- was making an effort to appear civil. Why couldn't they? Instead of responding with some polite nothing, both of them turned their backs on me.


Whatever. Fuck 'em. I didn't need to spend my entire life trying to make people like me. With a disapproving sigh I wanted them both to hear, I turned and headed down the stairs to class.





-- SATURDAY, APRIL 8, 2006 --



"C'mon, Samantha. It's a Saturday night! I thought you'd be happy to go out tonight."


"I'm busy," my teaching assistant replied brusquely over the phone, a tone I'd been hearing a lot of the last couple of days. Maybe she was on her period or something. When was her last cycle? I couldn't remember.


"What, you got a hot date?"


She sighed wearily. "No, not that it's any of your business."


"You're my girlfriend. Of course it's my business."


"Girlfriend? Ha! Taking me out to dinner once every three weeks so you don't feel so bad for how often you're fucking me does NOT make me your girlfriend. Have you ever bought me roses? Have you ever talked to me about our feelings? Huh, Henry?"


"Whoa, whoa. What's with all the anger?" Sheesh. Maybe she WAS on her period. If that was the case, then maybe I'd be better off calling Casey instead.


"You know, if you're so hard up, why don't you call your bimbo teenager slut?" Samantha said hotly.


"She's not a teenager. And maybe I will!"


"Fine! Have a nice night!" Samantha then hung up.


I stared at my phone, wondering what bug had gotten into her. Yeah, I'd seen the signs of discontent for a couple of weeks now. While she'd started off as just another one of my undergraduate coed conquests three years ago, Samantha had gotten used to a sort of preferential status being my teaching assistant for the last two academic years. Sure, she'd long known I still screwed coeds for grades on the side, but I did spend most of my weekends with her, not to mention our occasional interludes in the office.


Still, after nearly two full years I'd never made her my official "girlfriend". Status quo had been good enough for a long while, and she'd never complained about it until just recently. Maybe this was her way of trying to get my attention, withholding sex unless I started giving her commitment signals. If that was the case, she was sadly mistaken. Samantha was a convenient lay, and I liked her. But there were always more coeds, and by now I was fucking Casey far more often than her. If anything, I'd find it harder to replace Samantha as my T.A.


Maybe that was part of the problem: Casey. Although Samantha would still participate in threesomes, after the first month or so she decided she really was straight and the girl-on-girl action started to tail off, except for occasions when she really wanted to titillate me. But even apart from the lesbian stuff, like I said I'd started fucking Casey more often than her. Not my fault, really. It was Casey doing the initiating, sending me dirty texts and naked picture messages and showing up at my house unannounced wearing nothing but a trench coat. What was I supposed to do, turn her down?


So Samantha didn't want to come over and suck my dick. Fine. I could do without her. Flipping open my cell phone once again, I dialed my student fuck-buddy and waited for her to pick up the end of the line.


She didn't.


The call went to her voicemail, and I hung up. Tapping my foot, I briefly thought about calling someone else. The only problem was: I HAD no one else. Roselyn Marquez had let me pork her from behind that night after Valentine's to get an 'A' on the first midterm. But miracle of miracles, after that she'd started to improve her scores entirely on her own. She was still only in the mid-80s, even with that first midterm 'A', but it was enough that she quite likely wouldn't need to give me even a single blowjob to pass the class. And Jennifer Chiu was plodding along in the high-70s. Maybe if I'd fudged her grades the way I'd been fudging Peyton's, I could have put her in the danger zone. The cute little Chinese girl's cunt had been SOOO tight last year. But that was last year, and she didn't need me this year. Too bad.


This was Casey's fault. She'd been screwing me blind for the last month, so that I hadn't even attempted to seduce anyone new, apart from my long-term Peyton plans. Her huge involvement in my life had also put off Samantha, and now she wasn't even answering her phone when I called. Fuck!


Or more to the point: I was NOT getting fucked tonight.





-- MONDAY, APRIL 10, 2006 --



"Miss McCahill. Please stay a moment?"


The peroxide-blonde in the front row looked up, and then sighed regretfully as she said something to her friend in the desk beside her. Both of them packed away their belongings, but then the friend got up and departed while Casey remained in her seat.


I dealt with both students who had come to ask questions of me after class, and then they left, leaving me alone in the room with my personal slutty coed. But she didn't get up, slumped in her seat while looking up at me. "What do you want? Besides the obvious?" she asked sullenly.


I frowned and folded my arms over my chest, but did not approach her, perfectly aware that we were in a public classroom with the door wide open. "Where were you all weekend? I texted and called you a bunch of times."


"I'm on my period."


"I still needed a blowjob."


"PMS. I wasn't in the mood."


"Casey..."


"Look. I think I've sucked and fucked you plenty of times to earn my grade in this class, alright?" she hissed before glancing around to make sure nobody was eavesdropping on us. "I'm sorry if you missed me, but don't you have Samantha for that sort of thing too?"


I sighed and rubbed my forehead. "She's ... she's mad at me. Honestly, I think because I've been spending so much of my time with you."


Casey shrugged. "Not my fault she's in love with you."


I blinked. "I take it that you're not."


She snorted. "The naughty student-professor thing has been fun. And you're a great lay. But no, love never entered the equation."


I shrugged like it wasn't a big deal, but then taking on a pleading expression, I asked, "Can you come up to my office? I've got some serious blue balls here."


Shaking her head, Casey got up and hoisted her backpack. "Seriously, Henry, I'm NOT in the mood. Maybe if you got cramps like I do every month you'd understand. Looks like it's rosy palm and her five sisters for the next few days. Maybe by Friday I'll be done. I'll see you later."


Without another word, she turned and walked out of the room.





-- THURSDAY, APRIL 13, 2006 --



"Samantha, will you please get me the folder on Working Capital?"


"It's in the drawer. Get it yourself," my lissome blonde T.A. barked from the conference table.


I pursed my lips, an angry retort welling up my throat. But I held my tongue and shook my head. Yelling at her wouldn't help my cause any. Samantha had been giving me the cold shoulder all week, her answers clipped and her eye contact minimal. As my teaching assistant, it was necessary for her to be in the same room as me quite often, and yet much of the time it seemed like she was in another zip code entirely.


I'd tried buttering her up this week. I paid her compliments and tried to impress upon her how important she'd become in my life. I bought her flowers, but apologized that we couldn't make her my official girlfriend just yet. She was still my T.A., and at least until the end of the year, a formal relationship would be highly frowned upon by the department. But in the meantime, I really wanted to resume the intimacy of our previous arrangement.


She didn't agree, not yet at least. She hadn't touched me sexually since last Tuesday, and I didn't know if she ever would again. But with Casey out of commission and all my other student prospects dried up, I had to try. Samantha had been too good of a fuck for me to NOT try and resuscitate our relationship. Otherwise I'd be just another perverted old man trying to pick up young chicks in bars and other campus hangouts.


So I tried to think of something nice to say to Samantha now, but before I could, a new ray of hope appeared in my doorway. "Hello Professor. Hello Samantha," Peyton Kent said, clutching a binder over her chest with her backpack slung over her shoulders. "May I come in?"


"Come in, Peyton," I replied genially. "Open office hours ... What can I do for you?"


The gorgeous dirty-blonde coed frowned as she took the chair on the other side of my desk. "I wanted to discuss the midterm we got back today."


I nodded sagely. "Third and final one."


"It ... uh..." Peyton's eyes looked haunted as she stared at some point below the level of the desk. "My grade wasn't what I'd hoped."


"I'm sorry."


"I really thought I did better than a 73."


Actually, she did. On paper, her midterm deserved an 83 at least, but I'd fudged several deductions to drop her an additional ten points, not to mention recording her score in the computer as a 63. I couldn't have her earning a 'C' all on her own, not if I was going to get inside that cunt before the semester ended. Once she did put out for me, I'd fix her scores back and nobody would ever be the wiser.


But of course I didn't say that. Instead, I replied, "I would have hoped you did as well. Your homework this past week has shown great improvement."


"Thanks. I finally took your advice and started studying with a friend."


My eyebrows popped. That was a bit of a surprise, and I was glad I hadn't screwed around with her homework score last week. Taking a deep breath, I replied, "Well I hope it pays off for you in the long run. Your overall score is still solidly anchored in the 60s, but there's hope yet. Excellent marks for the next four weeks and an 'A' on the Final, and you'll easily pass the class."


My words were encouraging, but rather than look hopeful, Peyton only paled even further. Licking her lips, she stared at that point beneath the surface of my desk again and sighed. "And a 'B'?


I sighed. "That depends. I'd have to crunch the numbers, to be honest. But a 'B' might not be enough to lift your overall grade into the 70s, not with three consecutive sub-par midterms. To be safe, you'll really need an 'A'."


"That's just the thing. I'm not confident I can get an 'A' on the final."


"Sure you can. It takes nothing more than boning up on the required material."


Peyton flinched at the term 'boning', and I inwardly cursed myself for the innuendo. I hadn't meant to say it that way. With some students, a little innuendo went a long way and could be interpreted as flirting. But with cold fish like Peyton, any stray remarks would only put them on the defensive. It really had been too long since I'd been properly laid.


"Is there really no extra-credit I can earn?" she pleaded helplessly. I'd seen the same expression in the eyes of many a young coed, often right before they agreed to suck my dick.


"We've discussed this before. All academic assignments that count toward your grade are in the syllabus."


Peyton pursed her lips together, her eyes momentarily flicking over to Samantha. When she'd first entered the room, she'd looked relieved to find my T.A. present. Perhaps she thought herself safer from my leering that way. But now, Peyton looked rather wary of the other girl, as if she'd rather not say anything further while a witness was present.


Sensing my opportunity, I leaned forward and placed my forearms on the desk. "However, simply by mastering the remaining assignments, you CAN raise up your grade to the point where you need it. Studying with a friend can help in that regard, but I've offered before and will offer again, we could work out some private tutoring time between you and me."


Peyton stewed over that before darting a glance back over to Samantha.


My T.A. caught the look, and then Samantha looked over at me with a curious expression. Taking a deep breath, she got up out of her chair and asked, "Would you like some coffee, Henry? I'm getting some for myself and I'd be happy to fetch you a cup as well."


"That would be lovely, Samantha. Thank you." I silently thanked my T.A. as she walked out of the room, closing the door behind her. For as cold as she'd been to me for the last week and a half, Samantha still knew the way I operated with these desperate students. And I was quite glad she was still willing to help me out.


Now alone, Peyton turned back and stared warily at me. "Exactly what would these ... ah ... tutoring ... sessions entail ... Henry?"


My eyes lit up with Peyton's use of my first name. I was pretty sure she already understood what would be necessary, but I still wouldn't say such a thing out loud; my disaster with Dawn Evans had taught me that much. Steepling my fingers, I replied carefully, "It would be one-on-one time between you and me to review the class material and ensure your understanding of it."


"And these would be academic discussions?"


I took another careful pause, wanting to ensure we were on the same page. "Yes, academic discussions. They would involve whatever understanding you required to maximize your course grade."


"And would my 'understanding' require any ... NON-academic extra-credit?"


"Peyton, surely you know that would not be an appropriate question to ask your professor."


Pursing her lips, Peyton mused on that before picking her head up and staring at me intently. "So what I've heard ... that a blowjob will get me a 'B' on an assignment but I'd have to let you fuck me to get an 'A' ... isn't true?"


"Peyton! I don't know where you heard such a baseless rumor, and I insist that you tell me who is spreading such foul lies!"


She looked away, nearly in tears. She bit her lip and wrung her hands, staring at the side wall. "I just need to know what I can do to graduate on time."


The gorgeous coed appeared so helpless, and so desperate, that I sensed my time had truly come. Oh, I couldn't say anything out loud. Certainly I didn't want to use any words that could be captured on a recorder and used against me (not again). But sometimes body language spoke louder than words, and I got up and circled around to stop directly in front of her before sitting my butt on the desk edge.


"We've already discussed private tutoring," I intoned quietly. "And I think you already understand how you can best ensure your academic success."


Placing my hands on the edge of the desk to either side of my hips, I spread my knees slightly. I'd formed a massive erection from the mere idea of watching Peyton's pouty lips puckered around my penis, not to mention the agony of having gone without sex for over a week. My cock made quite the bulge through the soft material of my slacks, and Peyton's eyes went wide as she stared at it.


"Henry..." she said quietly, gulping before glancing over at the door. She was worried that Samantha would return any moment. She then looked up at me before staring at the floor and starting to softly cry. Wringing her hands once more, she shuddered and then took a deep breath. And with a final mournful moan, she said, "I understand."


Victory! I smiled and reached down to gently caress her cheek. She recoiled momentarily, but I kept my palm against her skin, and reluctantly she returned her head to its normal position and endured my hand's touch. "Shall we schedule your first private session?"


Grimacing, Peyton nodded.


"Tomorrow. 7pm. Come here to my office, understand?"


Still grimacing, she nodded again.


Lifting her chin so that her gaze met mine, I leaned over and smiled, my eyes glittering. "I look forward to it."





-- FRIDAY, APRIL 14, 2006 --



The clock chimed five o'clock, and my teaching assistant packed up her bag. Samantha had been just as cold and distant as ever, and I'd started to realize I would never get her back the way we'd once been. She'd realized I never saw her as anything more than a beck and call, and that she'd never get to become my official girlfriend.


To be honest, I hadn't made much of an effort to convince her otherwise, at least not today. I had mentally moved on as well, knowing that tonight I would finally have the girl I'd been lusting after so desperately all semester: Peyton Kent. Samantha would go through the motions for another month or so, until she was no longer my T.A., and then we'd go our separate ways. In the meantime, I was already working out how to convince Peyton she'd need to bend over for me at least once a week from now until graduation to ensure her grade. And hey, once Casey got off her period, I figured she'd return to the fold just like we'd been all semester.


Samantha? Who needed Samantha? Not me, not when I had gorgeous younger girls like Casey and Peyton to satisfy my carnal lusts. I'd banged Samantha more times than I could count already, and there's nothing better than fresh pussy.


"I'll see you next week, Samantha," I said, actually shooing her out the door with my hands as I smiled and then turned to look out my office window.


"Goodbye, Henry," she replied to my back, an almost heartbroken tone in her voice.


I could sense her lingering, and I didn't hear her open the office door. So I turned around and saw her standing there, staring at me with some tears in her eyes. Frowning, I took two steps forward and asked, "What's wrong?"


She retreated as I stepped toward her, shaking her head in the negative. And then sniffling away her tears, she turned quickly and opened the door, almost running through before jerking it shut behind her.


Well that was weird. But no matter. In less than two hours I'd have my long awaited private session with 21-year-old goddess Peyton Kent. Thoughts of her body, stripped bare before me, consumed my mind. But I shook the thoughts away and forced myself to focus. She wasn't here yet, and I still had things to do. The plan was to leave the building and go get dinner. And only just before 7pm would I return in secret to an empty building, and then I would finally have my prize.


Collecting my keys and jacket from my desk, I started making my way out of the office. But before I could get to the door, it swung open and a curvaceous peroxide-blonde coed slipped inside.


"Hey Henry!" Casey beamed at me. "Guess what? My period's done!"


"What are you doing here?"


The impish coed rolled her eyes and gave me a 'Well, duh' expression. I was only a couple of feet in front of her, and she immediately sank to her knees to work my zipper down. "I just told you my period's done. Thought you were smarter than that."


"But I was just ... uh ... well ... Okay. I can do this." I nodded agreeably. While Casey's sudden arrival was unplanned, it was not unwelcome. Like I said, I'd gone FAR too long without having sex, and I wasn't going to turn down a sure thing. Besides, being overly anxious when Peyton arrived might have led to a poor performance on my part. I still had nearly two hours before she came, so popping a cork right now would probably work in my favor. I'd have plenty of time to recover and wouldn't start my "private tutoring" with a loaded gun.


Dropping my pants and briefs to my ankles, Casey extracted my cock and began stroking it. I was already half-hard, and I was quickly getting to full hardness when she suddenly took me in her mouth. But it was only for a quick suck before she sat back on her heels and resumed stroking. "So?" she began conversationally. "I heard you've got Peyton Kent coming by the office tonight."


I blinked in surprise and gawked down at my fellatrix. "Where did you hear THAT?"


"Little birdie..." Casey smiled smugly. "Relax. Not many people know, and it's not like any of them WANT a rumor like that getting around. I have to admit that I'm impressed. Didn't think you'd be able to bag her. Totally thought her pride would win out first."


"Yes, well. I can be quite persuasive."


Casey snorted before leaning in and licking my cock. "More like she's totally desperate to graduate. I am surprised about one thing, though. She's usually a much better student than this. Better than me, certainly. Now I know I had my problems passing Corporate Finance, but I'd have thought she could handle it."


I shrugged. "She's not bad. She's not great, but not that bad."


"Bad enough apparently to need your special kind of help."


"Well..."


"What?" Casey stopped, giving me a quizzical look before suddenly coming to a realization. "Did you... ? Did you mess with her grades?"


"Casey! That would be a gross misuse of my authority!"


"You DID, didn't you?" Her eyes lit up and she grinned evilly. "Holy shit, that's insane! You actually fucked with her grades in order to get her to fuck you!"


"Why, I would never--"


"Come on, Henry. It's me, not some narc. And I'm not as dumb as I look." She bent forward and resumed sucking my prick, which had softened just a bit in my momentary panic. She pulled off again and said plainly, "Seriously. I'm on my knees with your dick in my mouth. Just tell me the truth. Did you fuck with her grades?"


"Well..." I hedged, wincing.


"Wait, did you fuck with MY grades?" Casey suddenly stared at me accusingly.


"No! No." I reached down and caressed Casey's cheek. "Sorry, sweetie, but you messed up that midterm last semester all on your own."


"Yeah..." she replied to my cock, eyeing it head on. "Kinda knew that. But you did mess with Peyton's grades, didn't you?"


I sighed. "I had to. She'd be in the mid-70s if I hadn't, and would be passing the class on her own. Like I said, she's not THAT bad. Not great, but not that bad."


"Hmph ... So you DID fuck with her grades," Casey mused, stroking my cock twice more before letting it go and sitting back on her heels. Shaking her head, she looked up at me sadly and said, "That's what I thought."


I frowned, not yet understanding. But then a sense of horror began spreading across my consciousness as Casey stood up and pulled her cell phone out of her pocket. She waggled it in front of me, enough so that I could see the display showed an active call. And then hitting the END button, she turned and walked over to my office door.


The door swung open. I saw the people standing immediately outside. And then everything went black.


Chapter 20: Vendetta


-- TUESDAY, APRIL 4, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



I was waiting outside her office, leaning against the wall with a paperback of Sudoku puzzles in my hand. I was so engrossed in my current puzzle that I didn't notice her arrival. One minute, I was marking dots to represent the number 2 in a square in the upper-right hand corner; the next, she was clearing her throat right in front of me.


"Benjamin. You are in my way," Viktoriya Isakova stated calmly with a bemused smile on her face.


I dropped the book to my waist, stood up straight, and returned her smile. Checking my watch, I noticed the time and replied, "You're four minutes late this morning."


She shrugged and answered, "It happens." And then she gestured rather brusquely with two fingers for me to move.


Obediently, I stepped aside and allowed my professor to fit her key to her door and unlock it. I then followed her inside and set my messenger bag on the floor next to her conference table out of habit from the months I'd spent here as her summer intern.


Viktoriya went to the coat rack, removed her peacoat, and hung it up. And then she turned to evaluate the particular way I was staring at her. "You are not gazing at me with your usual expression of lustful admiration. Either I am losing my appeal or there is something else that brings you to my office so early on a Tuesday morning."


I nodded slowly before returning to the office door and pushing it closed. "Something else," I stated seriously.


"Such an ominous tone. What is wrong?"


Turning to face her, I held up a hand and prefaced myself by stating, "My apologies in advance, as I mean no offense. But first I have to know if you've ever traded a good grade for sexual favors."


The look of honest astonishment on Viktoriya's face satisfied my concerns on its own. Still, it was nice to hear her add, "Benjamin! Absolutely not!"


I stared at her with raised eyebrows, clearly expecting further explanation, and she gave it to me.


"I have sex with some of my students, true enough. But those are mature relationships between consenting adults, and I have never slept with a student while he or she was my student; not even you, if you will recall. Once we returned to class, I cut you off."


I waggled my head. "It's a fine line between student and intern, but I'll grant you that."


"Perhaps, but the point is that grades have never been part of the bargain. Why do you ask? I choose to believe you would not ask such a thing of me lightly."


My eyes hardened. "How much do you know about Professor Rutledge's dealings with his students?"


Viktoriya frowned, staring at me in a seriously evaluative manner. She'd been standing by the coat rack, but now moved over to her desk while gesturing for me to sit in a chair on the opposite side. "What are you implying?" she asked, her elbows on the desktop and her hands pressed together.


I sat down, slumping in the chair with my elbows supported by the armrests as I replied, "I'm implying that he's trading grades for sex. And I'm implying that he's done it before."


"What does it matter to you? I find it hard to believe that Henry Rutledge has propositioned you."


"Me? No, of course not."


"Then someone you care about? One of your female acquaintances perhaps?" Viktoriya leaned forward so that her hands, still pressed palms-together, ended up to the side of her face.


I averted my gaze but nodded. And with a heavy sigh, I decided to say what I'd come here to share in the first place. "What prompted me to come here is a friend of mine who is in one of his current classes. But what's been weighing on my mind for nearly a year ... well ... it's Dawn."


Viktoriya blinked in surprise, sitting up straight and pulling her arms off the desk.


I sighed again and shook my head. Staring a thousand yards at some point behind and vaguely to the right of Viktoriya's head, I started mumbling, "I never told you the circumstances behind Dawn leaving school. Did Kim tell you anything?"


"Well, yes. Kim told me that Dawn cheated on you and then left the campus. She could not face returning here, so she took a leave of absence to get her head straight."


"But that's it?"


"There is more?"


I glanced over to see Viktoriya's intrigued face. "I never told Kim this part, which is probably why you didn't know. Still, I can never be sure how much that girl has eavesdropped..."


Viktoriya gave me a bemused smirk.


I returned to my focal spot behind her and vaguely to the right. Taking a deep breath, I said, "I'm trusting that you won't use this information to somehow harm Dawn or her record. It's pure hearsay, and while I don't think Dawn lied to me, given her mental state when she left I can't be totally sure. The point is: Dawn said she blackmailed Professor Rutledge into giving her an 'A'. She claimed that she seduced him, knowing that he'd been eyeballing her all semester."


"Wait. The man Dawn cheated on you with was Henry Rutledge?!?"


"No! No ... At least, I'm fairly positive she didn't sleep with him." I took another deep breath. "The cheating was before that with a guy we both knew. The thing with Rutledge, well ... I understood that Dawn wasn't doing very well in the class. She said she was about to fail, but for all I know she only had a B-minus or something. That's not important. The point is that Dawn came onto him and talked him into confessing that he wanted to fuck her, even though she was still his student. She caught it on tape and threatened to release the tape if he didn't give her an 'A' in the class. Apparently he caved."


Viktoriya whistled.


"Now I thought that was all there was to the story. Like I said, I don't think Dawn lied to me. We were in a better place when she told me all that, and I'd like to think she didn't hide anything from me. But one thing that always bothered me was how she claimed that Rutledge wasn't a sexual predator. Sure, he wanted to bang hot coeds, and he has a history of doing so. We both know he's nailing Samantha Hitchcock. But Dawn claimed that he doesn't trade grades for sex."


"That part, unfortunately, is not true," Viktoriya stated solemnly.


"So he does do it?"


Viktoriya shrugged. "I am not in a particularly good moral position to judge, but I do not personally condone such practices. However, I am aware of it taking place on this campus. I don't know what you intend to do with such information, but yes, Henry Rutledge has been willing to ... enhance ... a female student's scores from time to time."


"In exchange for sex?"


Viktoriya sighed. "Yes."


"And you know for sure?"


"I have it from a very reliable source, yes."


"But you're not going to tell me who, are you?"


Viktoriya steepled her fingers again, with her elbows on the desktop. "Benjamin ... I am fond of you. But where are you going with this? Is this some misguided attempt to save your friend from a potentially bad decision? Has she sent you here to find out IF she would be successful were she to proposition Professor Rutledge in exchange for in improved grade?"


"What? No. Sleeping with him is the LAST thing she wants to do. But she's apparently on the brink of failing, and she claims that HE'S made it quite clear what he wants from her. And DAMMIT! I WON'T LET THIS BE A REPEAT OF DAWN!!!"


"Benjamin! Calm down!" Viktoriya had suddenly stood up from her chair, leaned over, and put her hands on top of mine where I'd slammed my fist down onto the desktop.


The bottom of my right hand hurt from the impact, and I was breathing heavily. Slowly, I tracked my gaze up from where her hands covered mine, and found myself staring at her tits hanging forward and clearly visible through a V-necked sweater. But I wasn't thinking about sex right now, and my eyes finished their path up to Viktoriya's face.


"Benjamin..." she began carefully. "Do you think for any reason that your friend is being coerced or otherwise forced into propositioning Professor Rutledge?"


"You mean besides nearly failing the course and having no other option to improve her grades?"


"Such is the fate of all students who cannot measure up to the material."


"But it's not right."


"Right or wrong, it is HER choice. Or do you think he is doing something underhanded to manipulate the situation?"


Turning my eyes to the wall, I gritted through my teeth, "I don't know."


"Because if he is NOT, if he is simply a horny man who likes sleeping with young girls ... then ... well ... that is an unfortunate reality of the world we live in. Pretty girls always have options. If YOU were about to fail his class, you would not have any choice but to fail and not get course credit. Your friend, on the other hand, has a choice. She might not like the choice, and she may very well choose to fail instead of take the alternative. But at least she HAS an alternative."


My eyes tracked back to Viktoriya's. "I don't like you very much right now."


She sighed and pursed her lips, standing up straight and folding her arms across her chest. "I am sorry to hear that."


"It's not right."


"It is what it is." She shrugged. "I did not put a gun to your head and tell you to sleep with me."


"My academic success didn't hinge on whether or not I accepted your seduction."


Viktoriya shrugged. "If she does not want to do it, then she does not want to do it. There are other girls who do not have such moral hesitations. I know for a fact that one of his other students currently makes frequent visits to his office – and to his home – and I am fairly certain she will get an 'A' for her efforts. She made her choice. It is not my place to interfere."


"But what if he IS coercing my friend? What then? If Rutledge is capable of adjusting her grades up without any traceability, of giving an 'A' where one isn't deserved, who's to say he's not adjusting her scores DOWN, precisely to put her in this position? Huh?"


Viktoriya pursed her lips and looked away. "It is ... possible ... But it would be quite difficult to prove."


But I was already thinking of a way. It would take help, and cooperation, but it was a possibility. "What if I could prove it? What then? Would you help me?"


"Benjamin ... Where are you going with this? Why? Do you care about this friend this much? Or is this really about Dawn?"


"I don't know. Maybe. Maybe both. Maybe I just see something happening and it screams out wrong to me and I HAVE to fix it. If I have the ability, don't I have the responsibility to DO something?"


"The ability to effect change is NOT responsibility to do so. You have to live your OWN life as well."


"Then it comes back to self-interest," I retorted. "If I DON'T do something, I'm going to regret it. That regret will haunt me for the rest of my life. So I'm not doing this for her, I'm not doing it for Dawn. I'm doing it for ME. Something about Rutledge doesn't sit right with me. I FEEL it in my gut, and I've been feeling it all year. He isn't just another hunky professor hooking up with his students for casual affairs. There's something WRONG with the way this guy operates, and I'm going to get to the bottom of it."


"You are making this a personal vendetta."


"So what if I am? And why the hell do you keep defending the guy? Are you sweet on him or something?"


"Good heavens, no. The man is like slime. His eyes always follow me ... lingering ... I understand what you mean about feeling like something is wrong. But I am not one to point fingers where there is no evidence."


"I'll get you the evidence. Count on that. And when I do, I'm counting on your help. Fair enough?"


Viktoriya sighed. "Find evidence of his grade tampering. Then ... we shall see..."





Viktoriya gave me a surprising amount of information about the archaic Cal Berkeley grading software. It was simple math: each assignment was assigned a percentage value of the entire course, and both professors and T.A.'s could manually type in whatever score they wanted. I felt positive that the easiest way Rutledge could submarine Peyton's grade was through manipulating the computer: putting one score on Peyton's papers and a lower score into the program. But the only way of verifying whether or not the correct value was entered was to compare the computer score to the mark on the student's paper.


I found myself desperately hoping that Peyton kept all of her assignments and exams. But even if she did, we had no way of accessing the computer scores for a comparison. Short of a formal inquiry, only Professor Rutledge and Samantha Hitchcock could do that. We had no way of knowing the percentage weight of each homework assignment, or of each midterm. And so trying to estimate what overall score Peyton SHOULD have based on her written marks would be a very rough guess at best.


We ran out of time before I got my head wrapped around all the possibilities. Viktoriya had to get to class, and together we left her office. Moments later, Professor Rutledge stepped out of HIS office. He smiled warmly at us, but given everything we'd been discussing for the past half-hour, neither Viktoriya nor I was in the mood for polite greetings. Shaking my head, I simply turned my back to him and smiled to find that Viktoriya had followed my lead. We waited for about twenty seconds, and I then I turned around to find that he was gone.


"I'm going to track down some homework comparisons," I told her. "Can I have your cell number? I'll call you when I find something."


Viktoriya smirked. "All this time and you never got my 'digits'."


I smiled back, and she told me her number while I entered it into my contacts list. On impulse, I briefly stepped forward and gave her a hug. "Thanks. I don't think I've said that enough in the last couple of years. You've been such a big help to me, in more ways than one."


"It has been my pleasure, Benjamin." Viktoriya's eyebrows waggled suggestively at that.


I smiled and took off.





"Hey, I need a favor."


Bert and Sasha looked at me with raised eyebrows as they took their seats at our usual Thai joint, Sasha by my side and Bert across from us.


I looked at them both. "Please tell me you kept your assignments from Corporate Finance."


"Corporate Finance? Last semester?" Bert asked in surprise.


I nodded seriously.


"Uh, yeah ... I think so." Bert shrugged. "Probably in a box under my bed at home."


"Can you bring them to school tomorrow?"


"Uh sure ... What's going on?"


Sasha spoke up. "This is about Peyton, isn't it? You were helping her with Corporate Finance last night."


Bert frowned. "Peyton? I thought you weren't doing anything with her until Friday."


"I'm NOT. This isn't about sex. It's purely academic."


"So what, you need my homework to help her study? Really?"


I shook my head. "This isn't about studying. Come to think of it, okay maybe it IS about sex."


Sasha put her hand on mine. "Ben, you're not making any sense."


I sighed, wondering whether or not I should tell them about my suspicions regarding Rutledge's grading. Really, I had NO evidence, no reason to believe that he was falsifying her scores other than my gut feeling and the fact that Peyton was a gorgeous, desirable young female. It wasn't my nature to spread rumors about other people, no matter how much I disliked them. And really, what had Rutledge ever done to me personally? If it's a crime to think girls like Peyton and Dawn are hot and to be tempted should either of them get seductive, then I'm just as guilty as anyone.


But I couldn't shake this feeling. If I was wrong, I was wrong. But if I was right, then maybe I could save Peyton from the kind of decision she might regret for the rest of her life.


I hadn't saved Dawn. I didn't know Peyton very well, but maybe I could save her instead. As reasons go, it wasn't a very good one, but it was my motivation nonetheless.


Looking both Bert and Sasha in the eye, I said slowly, "I want to compare your homework, and mine, to Peyton's. I think – I don't know – that Rutledge is messing with her grades and putting her on the brink of failure, so that she'll have no choice but to sleep with him in order to pass."


Sasha jerked away, staring at me in horror. Bert's eyebrows went up in shock. "Are you sure?" he asked gruffly.


"No. Completely NOT sure. This is totally just a hunch. Peyton really is struggling, and she's had multiple meetings with him about her scores being low enough that she won't graduate. All three of us know he's a total letch, and I'm sure you've caught him checking you out, Sasha."


She blushed and nodded.


"But at the same time, she DOES actually know the material better than a student who should be failing. We went over almost everything for three hours last night, and she's not THAT far behind. I'm not the one in charge of grading, but I've seen her homework and the errors she's making aren't the kind that should be earning 50s and 60s. That's why I want to compare her scores to ours."


Sasha frowned. "But are the assignments even the same?"


I shrugged. "I haven't looked at my own yet. But it's the same textbook; some of the questions HAVE to be identical."


Sasha pursed her lips. "Okay then. All my papers from last semester are in my room. Let's go home and take a look."





-- WEDNESDAY, APRIL 5, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



"I don't know. We're really splitting hairs here, and none of it's conclusive." Sasha shook her head and pointed to two papers, side-by-side. "Bert made the same mistake on this question last semester and got docked four points. Peyton got docked five. It's a difference, but how much of a difference?"


"It's a difference, period. This is the fifth discrepancy we've found on the last three assignments, and only half of the questions are even the same. There are probably twice as many places where Peyton's getting nicked a point or two more than we ever did. Never fewer point penalties, always more. That adds up."


"Fractionally," Sasha argued.


"It's the difference between a 71 and a 68 per assignment. That's the difference between a C-minus and a D-plus in the long run."


"For all we know, his grading has simply gotten a little harder since last semester," Bert pointed out. "We can't say anything for certain without being able to compare these scores to others currently in the class. Yeah, a lot of the questions are the same, but even though they're both fruit we're still comparing apples to oranges. And our midterms are completely useless. There's nothing identical to compare."


"So we need to get more apples."


Sasha gasped. "Get homework and midterms from Peyton's current class?"


Bert snorted. "Do we even know anyone else in Peyton's class?"


"They're almost all UGBA students. Yeah, we do."


"Casually. Like acquaintances. Do we know them well enough to ask them to turn over their homework just so we can compare them to Peyton's? Yeah, like Rutledge isn't going to find out about that. Be serious, dude." Bert gave me an apologetic shrug. "Even if we could find a few discrepancies, I don't think it's enough to file a formal complaint."


"Really guys..." Peyton spoke up from behind us. The four of us were in the sitting area of my bedroom for privacy, but even still the Tri-Delt President looked distinctly uncomfortable with what was going on. "Let's just drop the whole thing, okay?"


I glanced back at her. "What, you don't want to find out if Rutledge has been screwing you over?"


With a pained expression, she folded her arms and paced by the door. "It's just ... I agreed to let you see if there was anything fishy going on. But like Sasha said, there's nothing conclusive. And I'd rather this not blow up into a big mess."


"We've just barely started looking."


"But you're probably not going to find anything. I really AM struggling in the class." Peyton sighed and gestured to my friends. "It's bad enough you brought them into this."


I glanced over at Bert and Sasha. "They're my friends. You can trust them."


"They're not MY friends. Fuck, YOU'RE not even my friend. I don't know why I'm letting you all go through my papers like this. It's embarrassing that other people know how badly I'm doing in this class."


"So what? You just give in?" I glared at her. "Walk up and give him what he wants? Bend over for a grade?"


Peyton glared back at me. "At least that would have been private. Just between me and him. I don't want half the campus to know I'm failing."


"Better your private shame than public embarrassment? Huh?"


She pouted. "Something like that."


I stood up and stalked over to her. "What happened to the strong young woman who barged into my house weeks ago and ordered her froshlings to stay in my house? What happened to your pride, your self-esteem? What happened to the woman who would never let a MAN get the best of her, huh?"


A couple of tears rolled down Peyton's cheeks. "I can't not graduate."


"And I can't let you sleep with him."


"That's my decision to make."


"Well it's the WRONG decision."


Peyton shook her head. "I don't WANT to do it."


"Then don't! I'm not done yet. Something's wrong with that man, and I'm going to get to the bottom of it."


"Why? Why are you so adamant? Why are you working so hard ... for me? We barely know each other. You don't even LIKE me."


"I'm not doing it for you."


"Then what? This is some sort of charity job? Trying to protect the damsel in distress out of the goodness of your heart?"


I shrugged. "I don't like seeing a woman get taken advantage of."


"Says the guy keeping an entire harem of my sorority sisters in his house to be his fuck toys!"


I wheeled over to Peyton, moving up into her personal space and glaring down at her from only inches away. Jerking my arm, I pointed at the door and growled harshly, "You walk downstairs and ask any of those girls whether they want to be here or not. You ask THEM if I'm taking advantage of them. I'M not the one who ordered five 18-year-olds to stay here for all of Spring Break just in case a strange guy wanted to seize and inseminate them. Those girls downstairs stood by and let YOU give that order because they KNEW ... they KNEW ... that I would never hurt any of them. Nobody is being coerced into being here. NOBODY is being forced to do anything they're not comfortable with. Don't you ever ... EVER ... insinuate that I am ANYTHING like Henry Rutledge, do you understand?!?"


Her eyes wide with fright at my tone and demeanor, Peyton nodded hurriedly.


Only now did I recognize that despite my insistence of not being a monster, I was still scaring her. I backed up quickly and shook my head. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have gotten up in your face," I apologized with a wince.


Peyton pursed her lips and crossed her arms over her chest again, more or less hugging herself. She didn't look me in the eyes, but she nodded and replied, "It's okay."


"Really ... I'm sorry," I repeated in a much more apologetic tone.


Peyton picked her head up, now studying my face with a strange expression, as if she was seeing me for the first time. "You know, I had it all wrong about you. I thought you were this charming lothario, a Casanova who happened to be really, really good at sex and at making a girl's world turn upside-down. Well you are, but there's a lot more to you than that. I think only now do I get why all those girls downstairs stick around this house, even though none of them are your girlfriends. You're something else. You're something special."


I blushed in embarrassment, not expecting that kind of praise from Peyton.


Chuckling, the pretty dirty-blonde shook her head as if she couldn't believe she'd said it either. Moving over to the door, she grabbed the handle and looked back at me. "Do what you need to do. I really hope you find something. And... thank you for doing this for me. You really don't have to, but thank you for trying. Not many people in this world would do so much for me."


I blinked, surprised again at what she'd said. But then Peyton opened the door and left.





"So that's it. Midterms are a wash. Nothing comparable." Bert sighed as the three of us walked up the hill toward class. "And the homework grading, while harsh, isn't completely out of bounds. We're out of luck. There's nothing concrete."


"I finished calculating all three of our grades from last semester," Sasha added. "It doesn't necessarily mean Rutledge is assigning the same percentage values to all assignments this semester as he did last semester, but at least it's something to start with."


"And?" I asked. "Did you have time to run them against Peyton's scores?"


Sasha nodded. "I did. Combined with her two midterms, everything grades out to a 69. She's Econ major, and this counts as an elective major. She needs a 70 to get credit for the course, and without these credits, she doesn't graduate. 69 is borderline, and she could still pull herself out, but she's definitely in the danger zone. The third midterm is a killer, if you'll remember, not to mention the final.


I frowned. "So what? Maybe the best course of action is just to help her study and make sure she gets above 70?"


"She's not far off," Bert chimed in. "It's doable, and definitely without resorting to any Mission: Impossible-style hacking into the computer database. If she aces next week's midterm, she'll be in the clear. No need to ... ahem ... get extra credit."


I sighed. "Okay then. Rutledge still smells like a rat to me, but this sounds like a plan."
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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 bottle-blonde head bobbing up and down in my lap before my heavy eyelids closed themselves. I was tired, like really-really tired. But for once my weariness was not the result of excessive sex.


Oh, I was still having sex. Despite all this Rutledge drama, college life went on. I still had classes, and my house was still occupied at all hours of the day by horny Tri-Delts. Sex was a great way of unwinding after a stressful day, for me and for the girls. It was why most of them stuck around, to get that itch scratched without dating hassles or relationship drama. If one of them wanted a good orgasm, no questions asked, I was around. And there were enough of them that somebody was always ready and willing whenever -I- got an itch.


Plus, it was really nice to have that ready and willing distraction after my latest futile attempt to contact Kim. She still wouldn't answer my calls or texts, and while Bert WAS in contact with her to reassure me that she was alive and well (and similarly tell HER that -I- wished her well), he never had anything really hopeful to tell me.


Thank goodness Andie was such an eager mood-changer.


But for this morning at least, my weariness wasn't about Kim or my schoolwork, and had everything to do with Rutledge-drama. Tutoring and helping Peyton with her homework was the equivalent of adding an entire class to my schedule, even more so because it took me much less time to complete my own assignments. But even besides mundane busywork, I found myself... thinking ... about the situation far more than was really healthy.


I wondered if Rutledge really was conducting some underhanded score manipulation to coerce coeds into putting out for him.


I wondered if he really was aboveboard, accepting opportunities as they presented themselves but not really doing anything nefarious.


And I wondered about what REALLY happened between him and Dawn. I wanted to believe she'd been 100% truthful, but even she could have been misled. If Rutledge had fucked around with Peyton's grades, he certainly could have done so with Dawn's. And if Dawn HADN'T had so much trouble with her Finance class ... well ... would she still be my girlfriend right now?


There were other factors in play, of course, and even if Dawn had gotten straight A's, the causes of our breakup ran far deeper; but it was still something to chew on. Those are two of the worst, most harrowing words in the English language: What. If?


But these were the thoughts of yesterday and of last night. For as much as these ruminations had dominated my attention then, I really wasn't thinking about them now. My schlong was nearly eight inches up a pretty girl's throat, you see, and it's hard to really feel bad about your life in a situation like that.


Working her throat muscles for a moment, Andie Holland massaged my prick before pulling off and turning those sweet brown eyes up to me. Realizing I was awake, she giggled and pecked my cockhead briefly before smiling and saying, "Good morning, sleepyhead. You must be pretty worn out. I've been doing this for like five minutes."


"It hasn't been FIVE minutes," Jamie Miano drawled from beside my head. She was propped up on one elbow, a finger tracing my face almost absentmindedly while she looked down at me. "But you were definitely doing a good job of relaxing him. His face was all stern and glowery right before you started blowing him. And then he got all smiley and content, even in his sleep."


I frowned. "'Glowery': Is that a word?"


"It is now," Jamie replied with a laugh. She then head-nodded back toward Andie and said, "Work him up and then climb on. You can go first this morning."


Andie stroked my cock with one hand and frowned. "I went first last night."


"Yeah, but I finished last night. You go ahead. I'm in the mood to have these puppies suckled." With that, Jamie pulled down the cups of her babydoll nightie and rolled forward to smother my face in her D-cup melons. I immediately began suckling, just like she wanted.


Meanwhile, Andie resumed deep-throating me, gagging herself once or twice before pronouncing me good and hard, and then she climbed aboard to go for a ride. The petite bottle-blonde was superwet and supertight around me, plus she really knew how to clench her inner muscles like a third hand, and she had my lower body in absolute heaven.


As for my upper half, I suckled away on Jamie's big titties to my heart's content, reaching up with my hands to squeeze them against my cheeks before sliding a hand down and inside Jamie's panties. I fingered her for a bit before slapping her thighs and telling her to climb onto my face. She did so, facing back toward Andie, and I spent the next five minutes bucking my hips and licking pussy while my two favorite Tri-Delts kissed and pawed at each other.


Eventually, both climaxed and they wanted to swap places, but I had a different idea and I had Jamie lay back and then parked Andie on top of her, face-to-face and tit-to-tit. I then pounded both girls, switching back and forth between pussies while they continued making out with each other. And when I finally reached my own orgasm, I rolled Andie out of the way and blasted my load all over Jamie's tits and face.


While Andie busied herself licking it all up, Jamie cocked an eyebrow at me and asked, "Time for one more?"


I looked at the clock and sighed. It was now too late for me to drop my morning Tuesday/Thursday class, and I had a relatively busy day ahead of me. Then again... "Yeah, as long as we can make it fast."


Quickly, Jamie and Andie pushed me so that I was sitting up against the headboard. They knelt to either side of me, brushing their bangs behind their ears while looming over my half-hard prick. Jamie took the first lick, and then backed away. Andie surrounded the head, suckling for a moment before SHE backed away. And then after exchanging a look, both girls moved in on opposite sides and each took a long lick along my shaft from base to tip, meeting at the top and then kissing each other with lots of tongue and my cockhead trapped between their mouths.


Andie grinned at me. "Yeah, we can make it fast."





Sasha and I made the final turn for the house and I whistled, idly wondering who would be home. More to the point: I wondered which random harem girl (or girls) would be pretending to study in the living room when she was really just waiting for me to come home so she could talk me into seizing and inseminating her. Ever since Andie, Jamie, and Sasha had become permanent fixtures in my bedroom each night, the three of them usually confined their activities with me to just before bed or after we woke up. Middle-afternoons were "harem" time. Yesterday it had been Leticia and Jeannie. The day before had been the Schenke twins. And today? Well, I'd soon find out.


But it wasn't a harem girl who attacked me today. Sasha and I walked in the door and down the hallway. By habit, we usually waved hello to whoever was in the living room before heading upstairs to drop off our bags and wash up. But I was still mid-wave to Jocelyn, Tonya, and Lupe at the dining table when a blur of motion to my left caught me by surprise. I barely had time to turn and open my arms before a girl launched herself into the air at me, and I staggered under the impact while reflexively grabbing onto her ass for support.


And then her tongue was in my mouth. Peyton Kent's tongue was in my mouth. By now my eyesight had adjusted enough to recognize the Tri-Delt President, although her green eyes were currently closed as she concentrated on giving me the liplock of a lifetime. I was kissing back, more out of reflex than anything, but I was also fighting not to drop her since I hadn't gotten the best grip on her body when she'd leaped at me.


No matter. When Peyton felt herself sliding, she hooked her feet around my calves and kept herself suspended. Her arms bear hugged my head so that I wouldn't have been able to break the kiss even if I tried, and the passion of her embrace soon won over my surprise as I surrendered to the pleasantness and began to seriously kiss her back.


"Mmmm..." Peyton moaned into our liplock, her eyes now fluttering open before she pulled back, gasped for air, and then kissed me once again. And this time I let myself openly fondle her dynamite ass while enjoying the fervor of an excited woman.


Eventually, though, she broke away. I started to release her, and she set her feet onto the floor before grinning at me sheepishly and pulling her hair back behind her ears. "Sorry about that."


"Don't apologize," I replied before looking around to find all of the other girls in the room, including Sasha, grinning at us. "What brought that on?"


Peyton beamed, the obvious exuberance on her face making her look years younger. She was the kind of woman who never would have been able to pull off the "innocent" look. She was just too obviously curvy and her face too angularly sexy to do it, but for a few brief moments right now she really looked as happy and as soft as a little girl. "I got my homework back. 98!"


I frowned and arched an eyebrow. "What the hell did he deduct two points for? I thought we had that assignment down perfectly!"


"I don't know! I don't even care! Ninety-EIGHT!" Peyton grabbed me and kissed me again, but this one was a short kiss.


"Hey, hey!" I chuckled when she pulled away again. "I'm happy for you."


"I owe it all to you. I don't know how I could ever thank you enough."


"Don't thank me yet. It was just one homework assignment. Really, homework scores don't count for all that much. Like ninety percent of your grade is all in the four big exams. You're not out of the woods yet."


"But I just KNOW I'm going to do so much better on this next midterm. I KNOW it!"


"I really hope so. But helping you finish a homework assignment is one thing. Getting you to the point where you can ace a midterm without me by your side is completely different."


"But I'm getting there. Thanks to you, I'm getting there." Peyton kissed me again, and this one was NOT a short kiss. In fact, it was a full minute before she pulled back, gasping for air. And still holding me close, she whispered from only inches away, "Think I can get an advance on tomorrow night's date? You have NO idea how horny I am for you right now."


I chuckled but held two fingers up against her lips, effectively stopping her. "All good things come to those who wait."





-- FRIDAY, APRIL 7, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



"So tonight's the big night, huh? Peyton's gonna reward you for all the extra help you've given her?" We'd just finished Isakova's class, and Bert was packing up his bag.


I shook my head. "It's just a date. There isn't even any guarantee she's going to put out at the end of the night."


Sasha snorted. "Are you kidding me? (A) Peyton has been craving a Big Ben Experience ever since she broke up with her boyfriend and (B) She's made it quite clear to everyone in that house, even Andie and Jamie, that they'd better stay the fuck away from your bedroom tonight because she's had a full week's worth of pent-up frustration to take out on you."


I chuckled. "Maybe I should screw around with her a bit more, tell her she's going to have to wait another week, and take YOU out on a date tonight."


Sasha held her hands up immediately. "NO thank you. I'd like to keep my heart beating and in my chest, not torn out and put on a stake out in the backyard. Seriously, I think Peyton just might do it if I took you away from her tonight. I got my royal fucking last night and this morning. I'm good. You'll just have to tell me how it goes tomorrow."


"Actually, I was thinking about bringing Peyton by the club tonight. You can do us both in a back room."


Sasha shoved me and shook her head. "You'd better not."


"C'mon. I've got all the power over her right now. You know I could make her eat you out for hours."


"Heart. Stake. Backyard," Sasha deadpanned.


I laughed and all three of us got up. But before we could leave, our professor called to me from behind. "Benjamin? Could you please wait a moment?"


The three of us turned around to see Viktoriya engaged in conversation with a couple of students at the front of the class, but her hand was still gesturing for me to stick around. I shrugged and looked at my friends.


"We'll wait for you," Bert suggested.


I nodded, but Viktoriya looked over to us once more and found that my friends weren't leaving me. "Robert. Sasha. This will actually take some time. I'm sure Benjamin will see you later."


That got more shrugs, but Bert said, "Must be pretty important. Guess we'd better go. Walk you to the BART station, Sasha?"


She nodded and then leaned over to hug me and peck my cheek. "I'll see you tomorrow morning."


I nodded and bumped fists with Bert. He then crooked his elbow and Sasha looped her arm through his. And together the two of them left the class.


Moments later, so did the remaining two students. Only then did I approach my professor. "What's up?" I asked.


With typical Professor Ice curtness, she commanded, "Follow me." And then she strode directly up the aisle.


I wondered to myself, 'How the hell did -I- ever become that woman's "Master"?'


Simple. You never really were.



Chuckling to myself, I followed obediently, hurrying until I'd caught up with her. She didn't say anything, but it was obvious we were heading up to her office. A minute later, she opened her door, ushered me inside, and closed the door behind us.


My eyes flew open in shock. There, seated at the conference table, was Samantha Hitchcock.


Viktoriya stepped over and gestured between us by way of introduction. "Samantha, Ben. Ben, Samantha."


I leaned forward, extending a hand. Samantha shook it and sat back. We of course already knew who each other was, but I couldn't recall a single conversation between me and her that wasn't about one of Rutledge's classes or summer projects. Samantha was about 5'8" and slender, with long blonde hair. She was pretty, but not overly built or exceptionally sexy. I'd noticed her and found her attractive, but I'd always associated her in my head with Professor Rutledge and it wasn't the sort of association that made me think highly of her.


On the other hand, she more than anyone else on this campus would know about Rutledge's secrets, and she was right here, right now. I sensed an opportunity.


Viktoriya spoke up first. "You once asked me whether or not I knew for sure that Henry Rutledge traded grades for sex. I told you I was sure, but that I would not reveal my source."


With raised eyebrows, I gestured at Samantha.


Viktoriya merely nodded. "There's more," she added. And then she stepped back and looked expectantly at Rutledge's T.A.


Samantha took a deep breath and bit her lip. She was clearly uneasy, and she wouldn't look either of us in the eye. She fiddled with her fingers, nervously picking at her nails. But then she closed her eyes and said, "You're not going to like hearing this."





It was late when I got back to the house, and dinner had already started. The plan had been for me to collect Peyton from the Tri-Delt Chapter House on Warring Street at 6pm, take her out to dinner, and then see where the evening took us, but that plan wasn't happening anymore.


I'd texted her from Viktoriya's office, saying: Sorry. Have to cancel date. Can't talk now but I'll call you as soon as I can.


She'd texted me back right away, asking what was going on, but I was still in discussions with Viktoriya and Samantha and didn't have time to explain. My text message had already promised that I'd call her as soon as I could, and she'd just have to wait until I had everything organized in my head.


But she didn't wait for my call. Clearly waiting for me, and with Andie keeping her company, Peyton was on my front porch when I made the final turn for the house and came down the sidewalk. My heart would have fallen into the pit of my stomach to see her standing there looking so forlorn at the cancellation of our date, only the rock was already down there to begin with. I hopped up the porch steps while she stood back, eyes on me expectantly and her arms crossed over her chest, more or less hugging herself. She wore a pretty red cocktail dress, complete with pumps and tasteful jewelry. She was wearing a coat over the top of it to ward away the evening cold, but it was draped over her shoulders and her arms were not in the sleeves. Even with such a worried expression, she was quite pretty to look at.


"Hey," I began casually. "You look great."


"What's happened?" she asked rather bluntly. "Please tell me you're not cancelling because you don't want to go out with me, or that you're just screwing with me and making me wait another week before we can go out."


"What? Gawd no," I replied immediately, taking hold of her waist and bringing her closer to me. I leaned in, pecked her lips, and then gave her a serious expression. "Something's come up. Something ... private."


That last part was directed at Andie. My pretty bottle-blonde paramour looked hurt at being left out of the loop, but I gave her an apologetic expression. "It's got nothing to do with you, cutie. Okay? Why don't you go join the others. Thanks for keeping her company, but Peyton and I need to talk."


Andie pouted, but then stepped forward and hugged me while pressing her lips to mine. I returned her kiss, patted her ass, and then sent her on her way. Then, looking past Peyton's shoulder, I asked, "How many of them are in there?"


"Half-dozen or so. Andie, Jamie, Kirstie, the Schenkes. One or two more were in the kitchen, but I only popped my head in long enough to see if you were home or not."


I nodded. "Friday night dates or boyfriends for a lot of the others, or a girlfriend in Nora's case."


"Tonight was supposed to be OUR Friday night date. Do you have any idea how long I've been waiting for this? How antsy I've been all week waiting for this? I swear, if I wasn't so in love with you I'd be really, really mad right now."


I blinked in surprise as my head rocked back. "Whoa, hold up. In love with me?"


Peyton sighed and began to step away, but I caught her waist and tugged her back in front of me.


Once I had my arms around her waist, I gave her a serious look and asked again, "In love with me?"


"Well, falling for you at least." She shrugged. "At first it was just a physical craving. We were flirting and sparring and each trying to get the upper hand. I just wanted to nail you, and to do it on my own terms. But you won that little battle and as long as I got the Big Ben Experience I craved, I told myself I'd be okay with it. But now everything's starting to change. You're unlike any guy I've ever met. You've got the whole world at the tip of your fingers. You're smart and hot and--"


"Wait, wait. You think I'm 'hot'?" I interrupted. "Don't think I've ever thought of myself as 'hot' before."


Peyton snorted. "Then you must not look in the mirror much. You think all these girls hang out around here because you're plain-looking?"


"Well..."


She shook her head. "And that's the other thing. You've got all of these girls just throwing themselves at you all day every day. I know these girls. I know how competitive they can be, especially with each other. But somehow you manage the fragile egos and clingy neediness and keep them all satisfied. I don't know how you do it."


"Uh ... never really thought about it before."


She rolled her eyes. "Andie's in love with you. Sasha's in love with you. All of the rest of them could be in love with you, only they know you don't share the same depth of feelings for them. And yet they're happy with what they get from you and don't fight with each other about it, and that's amazing."


I blinked. "Hey, I'm as glad as anyone else that the girls get along."


"And despite ALL that, even though you've been managing ALL of them, not to mention your own classes and friends and everything else going on in your life, you dedicate this HUGE chunk of time to helping me. ME. You don't even KNOW me, but you do this all for me. And for what? To get into my panties? You could have done that last week. But no, you don't have me kneeling and fishing your cock out through your zipper at your slightest whim. You sit down at the coffee table and patiently explain Decision Tree Analysis and Monte Carlo methods for two hours every night. Lupe is hanging out behind the couch bending over and trying to get you to stare at her tits, practically begging for permission to wrap her knockers around your erection and stroke you until you explode in her face, but you're sitting there teaching ME. Ever stop to think how special that might make me feel? How I already want you to fuck me but now ... now I want you to DATE me?"


"Uh ... no ... No I hadn't stopped to think about that."


"Well, that's a relief. Guess you aren't perfect."


"Perfect? Ha. I'm furthest from."


"No ... a slimy pervert like Professor Rutledge is 'furthest from'. You?" Peyton pressed herself forward, so that our bodies touched from chest all the way down to our toes. "You are amazing."


And then she kissed me.


I lost track of time for a moment. I don't know how to compare a kiss like that to something volcanic or nuclear or explosive or whatever. All I'm saying is that for a little while, I forgot my own name, and I certainly forgot why I'd cancelled tonight's date. Peyton kissed me like she wanted to crawl inside my body and inhabit it solely for the ability to directly control how much pleasure she gave me, and when consciousness returned to me I found that I'd picked her up and shoved her against the wall while her legs wrapped around my waist.


"Fuck this," I growled, panting for breath and pressing my pelvis forward to keep her pinned against the wall. "Let's go on our date."


"Fuck the date," Peyton gasped even more out of breath, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she stared back at me with glittering emerald eyes. "Let's go upstairs and FUCK."


It was tempting, and I nearly took her up on the offer. But just then my stupid brain decided to wake back up and remind me of where I'd come from and who I'd just talked to. And squeezing my eyes shut and grimacing in momentary anguish, I barked out a loud, "Fuck!" and then stepped back, setting Peyton down on her feet and turning away from her.


"What is it? What's wrong?" Peyton asked.


Rubbing my jaw, I sighed and turned back to her. Shaking my head mournfully, I replied, "It's why I cancelled our date in the first place. You have to know I'd never do this just to screw around with you. But I literally just walked out of Professor Isakova's office right now, and we were talking to Samantha Hitchcock."


Peyton's eyebrows rose. "Samantha? My T.A.?"


I nodded and then told her what Samantha had just told us. "Rutledge IS screwing with your grades."





A lot more had been said in Viktoriya's office than just Rutledge falsifying Peyton's grades. Samantha was in full confession mode, and she told us a lot more than we probably needed to know. Not that Viktoriya or I told her to stop or anything. We soaked up everything like it was the most engrossing soap opera on TV.


Samantha told us about Casey McCahill, about how the girl wasn't even bothering to turn in her homework or write more than her name on her exams. She told us about the threesomes at Rutledge's house, and even her own forays into lesbian contact before pulling back. She told us about how in love she'd been with the man for nearly three years, never truly seeing what kind of monster he could be. And it was only when she found herself being pushed aside in favor of a younger, bigger-boobed coed slut that she finally opened her eyes and realized what was really going on.


Despite Viktoriya's animosity toward Rutledge, she had always been friendly to Samantha. As Kim and I had already seen, Viktoriya tended to let her hair down outside of the classroom and within the friendly confines of the Cheit Hall offices. She and Samantha ran into each other frequently each day, whether getting coffee or just chatting in passing down the halls. The "Professor Ice" persona she kept up in front of undergrads didn't apply. Also, both women were fully aware of each other's less than platonic activities that technically violated the school's policies, and this knowledge in a sense had made them co-conspirators with a certain level of understanding and trust.


Even though Viktoriya had charged me with finding evidence that "my friend's" grades had been tampered with, she had taken it upon herself to ask Samantha whether or not Rutledge was doing anything underhanded in order to manipulate a student into a bad situation. Viktoriya didn't specify Peyton's name; she didn't even know it was Peyton I was talking about. At first, Samantha had outright rejected the notion. While he wasn't above accepting the proposals of a pretty coed coming on to him, the man she was in love with wouldn't do such an unfathomably odious thing.


But her initial rejection turned to doubt later that evening. Doubt turned into curiosity. And curiosity turned into research. Rutledge, unlike many professors, preferred to do most of his own grading. He certainly graded all of the midterms by himself, so without having a student's papers in hand, Samantha couldn't compare anyone's recorded grade with the number at the top of their page. But while Rutledge did the grading, he had Samantha complete the data entry of putting each score into the computer system. Samantha did so, but she also recorded all grades on paper. It wasn't something she'd been told to do; she simply did it to have a backup. And when she went into the computer system to check the numbers she'd entered against the numbers the system currently showed, she found that the grades of a select few students had been "improved".


No big surprise, there. She'd always known Casey McCahill's grades were a complete fabrication. She also wasn't surprised to see a few other grade enhancements, although she didn't tell Viktoriya or me who those students were. She was, however, shocked to find a single student whose grades had been consistently downgraded, and the horror of this discovery had sent her straight to Viktoriya to ask specifically why she had asked about negative grade tampering and specifically whom.


Viktoriya didn't know; I'd never told her Peyton's name. But she asked Samantha whether she'd found multiple students being surreptitiously downgraded or if it was just one. When she found out it was just one, she arranged for Samantha to meet in her office after class, and then she brought in me.


So I'd volunteered Peyton's name. Samantha confirmed that she was the student being downgraded. And Viktoriya swore bloody murder.


"But can we move forward with this?" I'd asked. "Do you have enough evidence to go to the department and get Rutledge's ass handed to him?"


We turned to Samantha, and she blanched. "I don't know. All I have are my own notes as to what grades I entered into the system."


Viktoriya shook her head. "It is something, but since your notes are not an official document, Henry can argue against their validity. I think the consistency of it is certainly alarming, especially since it shows that only one student has been downgraded. But I would urge that we do not do anything rash. Samantha, if you are willing, I think you should dig deeper and see if you can perhaps find more evidence of his misbehavior. This whole thing has the potential to be a grave scandal, and our names will likely be dragged through it. The semester is far from over. Let us be patient."


I didn't really want to be patient. "And what? Give Rutledge the chance to cover his tracks and get off scot free? I don't think so."


Viktoriya shook her head. "Patience, Benjamin. I do not believe he has any idea that we know."


"If Samantha goes poking around his records, he may well figure it out."


"I'll be careful," Samantha promised. "But really, there's not much else I can do. The computer system is pretty basic. It doesn't track or record when alterations are made. Stupid, I know. All I could maybe do is print out screen shots so we have a dated record of what scores are in there right now, just in case he tries to tweak them later to cover himself up. But still, that only shows grade tampering. I don't know how you prove he's doing it to force a student into having sex with him."


Viktoriya nodded. "Really, what we need is some way to catch him in the act."


My head shot up. "What, you mean like getting it on tape?"


The girls both looked at me. Viktoriya sighed and said, "Pretty much."





I didn't tell Peyton everything. The details about Samantha's involvement with Rutledge, for example, weren't relevant. The stuff about Casey or any other students, also, she didn't need to know. For right now, the important thing for Peyton to understand was that Rutledge indeed had submarined her marks for the express purpose of putting her in a position to be subject to his sexual predations, and that Professor Isakova, Samantha, and I were trying to figure out a way to get him busted for it.


"If you know, then can't you just go to the ... uh... somebody and tell on him?!?" Peyton lashed out angrily. "Campus police? The authorities?"


"We can't go to the cops. He hasn't done anything criminal yet."


"What, falsifying my grades so he can have sex with me isn't a crime?!?"


"Well since you haven't actually had sex with him, no, it's not a legal crime ... I think ... The point is: it's a school matter so far, and one that's a little hard for us to prove." I explained about the lack of concrete evidence, or at least the lack of better evidence. I also stressed what Viktoriya had told me about it being a long semester and having patience. "Look, I know you're angry right now for what he's been doing to you--"


"I feel violated," Peyton barked harshly.


I nodded and stroked her arm to help calm her. "And you probably would like nothing better than for me to drive out to his house with a baseball bat and a pair of those Korean barbecue scissors they use to cut short ribs so I could bash his head in and then snip off his testicles."


That actually brought out a smile. Peyton beamed up at me for a moment and said, "You'd do that for me?"


I chuckled and nodded firmly. "But what we really want to do is nail him to the floor with solid evidence and make sure the rat bastard never teaches again. And for that, we need to be patient, alright? You have to know that we're on your side, know that we're working on a solution, and know that we're not going to let him screw you over like this. You're going to graduate on time. You DON'T have to sleep with him. We know the truth, the worst part is over, and you are NOT alone. You got that?"


She got it. She didn't like having to be patient, and she was rather fond of the Korean BBQ scissors idea, but she got it. Peyton wound up stepping forward into my arms, cuddling herself against my chest while I stroked her back. And once she managed to calm down, she pushed her nose into the crook of my neck and asked, "So what now? What happens next?"


I sighed and squeezed her a little tighter. "This part you're not going to like."


Peyton tensed up and pulled back far enough to look up at me. "What?"


I gave her an apologetic look and said, "You have to get him to confess on tape."





-- SATURDAY, APRIL 8, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



I awoke with my usual morning hard-on. My eyes were still closed, but I felt a woman's presence against my chest, and a wave of pure bliss spread across my body. Hey, I LIKE waking up with someone.


Such had been my life for some time now. I really couldn't remember the last time I'd woken up in bed alone. For the past couple of weeks, Andie, Jamie, and Sasha had been my constant bedtime companions. Before that, the Tri-Delt harem rotated in and out. There was also Kim and Adrienne, not to mention the "dates" with Casey, Carolyn, and Chevelle. And of course before then had been my relationship and engagement to DJ. For a year that had started off with me learning how to "be alone" and not sleep with anyone overnight, I'd certainly been doing a lot of catching up.


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 my current paramour, although I hadn't woken up quite enough just yet to remember who she was. No matter. I was fond of all my girls, and with my eyes still closed, I expressed that fondness by squeezing her just a little tighter, a hug of affection.


Of course, the morning being morning, pleasant affection soon gave way to primal lust. My wood had found itself lodged in the cleft of her butt cheeks, and I found myself instinctively dry humping her ass to get that pleasant friction. Full memories had yet not entered my brain, but the sexual creature inside was awake enough to tell me that I had NOT had sex last night, a truly heartbreaking thing to realize. And now knowing it had been nearly 24 full hours since the last time I got off, I began the process of rectifying my unfortunate condition.


My hand firmed up around her left breast. I pressed my head forward to push my nose into her hair, smelling her sweet fragrance. I exhaled softly, tickling the back of her neck before touching my lips to it, causing a shiver to run up and down her body.


She moaned as she began to come awake. I slid my right hand up from her hip, gliding my fingers along her skin and underneath her night shirt so that I could palm her right breast as well. And gripping both round boobs, I put a little more effort into dry humping her ass, feeling the crease of her buttocks fold my own shorts around my rod.


"Ben," Peyton said quietly.


"Hmm?" I mumbled, still not fully awake just yet. But as her voice made its way into my brain, I froze completely. Both of my hands were still clamped around the bare globes of her breasts. My cock was still pressed into her ass crack. And my eyes remained tightly shut.


Oh, shit!



There had been a reason I didn't get off last night. Oh, Friday nights were Andie/Jamie nights, and both girls were ready and willing. Hell, we'd even started to have sex in the shower when the girls decided to be my personal loofahs. But while I'd fucked both my little "cutie" and my curvy "lovely" to orgasm, I'd been saving my spunk for the bedtime to follow.


See, Peyton had stayed at the house through dinner. The harem girls didn't know why our date had been cancelled, but they didn't press us. Peyton was visibly shaken and the girls readily invited us to join them. But after dinner, Peyton decided to go back to the Tri-Delt Chapter House and recalled Annette and Natalee from their own dates, giving them her version of a Code Red alert to drop everything and come talk to their best friend.


Only then did the harem girls start pressing me for answers, but I wouldn't give them any. The matter was private between me and Peyton, and that was that. I wasn't in the mood for playing around, and everyone but Andie and Jamie went home as well. And then my two remaining "favorites" dragged me into the shower to try and cheer me up.


We were going from the shower into my bedroom when the doorbell rang. At first, Jamie urged me to ignore it as she physically dragged me by the hand into my room, and I was inclined to agree since, like I said, I hadn't gotten off yet. But then my phone started ringing, Andie crossed to my desk to check it out, and she informed me of the name on the display.


Peyton was standing on my front porch and I quickly threw on some pajama pants and went downstairs to open the door. She was distraught and flung herself into my arms. Even though we'd come to some resolution about how to handle the situation, and even though she believed she was no longer under any pressure to capitulate to Rutledge's predations, the matter still wasn't yet resolved and she couldn't shake the feeling of being violated by what he'd done so far.


"Every time I close my eyes I think about the way he would always undress me with his eyes," she whimpered. "The thought makes my skin crawl, and I just started shaking."


I held Peyton tight in my arms, stroking and soothing and shushing her. Eventually, she stopped trembling, and only then did we realize we had an audience. Andie and Jamie were standing in the hallway just behind us, having heard just about everything. We noticed that Peyton was dressed for bed in a cute pink pajama set, having only thrown a jacket over the top before rushing over here. And it was Jamie who suggested that Peyton spend the night with me.


"You'll feel safe in his arms," Jamie reasoned. "I always do."


Andie pouted briefly, but nodded her agreement. And so the two of them bunked together in one of the downstairs bedrooms, leaving Peyton and me to go upstairs alone. We didn't go to bed right away. We started on the chairs in the sitting area, talking out the situation. She'd shared some of the details with Annette and Natalee, and the three of them had collectively come up with more questions that I now did my best to answer. We still didn't know exactly how to worm a confession out of Rutledge and get it on tape, but my best idea was for Peyton to ace her upcoming midterm, wait for him to unfairly mark it down, and then wait for him to arrange a private meeting. With her overall grade still in the sixties with only the final exam remaining to significantly improve her grade, she would theoretically be at her most vulnerable. He would press her with innuendoes and vague suggestions, and the hope was that if she pretended to go along with him, she might be able to elicit a damning comment or two and get it on tape.


We hoped.


Getting a confession was no guarantee. The burden was all on Peyton to talk him into one. And since the midterm wasn't until Tuesday, and her scores wouldn't come back until Thursday, it seemed likely she wouldn't get a private meeting until Friday at the earliest, a full seven days away.


She wasn't sure she'd be able to keep it together that long, and I didn't blame her. It was a lot to deal with.


But we were going to try, and I reassured her that I was on her side. She'd started crying again, and I'd pulled her into my arms. And in the end, she'd fallen asleep right there in my lap.


I held her for about ten minutes before carrying her into my bed. For a moment, I thought about going downstairs to join Andie and Jamie, or even going to sleep in Sasha's room and having her join me when she got back from work. But I decided that I didn't want Peyton to wake up alone and possibly freak out, not right after I'd spent the previous half-hour reassuring her that she wasn't alone. So I went to the far side of the bed and crawled in.


I hadn't meant to molest her in my sleep, and in fact had placed a pillow between us to try and keep myself separate from her body. But subconscious Ben is quite the horny fellow, and so we woke up the way we did. And only when she said my name in the morning while feeling my hands on her bare breasts and my cock pressed up against her ass did everything that happened last night finally come to me.


My eyes flew open and I jerked my hands out from beneath her shirt. I yanked my hips back and physically wormed myself about six inches away from her. And looking apologetic, I stammered, "Oh my gawd I am SO sorry!"


Peyton rotated in my grasp, a mirthful chuckle sounding deep in her throat although her mouth was closed. Her eyes twinkled as she took in my panicked expression and she reached up to touch my cheek. And I started to calm down as she stroked it gently, looking at me with only amusement and not a trace of anger. "Legendary Big Ben. Sexual creature to the end..."


"I'm sorry, Peyton," I said more calmly. "You came here last night looking for comfort and safety from a guy trying to take from you what isn't rightfully his. I know the last thing you need is to get groped in your sleep by--"


She cut me off by kissing me. My eyes flew open and my hands went up in surprise, but she kept her lips pressed to mine until I stopped resisting and she finally backed off before smiling at me while batting her eyelashes coquettishly.


"Umm ... okay..." I drawled, my eyes still wide in surprise. "So I guess you're not upset about the groping. But we should probably talk about--"


Something exploded inside my brain, and suddenly Peyton's tongue was in my mouth. Her hand on my cheek suddenly gripped my head, tugging me to meet her. And then she was pushing me onto my back as she moved into a dominant position above me.


Oh, fucking hell this feels nice...



At some point, we reached a natural break in the kiss. Holding herself above me, Peyton slowly pulled back, both of her lips briefly fastening onto my lower one, tugging on it until it snapped back to my face. Her pale green eyes sparkled as she stared down at me, but she offered a rather nervous expression, biting her lip as she evaluated my reaction to her sudden ardor.


"Are you okay with this?" she asked timidly.


I answered by pulling her down into another kiss. Peyton's passion went from zero back up to sixty immediately, and she practically devoured my face in her enthusiasm. She held my head with both of her hands, holding me in place while she kissed me as hard and as deeply as she wanted (which was pretty damn hard and deep). I let her take charge ... for a bit.


I let Peyton mount my body, straddling my hips and trapping my cock against my belly. Now it was her turn to dry hump ME. And she ground her crotch against my rod while hunching her body over enough to continue kissing me.


I let her plant her left hand on my chest and keep me pinned on my back while she sat up and tossed her hair. She smirked down at me, as if she'd won some kind of victory by being on top. And she rather sexily dragged her right hand down her face, neck, and chest before pushing it down her body and grabbing the hem of her nightshirt.


I let her watch me excitedly watching her as she pulled her hem upward, showing me that diamond pendant in her navel and briefly revealing the undersides of both bare breasts before dropping her shirt back down and teasing me by sticking out her tongue. She giggled and did it again, showing inch after inch of underboob and almost revealing her bare nipples before covering up again, and I wriggled beneath her for show, as if I really wanted to get up but only her physically superior position kept me at bay.


I let her believe she had me right where she wanted me when she finally removed her shirt and pulled both of my palms back up onto her breasts. I cupped her firm mounds, perfectly shaped and capped with fat areolas and thick nipples. I rejoiced in the weight of them in my hands, playing with her titties for a moment before sliding my hands around her sides so I could stroke her back.


And then I grabbed her.


One moment, Peyton was crowing above me as she celebrated my captivation with her radiant beauty and naked body. The next moment, I'd physically rolled us both over so that SHE was the one pinned beneath ME. And then she was moaning in surprised pleasure as I kissed her while simultaneously manipulating her sensitive nipples with my nimble fingers.


Just when she realized what had happened, I pulled back and smirked down at her. She looked up at me in surprise, her pale eyes now just a little fearful. For a moment, she'd believed herself to be in control of me. No doubt she had assumed the dominant role in a few of her previous relationships, if not all of them. But none of those boyfriends had been like me. None of them had made her feel the way I'd made her feel that fateful Friday night only two weeks ago. I was the first guy in the history of her life that had ever gotten the better of her, and I was doing so again.


Peyton didn't resist. Peyton buried her ego, buried the part of her that wanted to fight me off and regain control. Instead, she looked up at me with an expression of pure longing. And when she opened her mouth, it was to say only one word.


"Please..."


Digging my right thumb into the adjacent waistbands of her pajama pants and panties, I growled with a grin, "Absolutely."





"Fuck me, Ben ... fuck me ... Ohmigawd fuck MEEEEE!!!"


Peyton's last word extended into a scream of exquisite pleasure as she threw her head back and climaxed for the sixth time this morning (or was it seventh?). My senses were highly attuned to the signals of female orgasm, and I was usually pretty good at picking out the exact moment when one of my lovers came, but Peyton's fourth orgasm had gone on for so long and been filled with such clenching that I wasn't entirely sure whether or not it had been a single climax or two back-to-back. The fact that I'd been distracted by my own ejaculation, injecting my cream filling into her from behind, had been part of the problem.


But there was no ambiguity about this orgasm. Besides the obvious ear-splitting scream, Peyton's feet kicked aimlessly in the air, her fingers dug into my shoulder blades, and of course there was the particular way her pussy muscles clamped down around my invading cock. Pinned beneath me on her back with her legs thrown over my shoulders, she was helpless to resist as I continued drilling downwards into the gorgeous dirty-blonde, filling her full of me while feeding her my meat both raw AND well-done simultaneously.


And then I REALLY wanted to "feed" her my meat.


"I'm gonna cum in your mouth," I growled moments after clarity returned to her pale green eyes and she managed to look at me again.


Her breath was coming in short pants in rhythm with my thrusts. She stared back at me with supreme intensity as if trying to memorize everything about my face. And at my words, she nodded quickly and breathed, "Cum in my mouth. Cum all over my face. Cum on my tits, in my cunt, in my ass, wherever you want it. I want you to take me, Ben. Take me any way you want to. Take me anywhere you want to. Take me every way that rat-fucking-bastard can only fantasize about having me, because he never will. He's never gonna get that chance because of you. Because you rescued me. Because you're protecting me. Because as long as I'm with you, I know I'm safe. Take me, Ben. I'm yours! Take me! Take me and-- MMPFGH!"


As much as I loved Tri-Delt President Peyton-Fucking-Kent singing my praises, I couldn't hold out any longer, so I had to pull out and plug her mouth full of cock. After climbing up her body, I abruptly parked my knees on either side of her ears and grabbed the back of her head, pulling it toward my homing missile that was targeted deep within her throat. Swiftly I entered her, forcing her to gag momentarily on my mushroom head. Her eyes watered, but she stared up at me resolutely and let me skull fuck her for a few strokes before she relaxed herself and I felt my cockhead penetrate. Her throat muscles briefly closed up around my shaft, and that sensation was all I needed. I leaned back while releasing her head, letting it fall against the pillow once again. And withdrawing my shaft from her mouth, I took myself in hand and began stroking.


She only had time to gasp for oxygen once before the first spray shot out and painted her from forehead to chin. It was a good thing she'd reflexively closed her eyes, because the line ran directly over her left eyelid. She gasped again, blinking her eyes open in time to see the second shot hit her right in the nose and go a little bit into her open mouth. And then I was groaning as I pumped out the rest of my load all over Peyton's pretty face beneath me, subsequent shots drizzling over her nose, lips, and chin.


Momentarily exhausted, I sagged forward and grabbed onto my headboard to keep from falling. I was still on my knees above her, my shins pinning her upper arms beneath me so that she couldn't even raise her hands to wipe her face. The gorgeous Tri-Delt President stared up at me with a face covered in cum, and I couldn't help but grin and start laughing at the sight.


"Gawd damn you're so pretty," I chuckled as I slid off her body. But instead of moving away, I swiftly bent down and kissed her, ignoring the taste of my own cum while I sealed my lips over hers and thanked her for letting me do that. Peyton seemed surprised, and it took a moment before she kissed me back. But she quickly got into it and hummed happily when I finally pulled away.


For a moment, she looked like she was about to say something, but a sudden idea popped into my head and I turned to the door. "Andie! Jamie! Are you two out there?"


There was a second's hesitation before the doorknob turned and slowly cracked open. Both girls were outside, along with Sasha, actually, all three of them wearing goofy expressions on their faces.


"One of you want to clean this off her with your tongue?" I said, gesturing with both hands to Peyton's face.


Andie volunteered "Me!" But Jamie had already beaten her to the punch. Instead of responding, the busty Italian babe had already darted into the room, grabbed her sorority president by the shoulders, and then proceeded to lick up every drop of cum she could find. I laughed, already knowing that Jamie was one of the biggest cumsluts I'd ever met.


A few seconds later, Jamie finished, and then briefly kissed Peyton while slipping her a glob of cum on her tongue. Peyton giggled and kissed back, but with the task complete I was spanking Jamie on the ass and saying, "Okay now OUT, all of you. Go downstairs and leave us alone for a minute, alright?"


Jamie groaned but threw me a pixie wink as she bounced off the bed. Shooing Andie and Sasha aside, she stepped out into the hallway and closed the door behind her. And then Peyton and I were once again alone.


There were still a few traces of cum left on Peyton's face, along with a good bit of Jamie's drying saliva. I reached over to my nightstand and grabbed two tissues, and as she sat up, Peyton took them from me gratefully and began to wipe herself off.


"You know, nobody's ever done that before," she said with a shake of her head that seemed to indicate disbelief.


"What, licked cum off your face?"


Peyton laughed. "No, no. I've done that before."


"Been licked or done the licking?"


She smirked. "Both. If it weren't for your 'no boyfriends' rule, I'd have Annette or Natalee show you."


I grinned and sighed. It would be nice to see that sort of thing, but I got enough sex as it was without the complications of boyfriends of taken girls. "Then what haven't you done before?


Peyton sighed dreamily and looked at me in awe. "No guy has ever kissed me after cumming on my face."


I shrugged. "I wanted to kiss you, period."


"You make me want to kiss you again. And again and again and again. Fuck, Ben. I was serious when I said I was falling for you. And now I think my feelings are getting even worse."


I shrugged apologetically. "Given that you just said falling in love with me is getting 'worse', I feel like I should be apologizing."


"Don't. I've never felt this happy."


I furrowed my eyebrows, feeling my lust begin to wane. Yeah, I'd only had two ejaculations and had a lot more in me, but I was sated for right now and felt our initial craziness fading away. Taking a deep breath, I said, "The last thing I want to do is lead you on. I'm not in this for any serious relationships, and--"


"And I'm not asking for one," she replied, cutting me off. Sensing herself that the mood had shifted, Peyton sat up straight and tucked her legs together and to one side. After looking down at the rumpled bedsheets and idly picking at my comforter, she looked at me and said, "I'm not going to try and tie you down. I know what you've got going here with the harem and I won't try to take that away from you."


"But..."


"No 'buts'. I mean it. I owe you that much at least."


"You don't owe me anything."


"I owe you everything. I would have done it, you know. I'd have hated myself for doing it, and you might even think less of me for knowing this, but I would have bent over for that disgusting slime ball. I can't NOT graduate this semester. I've got my whole world ahead of me: job lined up, family waiting back home, and the expectations of a lot of people for me to be their perfect princess. I can't stay through the summer to make up the credit, and I certainly can't stay through next semester. I HAVE to graduate, and ... well ... if a secret rendezvous with a pervert professor would have been required..." Her lower lip quivered, and she looked on the verge of crying, but she managed to bite out, " ... I would have done it."


I made a face, and Peyton reached out and stroked my arm.


"You've saved me from that. Yes, I know the situation isn't over. I know you guys still need a confession on tape to really nail him, but I have faith we'll get the job done. At the very least, the simple fact that OTHER people know what he's done to me gives me hope, and not just anybody: my own T.A. and a respected professor both know. I can't believe that either of them would let me get a grade I don't deserve, and I don't believe you would either."


"I won't," I growled menacingly, my eyes fixated in the distance.


She stroked my arm again before sliding higher and gliding her hand up to my cheek. Caressing it, she leaned forward and pecked me before looking me right in the eyes and saying, "I know you won't. And that's why I love you."


I winced at the L-word. "Again, I can appreciate your gratitude for me helping you out, but 'love' is just such--"


Peyton cut me off with a kiss again, and when she pulled away, she took hold of both my shoulders and turned me onto my back. I let her push me down and lean over me, stroking my chest and kissing me again before sliding her hand down and petting my now-dormant cock. "Forget that I said I love you."


"I can't."


"Then focus on this: I asked you to give me the full Big Ben Experience, and you haven't quite done that yet. I've talked quite explicitly with the girls about what goes on during a proper Big Ben Experience. You've cum on my face. You've cum in my cunt. But in simple fact, you haven't made me pass out from delirious pleasure with your cock all the way up my ass. You haven't given me the Assfuckxiation, not yet at least." Peyton turned to my nightstand, pulling open the drawer while muttering, "Now Andie said it would be ... here!"


I sat up and looked over, finding that Peyton now held aloft my well-used bottle of Astroglide. We were both still naked, and Peyton smiled at me as she pushed the bottle into my hands and then reclined back across my bed with her arms loosely stretched behind her head. She was fully exposed to me, head to toe, and I drank in the mouth-wateringly gorgeous sight of her, from glimmering green eyes, sexy lips, firm breasts, that delightful belly pendant, sweet pussy, and down her long legs.


"I told you to take me in every way. I'm all yours. No, I'm not your girlfriend and you're not my boyfriend. But from now until the time we both graduate and go our separate ways, I'm yours. Okay? As part of the harem, just as a girl on the side, whatever. Take me whenever you want me. Take me wherever you want me. I am yours."





-- SUNDAY, APRIL 9, 2006 --



"Is it time yet?"


My dining companion didn't even look at her watch. "Not yet."


I scowled and looked out the restaurant window. We had a great view of the San Francisco Bay from up here, all the way across to The City. And to our right, I could clearly make out the Golden Gate Bridge. It was a very pleasant evening, with no major fog or other obstructions, but I wasn't enjoying the scenery. I was too anxious, and I was more interested in calculating the angular declination of the Sun. I could've sworn it had dropped another few degrees on the horizon. Well, I knew that it had, but apparently it hadn't dropped enough. I checked my watch and then glared at Sasha, who was thoroughly engrossed in her chicken and pasta dinner. "You said it would only be a few more minutes," I growled.


Still looking down at her plate, Sasha shrugged and replied, "Well it'll be a few minutes more. I'm not done with my dinner yet."


Annoyed, I slid my plate an inch or two across the table toward her, my prime rib only half-eaten and the vegetables barely touched. This was supposed to be a one-on-one "date" for Sasha and me, a nice evening out for which she'd taken the night off from work. But I was only too aware of today's calendar date and the not-so-subtle excuse for me to be out of the house.


Today was my birthday, and the Tri-Delts were planning something at home.


They didn't try to hide it. Andie told me point blank to drink lots of fluids, including one of Lakhi's special milkshakes, and to expect lots of sex when I got back. Peyton had been the one to shove me out the door with Sasha, explaining that my roommate already knew the specified time to bring me back home. And Sasha had apologized from the very beginning, stating that she knew absolutely nothing else about what the girls had planned and it was therefore useless for me to try and grill her.


Of course, I tried anyway, but she'd been telling the truth: she honestly didn't know.


The one thing Sasha DID know was what time she was allowed to bring me back. But while Sasha knew that particular little detail, she was adamant about not telling me. And while I'd done my best to be calm and cool about the situation throughout the first half of dinner, I'd pretty much resorted to the time equivalent of "Are we there yet?" for the last twenty minutes.


In retrospect, I should have known. After all, there was a fucking SIGN posted in my foyer with the specified time. True, it wasn't a sign that necessarily applied to my birthday, but it was a sign nonetheless. And so it was 6:59pm when I finally pulled the Mustang in behind Andie's Lexus ES in my driveway, having to work around all the cars parallel parked up and down the street. And it was 7:00pm on the dot when Sasha put her hand down and allowed me to finally put my key into the door.


You remember what happens at 7pm, right? It's a time of day I very much enjoy around the house. Andie even set the alarm on her phone to go off at 7pm every day, and instead of some annoying alert sound her phone played "Beep" by the Pussycat Dolls. I knew my girls had heart, and brains, and were very nice people overall. But at 7pm each night, I was looking at their beep and checking out their beep and feeling up their beep. Everyone knew that my overnights were reserved for Andie, Jamie, and Sasha. But from about 7pm to 10pm, it was open season. And I think the girls had even more fun than I did as they stripped down and got flirty.


Most nights at 7pm there were between six and eight girls left in the house. Some were only in the house to study or hang out with their friends, but everybody stripped and everybody flirted. A few merely removed their outerwear and continued on doing whatever it was they'd been doing. Most made a tease out of it, being sure to get my attention and flaunt their curves for my appreciation. But every night was a good night for me because of it, and yet none of those nights could compare to tonight.


Sasha and I walked in tonight to find my living room decorated from top to bottom. A "Happy Birthday" sign made of individual letters linked together dangled across the archway and made me duck underneath it. Streamers and an additional birthday banner adorned the walls. And balloons had been tethered to a variety of surfaces all over. But I didn't notice the decorations right away. Why the fuck would I notice the decorations right away? There weren't six to eight lingerie-clad girls in my living room today, there were more than twenty.


In fact, there were twenty-three of them. That's forty-six breasts for you math whizzes, all of them put on quite the display. A few of the girls even wore tops that were more or less see-thru. And as Sasha and I walked into the living room, twenty-three Tri-Delts threw their hands into the air and yelled, "WOOOO!!!"


I smiled and opened my arms grandly. And I wondered if any of them had noticed the wireless webcam I'd told Andie to put on top of the china cabinet in the corner of the living room.


Adrienne was gonna have a fun night tonight.





-- MONDAY, APRIL 10, 2006 --



It was a damn good thing I didn't have any Monday morning classes, seeing as how I slept in until past 11am. My exhaustion was understandable, given how busy I'd been all night. Whatever Lakhi put into that 'milkshake' had me rolling well past 3am. And only then did my dick go limp and my consciousness go so completely black that I don't believe I even dreamed.


I'd contemplated not leaving the house at all, just staying in bed and trying to start up my life again on Tuesday. But Sasha came back to the house to collect me and bring me to lunch with our friends.


"Hey there, strangers," Bert greeted us, offering a fist bump as Sasha and I staggered into our usual lunch café. My elbow was linked with Sasha's, which was pretty typical for a Monday. But I was using that elbow to lean on her quite a bit. Quite frankly, I'm not sure I would have made it onto campus without the help.


"Hey guys, long time no see," Paige said with a smirk. "Have a good birthday party?"


I snorted. "You should know. You were there."


Paige's eyebrows went up and she smiled. "I was at your very tame get-together at Lynne's apartment yesterday for lunch. You know damn well I wasn't at the 'party'. I only WISH I was at that one."


Sasha smirked. "Yeah, you should have come, Paige. I don't think there were enough girls at that one."


Bert was already shaking his head. "You're walking funny. Did the Tri-Delts finally break you?"


"Nah. I just think I strained something." Catching the looks from my friends, I quickly added, "No, I didn't strain that. I meant my hamstring. It's a little sore."


"I'll bet ... So seriously, how'd it go?" Bert asked.


I gave him a strange look. "You really want to know?"


Bert shrugged. "Humor us."


I glanced at Sasha, who shrugged and waved me on. Turning back to my friends, who leaned forward quite eagerly, I took a deep breath and said, "Nope. Not happening."


"Aww, come on..." Bert whined.


"You want to know, you shoulda been there yesterday."


"Seriously," Sasha laughed. "He could have used the help. You WERE invited."


Bert held ears with both hands and closed his eyes, muttering over and again, "Think of Lynne, think of Lynne, think of Lynne ... Ignore any thoughts about what depraved things Ben could do with twenty-something Tri-Delts for his birthday ... Think of Lynne, think of Lynne, think of Lynne..."


The other three of us laughed.


"We played games, mostly," Sasha finally explained. "Kids games, really. It was a lot of fun. I know your heads might be spinning from the possibilities, but really, there's no way Ben can have sex with twenty-four girls all at once. It's physically impossible, no matter what enhancements the girls might try to give him, alright?"


"Fine, whatever." Bert shook his head wryly before arching an eyebrow at me. "Kids games?"


I shrugged. "Bobbing for Apples. Pin the Tail on the Donkey. Spin the ... okay well Spin the Bottle isn't really a 'kids' game."


Bert and Paige chuckled. Sasha and I exchanged a glance. I was telling the truth ... technically. Except that I'd really been Bobbing for Nipples and playing Pin the Prick in the Doggy-style. Then there had been Seven Minutes in Heaven, and seriously, why did all these games involve having me blindfolded? At least Spin the Bottle gave me full use of my eyes. Of course, I needed to see which girl the bottle spun to, given that there had been 24 of them in a circle around me waiting to see who I'd end up fucking for 60 seconds at a time.


Really, though, the games were less about sexual fulfillment and more about sexual titillation. I never really got to pound anybody long enough to get either of us off. It was a night of fun and games and every now and again I'd get fed up, invoke my seize and inseminate charter, and command someone to "open sesame". I'd finally get myself off, the girls would get me hard again, and then we'd go back to the games.


It had been a good night.





-- TUESDAY, APRIL 11, 2006 --



"I don't know if I can do this," Peyton whimpered.


I held her cheeks in my hands, bent over, and kissed her. She swooned into my arms for a minute, and looked at me dreamily when I finally released her.


"Look at me. Look into my eyes," I said sternly.


Obediently, she complied. Clearly, she was still a little nervous.


"You'll be fine," I stated evenly. "We've been studying like crazy and you've really got the material down now, understand? Our little pop quiz last night went great."


"I know, but..." She sighed. "What's the point? He's just going to screw with my grade anyway."


"Because your real grade on this midterm will very much matter."


"Does it? Don't I deserve an 'A' for getting screwed around like this?"


I shook my head. "An undeserved 'A' would be almost as unfair as bending over for it. If all goes well, we nuke Rutledge, we get you an independent grade review over all your homework and all your midterms, and your real grade comes out. No special favors, just pure honesty. That's what's really fair."


Peyton pouted. "I just don't know that I can do this."


"Yes you can." I suddenly had an idea. "How about I incentivize you. How about, when this midterm is done and you can honestly tell me you gave it your best shot, I'll take you out on that date we never had. A real date."


Peyton smirked. "The whole 'date' thing was YOUR idea. All -I- wanted was a Big Ben Experience."


"Psht. You got that already. Multiple times, including last night after your pop quiz."


She grinned and licked her lips. "Then I want another BBE. Right after class."


"Right after class? You mean before lunch?"


"Uh-huh. I'm gonna race out of this midterm with my panties on fire, meet you at your house, and then flop onto my back with my heels pointing to the sky begging you to take me around the world, m'kay?"


I chuckled and shook my head, grabbing Peyton and hugging her to my chest. "Okay, deal. But you HAVE to put your best into this test. Got it?"


"I'll ace it."


"Attagirl."





-- THURSDAY, APRIL 13, 2006 --



"So? How'd it go?"


Peyton's face fell as she crossed her arms over her chest, more or less hugging herself. Eyes downcast, she mumbled something I couldn't hear.


"I didn't hear that. What score did you get?"


She picked her eyes up to me, green eyes dull. "73."


I blinked. "Hey, that's C-minus territory!"


"I thought I'd do better than that."


"You probably did. Hey ... don't get down on yourself. This is exactly what we thought would happen. No matter if you deserved a 100 on that midterm, Rutledge would never let you pass this class on your own. Whatever numbers he's crunching in the computer, a 73 is probably the max you can get while still staying firmly in the 60s overall. He HAS to have that leverage over you for your next meeting."


"But I really thought I did better."


"I know you did, and I still have hickey marks from yesterday morning in my neck to prove it."


Peyton blushed at that and kicked my shin. I recoiled. Her pointy heels rather hurt. So I reached out and kicked her shin back.


Peyton looked shocked. Her jaw dropped, her eyes went wide, and she gasped, "I can't believe you kicked me!" And she kicked my shin again.


So I kicked her back, still not hard, but enough to make contact. "Hey, you started this!" I laughed as we both began dancing right there outside of the classroom, flailing with our feet toward each other's shins and not really impacting each other.


"Benjamin, please be more discreet..." Viktoriya Isakova suddenly said behind me in passing. "Best you do not let Professor Rutledge see you two like this before the matter is resolved, no?"


Immediately, Peyton and I separated, blushing deeply. We were both breathing hard and couldn't help but smirk at each other. That had been fun.


But then Peyton looked at both Professor Isakova and me. "He didn't ask for a private meeting. I don't even know if he will."


"He will, be sure of that," Viktoriya replied.


"Eventually, maybe," Peyton said. "But when? I don't know if I can keep this bottled up inside any longer. The whole thing is stressing me out."


"What about this afternoon?" I thought aloud. "He's got office hours, right?"


"Yeah, but Samantha's in there. He won't say anything in front of her."


Viktoriya spoke up. "I'll talk to her. She'll make some excuse to leave. Why don't you stop by my office right now, Peyton? I have a digital recorder you can take with you."


She nodded and started to follow as Viktoriya led the way. I went along as well, at least until Viktoriya stopped, turned around, and leveled a look at me. "Goodbye, Benjamin."


Groaning, I nodded and went the other way.





There was a knock at my bedroom door, but I didn't answer. I was still lost in my thoughts, sitting in an armchair and staring out the window to the street. But despite my lack of response, the door swung open anyway. And moments later, Sasha reached up and touched my shoulder. "You okay?"


"Not really," I replied without looking back at her.


"She'll be fine. She's a big girl and used to taking care of herself."


I sighed. At this very moment, Peyton was in Professor Rutledge's office. She'd gone to extract a confession from him and get it recorded so that we'd have evidence of his sexual predations. While she was in there, I wanted nothing more than to be just a few doors down in Viktoriya's office, ready and willing to come to her rescue if needed or at least be there when she came out. But there was no justifiable reason why I'd be at Cheit Hall this time of day, and nobody wanted the risk of Rutledge running into me just before he spoke with Peyton, so I'd agreed to wait things out here at home.


I HATED it.


"How do I know he's not doing something to her right now? What's to stop him from bending her over and just taking her right then and there instead of saying something incriminating?"


"Then she'll resist and we'll have audio of him attempting rape. Slam dunk conviction."


I scowled. "A digital recorder won't stop him from succeeding in raping her. I'd rather he NOT get convicted than actually get his dick into her."


Sasha rubbed my shoulder. "Then it's a good thing she's doing this during office hours. Samantha won't leave them alone for too long, and in fact she'll probably come back to the door and listen at the crack. At the first sound of violence, you know she'd go running into that room."


"Do I? Fact is: I don't know Samantha at all. Viktoriya seems to trust her, which is definitely reassuring. But I don't necessarily know what either of them could do to rescue her."


"Most likely she won't need rescuing. Most likely, she'll get the confession you need, and this will all be over soon."


"Yeah ... but maybe not." I sighed, feeling my shoulders tighten.


Just then, there was another knock at my bedroom door, and this time I turned away from the window and said, "Come in."


Andie and Jamie both poked their heads in. "You look stressed," Andie said glumly. "Can I please give you a blowjob to take the edge off?"


I blinked twice, momentarily nonplussed by her offer. It was so out of left field and yet entirely sincere, and I had to chuckle at the earnest girl. "Thanks, but no thanks, cutie."


She pouted, but I waved both girls in. As they approached, I wrapped my left arm around Sasha's shoulders and then pulled all three girls into an embrace, Andie under my right arm and Jamie directly in front of me. Putting our heads together, I squeezed all three of them the best I could. And then I sighed and said, "I love all three of you, do you know that?"


"Really?" Andie chirped.


"In your own ways, unique ways, yes I do. We've talked a lot about the lack of romance in our relationships, because quite honestly romance is something I don't want to deal with right now. Thank you all for accepting that so far."


"And for as long as you need us," Jamie chimed in. "We're happy to be here for you."


"I'm sorry that I don't give you more," I sighed.


"You give us enough," Sasha intoned. "You give us what we need, and you've got nothing to feel guilty about."


"Thanks..." I said with another sigh, squeezing all three of them again. "Thank you all so much."


And then my phone rang.





"So that's it. 7pm tomorrow. He's expecting to have me ... well... 'have me' ... in his office."


Peyton was hugging herself again, and staring out the same window I'd been staring out before. She looked so small. Even though at 5'9" she wasn't the tallest of girls, and I'd certainly met taller, she had such a force of personality around her sorority sisters that I mentally thought of her as being much larger. She was an Amazon in temperament, if not quite in stature. At least, she was around people other than me.


In my arms, and in bed, the lioness practically turned into a kitten. But at the moment, standing by the window, she wasn't a cute kitten that invited my amusement. She was a lost kitten that desperately needed a hug.


So I hugged her.


My arms went over hers, squeezing her self-hug even tighter. She sobbed just then, and bent forward slowly until her forehead touched the glass. And then the dam burst and the tears truly came forth.


I didn't say anything for a long time. For months now, Peyton had felt the lecherous intentions of her Corporate Finance professor upon her. She probably didn't think much of it at first; just another guy infatuated with her physical beauty. But as her grade situation became more and more grave, and his innuendoes about exactly how she could resolve said situation became more obvious, I knew she had begun to contemplate just how far she was willing to go to graduate.


She'd told me that when push came to shove, she would have gone through with it. I didn't judge her for this; I merely acknowledged it. But even when she said so, she hadn't truly come face-to-face with such a horrible decision. The notion that she'd bend over for a grade had still been far off in the distance, to the point of this third midterm if not all the way to the class final.


But now it wasn't so far off anymore. D-day was tomorrow, and it even had a time: 7pm.


The fact that Peyton had no intention of actually letting him fuck her didn't matter. The IDEA that he expected her to do so tomorrow did matter. It was enough to make her skin crawl and goosebumps to form beneath my fingers. This moment was as close as she'd yet gotten to actually whoring herself for a grade.


Not for the first time, I wondered what had been going through Dawn's mind when she'd found herself in this very situation, and I wondered how things might've turned out differently if she'd have let me try to help.


"I don't know if I can do this," Peyton muttered quietly. "I know I HAVE to, but I don't know if I can."


"You don't have to," I reasoned. "We have the recording you took today and it sounds pretty bad. It's enough, plus the grade discrepancies, to go to the department and get a formal inquiry."


She shook her head, still crying. "But we don't have him red-handed. I still don't have an actual confession on tape. He was too careful. If anything, he outright rejected the idea of trading a grade for sex."


"And then promptly encouraged you into private tutoring. It's quite suggestive."


"But not confirmation. I HAVE to go back there tomorrow ... but I'm scared."


"You don't have to do anything you don't want to. Just go in there and actually demand private tutoring. Make HIM make the first move."


"He's not going to do it verbally. He's going to do the same thing he did this afternoon: Park himself in front of me, spread his knees, and practically dare me to unzip him."


"You can get him to say it. Tell him you won't do it unless he says it. And once he does, run the hell out of there. I won't be here at the house tomorrow, I'll be right outside, I promise. And I'll break down the damn door with a fire hatchet if I have to."


That brought a smile, and Peyton turned in my arms to face me. "You really would, wouldn't you?"


"Damn fucking straight I would."


She shook her head slowly, and then beamed up at me. The moisture in her pale green eyes made them shimmer, and reaching up with one hand, she caressed my cheek. "And you still wonder how I could be falling in love with you?"


I shrugged and said, "Sorry."


"You have nothing to ever say sorry to me for." And then she kissed me.


It wasn't a passionate kiss; it was a tender kiss, full of yearning and affection. Peyton's kisses usually went straight to my loins, inspiring erections and fueling my lust to throw her onto my bed and take her the way she always begged to be taken. But this kiss went straight to my heart. Well, not straight to my heart. It sort of had to search around the gaping maw in my chest where my heart used to be, and then dart around the room for a bit searching and searching, and finally get up onto that mental shelf where I'd put my heart away for storage. And only then did the kiss ignite a tiny spark in my long-dormant organ, trying desperately to fuel a fire.


It nearly did. But just then somebody knocked at the door. Peyton and I separated abruptly and looked over to it. And once I realized our little moment had been broken, I turned back and sighed, "Come in."


Casey McCahill walked through the door.





"Casey?" Peyton gawked in confusion. "What are YOU doing here?"


The peroxide-blonde grinned and tossed her hair. "The obvious, of course. I want Big Ben here to fuck my pretty little brains out ... again."


"Again?" Peyton darted her eyes to me. "You've hooked up with Casey?"


"And Carolyn. And Chevelle," Casey added helpfully. "Pulled a Big Ben Experience on all three of us at the same time if you can believe it. He's also had me solo and just me and Carolyn as a threesome a couple of times."


Peyton looked to me for confirmation, and I shrugged. "It was after I broke up with my last girlfriend, before Tri-Delt West formed actually. Don't you remember Natalee talking about the 'Assfuckxiation' thing? That all started with her."


"Oh, riiight."


"Yeah, and Natalee told me about the little harem you built here," Casey commented. "Quite the nice setup for any guy, especially you."


Peyton rolled her eyes and muttered, "First rule about Tri-Delt West is that you don't talk about Tri-Delt West..."


"Kinda like Fight Club," Casey chirped.


Peyton muttered again, "Natalee is sooo busted."


"Hey, don't take it out on her. I figured it out when Ben stopped calling me for booty calls. We went on a couple of dates and everything was going swimmingly. But then all of a sudden I get no more calls and when I start to check out the situation I find out the Tri-Delts have moved in. Even saw that sign you girls put up on the front door before it moved inside." Casey's eyebrows arched. "Seize and inseminate? Really?"


Peyton sighed and shook her head. Exhaling slowly, she parked her hands on her hips and drew herself up to her full height. Although only about an inch taller than Casey, she also wore four inch heels and had that perfect Amazonian posture I was mentioning earlier. I actually watched some of Casey's bluster fall away beneath the baleful glare of an annoyed Peyton Kent. And when she was fully aware of having Casey's undivided attention, she asked coldly, "Whatever you came here for, now isn't the time. You're friends with Natalee and so I'm being nice to you. But Ben and I are busy with something and it's best that you leave."


But Casey wasn't going anywhere. Clearly, there was something she knew that Peyton didn't, and she relished that knowledge while her dark eyes flashed dangerously. Folding her arms across her chest and cocking her head, she stared right back into Peyton's icy gaze and asked just as coldly, "So has Professor Rutledge offered to raise your grade for sex yet?"


Peyton's jaw hit the floor.


Smirking triumphantly, Casey beamed. "He has, hasn't he?"


"What the hell do you know about that? Did Natalee tell you something? I swear to God that if she spilled the beans about--"


"Relax, relax." Casey gestured downwards with her hands. "Natalee's got nothing to do with this. I figured it out completely on my own."


Now Peyton had crossed her arms over her chest, and her eyes narrowed. "Figured it out how?"


"Well for starters, I was underneath his desk giving him a blowjob when you came into the office back in March and asked about extra-credit. Tell me, has he done the thing where he just sits on the desk in front of you and spreads his knees so that you stare at his bulge?"


Peyton clapped a hand over her gaping mouth in surprise.


"Relax. I'm not going to tattle on you. In fact, I'm kinda pissed off at the guy right now."


"Pissed off? Why?"


Casey sighed and walked past us. She paced around my room for a few seconds, staring at the bed and the walls and the armchairs before coming back to look at me for a long moment. Then, her eyes returned to Peyton and she explained, "He wants you. Badly. Badly enough that he's moaned out YOUR name while fucking me. Twice."


Peyton found her voice. "So you're fucking him?"


Casey shrugged. "Haven't done a single bit of homework or written more than my name on any of the midterms, but I've had a solid 'A' locked up in the course until now."


Peyton looked shocked. "You ... You're sleeping with him for a grade?"


Casey snorted and waved us off. "I've been sleeping with him because he's a good lay, and because YOU stopped calling me." She paused and pointed a finger right at me.


"But you're sleeping with him for a grade?" Peyton repeated a little more shrilly.


Casey shook her head. "The grade is a nice side benefit. He's a hunky enough guy that I'd have slept with him anyway. I certainly haven't had to fuck him and suck him as often as I've been doing just for a grade. But that's all there is to it: sex. It's not like I'm falling in love with him or anything, and actually, I'm getting to the point where I don't even like him."


"Why not?"


"He's getting clingy, and a little ... entitled. It was fun when I could initiate everything, to seduce my prof. I'd scare him half to death by pulling shit that would nearly get us caught, like blowing him under the desk during office hours when you walked in. But in the last month or so he started ignoring Samantha and he'd call me at all hours of the day asking me to come by his house and he just got sooo needy! And the final straw was when he moaned out 'Peyton!' while cumming in me! SUCH a turn-off."


Peyton and I exchanged a glance at that.


"Anyway, the point is that I've seen you two get all cloak and dagger around his class, along with Professor Isakova and Samantha. Something's up, isn't it? Well I want to know."


Peyton and I glanced at each other again.


Casey scrutinized Peyton. "You're not gonna fuck him for a grade, are you?" She'd asked a question, but her tone was more of a statement.


Peyton replied quietly. "No, I'm not."


"But you're at the point where you'd need to in order to pass the class?"


Peyton nodded.


"So what? You're just going to fail? Somehow I don't think so. You've got something on him, don't you?"


Peyton looked at me to answer, and I took a deep breath. "Something like that," I answered.


Casey studied me. "Is he going to get fired for this?"


"Probably."


Casey's mouth set in a hard line. "Is this going to open an inquiry into his grading scheme?"


"Probably."


Casey blinked and scowled. "So I'm not going to get my 'A', am I?"


I took a deep breath. "It's possible that the department won't look into anyone's scores but hers. If so, you'd keep whatever marks he's put in there. At the very worst, you could claim that you lost all your homework and midterms, and they'll have no choice but to keep your existing scores so far. But you'd have to take the final without his help, and there's always a chance that he'll blab about improving your scores for sex. I'd think that would only incriminate him further, but he might end up telling everything about everyone. I figure he's the kind of guy that wouldn't mind dragging a few names through the mud alongside his if everything went pear-shaped."


Casey mused on that and started pacing around the room again. She scowled and didn't seem to like the situation, and she returned to us twice before changing her mind and pacing away again. But in the end, she parked herself right in front of us and asked, "What do you actually have on him?"


"Why should we tell you?" Peyton shot back immediately. "For all we know, you're just going to run straight back to your precious 'Henry' and tell him everything you know about us."


Casey rolled her eyes. "Hardly. I'm done with that bastard, especially if I can line up someone better." Now her eyes fixed on me, gleaming in the evening light.


"What are you suggesting?" Peyton asked roughly.


"I'll bet you don't have an actual confession of wrongdoing, do you? Like, you haven't gotten a recording of him offering to improve your grades for sex, have you? If you had, you'd have busted him already."


Peyton and I looked at each other, Peyton wincing.


Casey caught the look. "I can get it. I can get him to confess."


My head picked up sharply. "Excuse me?"


Casey grinned at me. "I can get him to confess. Guaranteed. But I have a price."


Peyton stepped closer to me, suddenly nervous. I wrapped my arm around her protectively, but Casey just started laughing.


"Relax, princess. It's got nothing to do with you. Isn't it obvious? I've only ever wanted one thing: sex. And that's my price. Ben, I want you to fuck the everliving shit out of me. Right here. Right now. And then tomorrow I will go and get you your confession."


My eyes went wide, and Peyton was suddenly gawking back and forth between us. My first instinct was to say 'no'. No way. The whole point of this was to AVOID whoring oneself out for any reason, period. Now Casey was asking me for sex in order to literally purchase her help? I didn't think so.


But then again, it wasn't like I hadn't slept with Casey before. Also, she wasn't misusing some position of academic authority to manipulate me into an impossible situation. Plus, as the guy involved, it's not like I had any moral hang-ups about driving my dick nearly eight inches up all three of Casey's holes and rutting away for my own damn pleasure.


And above all else, having Casey get the confession took Peyton off the hook. Just moments before Casey had come into my room, Peyton had been scared out of her mind about walking into Rutledge's office alone tomorrow evening. We'd talked about rescuing her with fire hatchets for Pete's sake. The normally cool and confident girl was anything but confident about her ability to elicit a confession of wrongdoing from a man she detested, all while pretending to go along with his sick perversions. She was worried that she'd have to choose between letting him actually touch her in order to get the confession or walking away empty-handed and without the proof we needed to really bury him, and here was Casey ready to do it for her instead.


When I looked into Peyton's eyes I could see the plea there. She WANTED me to take her off the hook, but at the same time she knew she couldn't ask me to do the equivalent of "bending over" to get what we needed. It was okay, she didn't have to ask. I already knew I'd do it.


I only hoped I could deliver.


"You should know," I explained, "that I'm not actually that great of a lover when I'm coerced into the situation. You should talk to Chevelle about our first time. It was a disaster."


Casey shrugged. "I talked to her both times. The quote 'disaster' wasn't BAD sex, it just wasn't the greatest sex EVAR. The second time, on the other hand, WAS the greatest. I want that one, and I'm pretty confident in my ability to put you in the right mood."


I sighed and raised my eyebrows at Peyton. Then I looked back at Casey and said, "How about this? You do what you need to do tomorrow and once you're successful, I'll give you every inch of me you're asking for. As good as we've done before, if not better. I'll be grateful for the help you've given and I'll be in a mood to properly thank you."


"How do I know you won't take it back once you have what you need?" Casey asked skeptically.


"How do -I- know YOU'LL still get the confession tomorrow if I boink you tonight?"


"You don't, except that I will. But I have one more request."


"What's that?"


"Leniency. You're in tight with Isakova and the power brokers of the program. You're their superstar, and they'll listen to you. If Rutledge goes down and doesn't mention me, then I'll do what I can with my final exam and whatever grade I get is what I get. But if he squawks and they try to turn my score into a zero, you tell them that I helped you and they have to let me drop the class instead of getting an 'F'. Capisce?"


I blinked. "I can't make promises for what the department will do with your grade."


"I know you can't. But I trust that you're a man of your word and if you say you'll put in a good word for me, I'll believe you."


I sighed and nodded. "Fine. Deal. And you have my word you'll get your power-fucking tomorrow night, with one more catch."


Casey arched an eyebrow. "What's that?"


I grinned. "I get to keep your panties."


Casey laughed. "I'd have given 'em to you anyways."





-- FRIDAY, APRIL 14, 2006 --



Getting a confession out of Rutledge was surprisingly easy. There were just two more deals to hammer out, but both worked out.


The first was that Casey refused to have her meeting with Rutledge recorded. She said she'd been burned by an ex-lover filming them and releasing the sex tape on the internet, and nudged me in the ribs saying that I could probably relate. Even though she knew we'd never plan to release such a recording of her, she still didn't want her interaction with Rutledge in any permanent format, and she wouldn't carry Viktoriya's expensive digital recorder. Instead, she offered to use her cell phone and keep an open phone line to Viktoriya's desk phone.


Viktoriya countered by saying that wrinkle required her to bring Gerald Siegel, the head of the department, into the loop. She requested that he come to her office at five o'clock this afternoon, and he would hear everything, including the real possibility that Casey's own grade-manipulation would come to light. Casey reminded me of my promise, and she agreed.


So Casey, Peyton, Viktoriya, Professor Siegel, and I all collected in Isakova's office. Siegel's admin arrived too. Viktoriya began explaining the situation, and just then Samantha knocked at the door and came in.


Samantha sighed, looking sad. "He's all yours."


Casey shrugged and pecked her T.A.'s cheek. She called Viktoriya's desk, everyone verified that we had a good connection, and she stepped into the hall, testing to make sure we could hear her while Viktoriya muted her side of the line. And then Casey headed down to Rutledge's office.


Professor Siegel scowled once he realized what Casey was doing. It might have been the first time he'd ever heard someone getting a blowjob over a phone line. But then Casey asked whether or not Rutledge had manipulated Peyton's grades, and the rat bastard replied, "I had to. She'd be in the mid-70s if I hadn't, and would be passing the class on her own. Like I said, she's not THAT bad. Not great, but not that bad."


Siegel stepped forward. "I've heard enough. Let's get Miss McCahill out of there before this gets any more explicit than I want to hear."


As a group, we all left Viktoriya's office and walked the few doors down to Rutledge's office. But before we got there, the door opened from the inside. Professors Siegel and Isakova, Siegel's assistant, Samantha, Peyton, and I all stood there, shaking our heads in disapproval at the sight of Rutledge leaning back against his desk with his pants around his ankles and his half-hard cock rapidly going soft.


Peyton snapped a photo with her cell phone.


And then Rutledge fainted.





Sometime after 8pm, within the safety of my home, Peyton shook her head slowly, staring off at nothing. She sat up on my couch, her left leg folded beneath her and her right heel on the edge of the seat cushion, which raised her knee up to be the perfect perch for her outstretched right forearm. Her hand dangled off the end palm-down, her fingers only just managing to maintain a grip on her glass tumbler, still half-full of vodka/cranberry.


"You did it. You actually did it," she mumbled quietly.


Casey chugged the last of her own tumbler and then smirked. "You said that already. You've said it a LOT of times."


"I'm still in awe that you did it," Peyton replied, still staring off to nowhere. But then she turned her head to the other couch and focused right in on Casey. "I still can't believe it. And I don't know how to thank you."


Casey shook her head. "Again, I didn't do it for you, so you don't have to thank me. I did it for me. Better to switch sides than go down with the ship."


I chuckled and shook my head. "So does this mean you'll turn on me at the first sign of trouble?"


Casey smirked as she looked over to me. I reclined in the far left corner of the couch, my feet up on the coffee table while Peyton reclined against the right side of my chest. The peroxide-blonde's eyes evaluated me up and down before saying, "That depends on how tonight goes."


I smirked and replied, "I'm a man of my word. And I AM feeling grateful right now. Peyton's getting her true grades re-assessed. Siegel let you drop the course. And Rutledge will never teach here again."


And you exacted some measure of revenge on the man who put Dawn in that situation. Someday you'll have to tell her that. Someday soon.



I looked away, fighting back the upwelling of emotion climbing my throat. I took a sip of my vodka/Red Bull to wash it back down.


Andie and Jamie looked at each other, both of them holding their own drinks. "I still can't believe a Professor would DO that," Jamie said sullenly. "I have to admit, I've harbored a few 'seduce my prof for a better grade' fantasies of my own from time to time. They seemed kinky and dangerous and ... exciting."


"It was..." Casey sighed, planting a hand against the side of her head.


"But to know that a Berkeley professor actually falsified your grades in order to PUT you in that situation?" Andie said in horror. "It's..."


"Scary?" I offered.


Andie looked at me. "Terrifying."


The five of us were all that were left in the house. After the whole episode at Rutledge's office, Casey, Peyton, and I had come back to the house just in time for dinner. The rest of the harem had gone out this Friday night. Jamie and Andie had made lasagna, and we all settled in to a good meal. The two Tri-Delts were the only two who didn't know what was going on, and when they noticed our somber mood, Peyton went ahead and volunteered the explanation.


She also called Annette and Natalee, her two best friends. The pair of them came right over and talked with Peyton while I helped Andie and Jamie clean up in the kitchen. Casey just sort of hung around, lost in her own thoughts. And when Peyton assured her friends that she was fine and sent them back on their way, the five of us settled into the living room while Jamie pronounced, "This is a night to get drunk."


Everyone agreed.


About a half-hour later, we all had a nice buzz going and Casey wanted her "reward", but the mood was still melancholy. Fortunately, she found the right way to improve it.


"I still can't believe you posted that photo of Rutledge with his pants down on the 'Net," Casey laughed, sipping at her latest drink. "By the way, thanks for not having me in the shot."


"You're welcome," Peyton replied. "Every time I start to feel sick to my stomach over everything that's happened, I think of the look on his face in that photo and it always makes me smile."


The rest of us all chuckled at that as well.


"Still, I can't believe we can't throw the rat bastard into jail," Peyton commented bitterly.


"He didn't touch you. And everybody involved is 18," Casey explained. "He violated school policy, but unless one of the other girls comes forward and says she was coerced into sex, he might very well get off scot free. He'll never teach again, and anyone calling for a reference is going to be told why he was dismissed, but he just might get away without any claims of abuse of power or malfeasance laws."


Peyton shot upright. "So if someone he DID coerce into having sex came forward, we could still put him in jail?"


Casey shrugged. "It's a long shot, but it's possible."


Peyton mused on that. "Something to think about."


"Think about it tomorrow," I suggested, reaching up and pulling Peyton back down against my chest. I hugged her briefly and let my fingers trail down over her breasts, which caused her to giggle. "Take your mind off things and just relax for now, alright? McDouche is gone, and he's never going to come back here. The guy is a pervert, and he wasn't above abusing his position to convince girls to bend over for him, but he's a coward at heart and he's just going to run away. Be rid of him. Enjoy the moment here with me."


Peyton smiled warmly as she turned to look at me. "With you." And then she kissed me.


"Get in line, sister," Andie drawled haughtily.


Peyton cracked up immediately, then pulled back and smiled at Andie. "Fine then. Come over here and you go first."


Andie didn't wait to be told twice. She bounced out of her seat, set her drink on the table, and then climbed into my lap. Holding my head with both hands, she tilted her face and sealed her lips over mine.


"My turn! My turn!" Jamie chirped, tapping Andie's shoulder. She must have come over as well.


Andie sighed and moved aside. For anyone else, she might have lingered. But she and Jamie had bonded has best friends in the time they'd been my constant companions.


Leaving Andie in my lap, Jamie merely turned my head while she crouched beside the armrest, pulling my head around for a kiss. And then Jamie physically rotated my face back over to Peyton, pushing forward and encouraging me to kiss the Tri-Delt President next.


"Move aside, girls," Casey suddenly announced as she got up off the couch. "It's my turn next and I went through a lot of trouble to get it."


Peyton willingly moved aside, and Andie slid off my lap. Casey took her place, grabbed my head, and shoved her tongue down my throat. This was the kind of kiss that went straight to my loins, as she ground her crotch down against me and shoved her tits into my chest. And after tongue-sparring with her for about a minute, I pushed back on her shoulders, sat up, and then wrapped my arms around her torso while inhaling sharply through my nose and REALLY kissing her back.


The alcohol flooded my system, mingling with my hormones to wash away the melancholy of the earlier conversation and replace my mood with pure lust. But just when I was about to take my kiss with Casey to the next level, her head was suddenly pulled away from mine.


I gasped in surprise, blinking my eyes open just in time to see Peyton swoop in and seal HER lips over Casey's. And then I was too busy picking my jaw up off the floor to do anything else.


When Peyton pulled back, it was Casey's turn to blink in surprise. "Well that was nice..."


Peyton blushed. "I really don't know how else to thank you. You got the confession I needed and wasn't sure I could do myself. I kinda owe you."


"You're lending me 'him'. That's the only payment I asked for."


Peyton smiled. "I don't have any hold over Ben. He's not mine to 'lend'."


"Tell that to the way he looks at you," Casey chuckled. "But nevermind. Thanks for the kiss. It was sweet."


Peyton's eyes flared. "Oh, I don't mean to stop at a kiss. You're right: we made a bargain for how to repay you for your help. But you see, I'm the Tri-Delt President and we have an entire chapter of our orientation book dedicated to the Big Ben Experience. And if there's one thing I learned from that chapter, it's that the Big Ben Experience is so much MORE when a woman is partnered up with him. So you see, I'm going upstairs with both of you, and together we are going to ensure you are paid in FULL."


Casey blinked rapidly and smiled.


"Me, too!" Andie chirped.


Peyton raised her eyebrows at the Junior Tri-Delt. "Now remember, sister. This night is about our guest's pleasure. You remember the pledges you made during your initiation."


"Of course, Mistress," Andie recited.


Casey grinned and turned back to Jamie. "Anybody else wanna come give me pleasure?"


Jamie clapped her hands together. "This is gonna be FUN."





-- SATURDAY, APRIL 15, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



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 gagged, popping her head off and coughing. The sound was enough to make me crack my eyelids open and peer down to see a dark-haired girl trying to catch her breath while bumping her fist against her chest.


"Sasha?" I asked drowsily.


She coughed again and looked at me through moist eyes. But after a few moments, she got her breathing under control and panting, she commented, "Wasn't expecting you to buck up like that. How do those girls take it into their throat so easily?"


"You'd have to ask them," I replied, still sleepy. "I can't do it either. Not that I've tried or anything..."


Sasha giggled and then glanced down. "Whose pussy do I taste down there?"


"All of them. But as for which of them was last..." I wracked my brain for a moment.


"'All' of them?" She glanced down to see find Andie still sleeping on my left and Jamie on my right, but no one else. "How many girls did you have last night?"


"Just the four. Peyton and Casey went downstairs together."


Sasha shrugged. "Pity I missed that. Must have been quite the celebration for taking down Rutledge."


I smiled and reached out with both hands to Sasha. She interlaced her fingers through mine and allowed me to pull her on top of my body. Immediately our lips found each other's, and I slid my hands beneath the waistband of her pajamas to grab onto both of her butt cheeks and direct her crotch against my morning wood. "It was a nice night," I finally said once we parted for air. "But don't feel left out. I'll make it up to you right now."


"Mmm ... me too..." Jamie added sleepily. Sasha and I turned to see her eyes still closed but a smile on her face as she twisted and stretched.


"And me..." Andie sighed from the other side of us.


Ten minutes later, Sasha was riding me cowgirl-style while suckling on Jamie's D-cup tits and with Andie's tongue up her ass. That's when my bedroom door opened and Peyton and Casey stuck their heads around.


"This a private party?" Peyton asked with a grin.


Casey finished for her. "Or is there room for two more?"





"Ohhh ... myyy ... gawddd..." Sasha let her head fall back over the edge of the bed, her palms covering her eyes and forehead while her elbows jutted off to the sides. The puffy brown nipples of her big breasts pointed upwards, and then outwards, and then rubbed against each other, manipulated by Peyton's skillful hands.


Meanwhile, Peyton's equally skillful mouth and tongue worked over Sasha's pussy, driving my roommate up the proverbial wall toward a fresh orgasm. The Tri-Delt President's face twisted left and right, changing the angle of her attack. And every so often, her entire head pitched forward, driven that way by the movement of her entire body from my cock thrusting deep into her ass.


Holding onto Peyton's hips, I groaned while watching my thick dick split the dirty-blonde babe's asscheeks. I held myself at full depth, relishing the sight of her sphincter being stretched wide by my penetration. My gaze then drifted up my lover's naked spine, pausing to watch her head wriggle as she vibrated her tongue against Sasha's clit. And then my gaze drifted higher still to observe the way she manipulated Sasha's breasts and made the busty brunette literally scream out in pleasure.


The three of us were the only ones still going. Casey had insisted that this morning was a continuation of her "payment", so the other four of us had ganged up on the peroxide-blonde and proceeded to completely destroy her. Sasha had brought her own toy box into play, and dear Miss McCahill had passed out with my dick up her ass, Peyton wearing the strap-on up her cunt, Andie's pussy in her face, and Jamie suckling at her tits. She actually woke up about ten minutes ago, but rather than attempt to join in, she'd curled up in an armchair whimpering that she was a self-proclaimed insatiable nymphomaniac, but we'd finally found her limit.


Casey wasn't even masturbating right now while watching Sasha, Peyton, and me still go at it. She simply sighed and smiled, enjoying the view but too worn out to do anything else. Andie and Jamie, on the other hand, had gone downstairs to prepare breakfast for all of us. And I figured that once I busted my final nut, we'd clean up and go get food.


Once I busted my final nut ... but that hadn't happened yet.


Presently, Sasha finished screaming into her own palms and then went limp, her legs falling to the sides and her arms dangling off the edge of her bed, the extra weight threatening to slide her entire body off and onto the floor. Meanwhile, Peyton pushed herself up on her arms, using the leverage to start fucking her ass back at me.


The change was nice, but not quite nice enough. Peyton's feet were planted on the floor just inside of mine, and I reached down with my left arm, hooking it around her naked torso and grabbing onto her right breast. Gripping it firmly, I stood Peyton upright while bending my knees to maintain my entry up her colon. I wrapped my right arm around her waist and then sliding my left hand a little higher, I grabbed her throat and squeezed it gently while really using my calves to drive my cock up into her nether cavity.


"Aww ... fckk..." Peyton whimpered, closing her eyes and absorbing the sensations as I sodomized her standing up. Her whole body jerked hard enough so that she was elevated onto her toes with each thrust. And I felt her muscles tensing up as she rapidly approached orgasm.


Just then, Sasha re-entered the picture, sliding to a seated position on the edge of the bed directly in front of us. She was at the perfect height to not only suck on Peyton's exposed boob, but she also slid a thick vibrator up Peyton's snatch as well.


"Oh ... SHIT!" Peyton gasped as she felt the fake phallus enter her. And her head lolled back as she felt herself falling over the edge into orgasm.


I also felt the new constriction from inside the blonde's other channel, and the increased tightness and friction added to my pleasure as well. I fucked Peyton harder and harder, my thrusts now jerking her body completely off the floor. And then all of a sudden, all four of her limbs shot out to the sides as she screamed and came.


"AAAUUUUUGHHH!" Peyton shrieked.


"AAARRRRRGHHH!" I bellowed. And I ejected every last drop of spunk I had from my body into hers.


What felt like a minute later, I set Peyton back down on her feet. I hadn't even realized I'd bent my spine back so far that I kept her elevated in the air, gravity ensuring my dick had gone as deeply up her ass as it would ever go. But now my muscles screamed at me in agony, and it was all I could do to not drop her entirely. Instead, I managed to semi-support her body as she pitched forward and fell right on top of Sasha. And then both girls were giggling and exchanging the occasional kiss while Peyton lay atop the brunette and I slowly extracted my cock from the blonde's ass.


Only then did I realize my cell phone was ringing. Panting for breath and still feeling the ache of that last move from my muscles, I turned and scanned the room for the source of the ring. I usually left my phone on the dresser along with my wallet and keys, but the ring was coming from the sitting area.


Casey noticed my gaze and waggled my phone. She held it out to me, saying, "This is the second time it's started ringing. You were kinda busy the first time, so I went and picked it up. Display says it's Kim."





Buck naked and sweat steaming off my overworked body, I stood in the middle of Sasha's bedroom with the door closed and the phone pressed to my ear. I hadn't managed to pick up the incoming call in time, and now I listened to the ever-so-sloooowwww rings as I anxiously hoped Kim would pick up my return call.


She did.


"Hello? Ben?"


"Kim! Ohmigawd it's such a relief to hear your voice, your real voice that is. I haven't heard you speak other than a recording since your dad kicked me out of your house."


"I'm sorry about that. It couldn't be helped."


"Please tell me what's going on. Are things better now? Has he calmed down at all? Can I come visit? Seriously, I can be there in like 40 minutes. It's Saturday and there's less traffic and I will drive as fast as I have to in order--"


"Ben, Ben!" Kim interrupted me. "I can't talk long, and there's something I need to tell you."


"Oh, shit, sorry. Shutting up now."


She waited a beat, making sure I didn't keep on rambling. I heard her take a deep breath, and then in a quiet voice, she said, "It's a boy."


I blinked. "They can tell that already? I thought you couldn't determine the sex of a baby until sixteen to twenty weeks? Paige certainly didn't find out this fast."


"It's been fifteen weeks, and that's apparently close enough. With girls it's harder to tell, but with boys ... well ... I have an ultrasound photo of a penis. It's the 'angle of the dangle', or so my doctor said. I just found out yesterday."


"Ohmigawd. That's great news! A boy!"


"I thought you should know. My dad agreed with me."


"Your dad agreed? That's even better news." I took a deep breath. "Kim ... I really want to see you."


"I know you do."


"Bert's been trying to keep me in the loop, but even he doesn't find out all that much. You pretty much stay in the house all day? Your dad won't let you out?"


"He thinks it's safer this way, for me and for the baby. There's really no NEED for me to leave. Everything is provided at home."


"But still..."


"I'm fine. My dad loves me. He's protecting me the best way he knows how."


"But protecting you doesn't have to exclude ME. What, does he think I'm going to somehow cause you to trip and fall?"


Kim sighed. "It's ... It's important to him for you to stay away. You're a threat to him, not because he thinks you're dangerous but because he knows how much I love you. I still do, by the way."


"I love YOU."


"I know you do."


"Does he know that I do?"


"I think so, yes."


"Then why the hell can't I come visit you?"


Kim took another deep breath. "Because he knows you'll argue on my behalf, to convince him to let me out of the house or to convince ME to WANT to leave the house. He knows you'll only be trying to do what's best for me, but ... well ... he doesn't trust you."


"I suppose I haven't given him much reason to trust me."


"Unfortunately, no. As far as he's concerned, you're the boy who first broke my heart and then impregnated me. That you asked me to marry you takes some of the edge off, but that I won't marry YOU has been a sticking point."


"Maybe you should marry me."


"I won't. You know why."


"At least to start," I hedged. "Marry me, be happy, and let us raise a family together."


"And what, you'll divorce me when you find your soulmate?"


"I may never find anyone but you."


"You will. At the very least, you'll keep looking. I'm sorry, and I know you mean well, but that's not a marriage."


I couldn't really refute that. "What do I need to do to be able to visit you at least?"


"You can't."


"What if I drive down there and stand on your front lawn holding up a boom box playing 'In Your Eyes'?"


Kim giggled. "Then my dad really will get a restraining order on you. I'm serious. One of his best friends is a lawyer."


I sighed. "Seriously? This is where we are? I can't see you and have to wait until the baby's born? What if he changes his mind and thinks I'm a bad influence even AFTER the baby's born?"


"Oh, he will."


"But he'll let me see you both?"


"I..." Kim sighed. "I think so."


"You think so?"


"It's complicated."


"No it isn't. I'm the father. I LOVE you, and I swore I'd take care of you!"


"But you don't 'LOVE me' love me. We both know it."


"I still swore to take care of you both."


"You don't have to. I'm with my dad."


"He'll always be your dad. I was supposed to be your Master."


Kim sighed. "Right now, I don't need a Master. I have him."


"You need more from your life than just your dad. Is he going to stay up with you in the middle of the night to change diapers and feed our baby? Is he going to help you handle all of our boy's baby needs? I realize that there are a lot of single mothers out in the world, and I know you were raised by a single parent, but parenting would be so much easier with TWO of us, don't you think?"


"Ben..."


"I'll move into your house if I have to. He can supervise me if he needs. But I WANT to be a father to our little boy. I'll commute to BioGen from Sunnyvale. Easy."


"You're taking the job? I thought Viktoriya convinced you to get your MBA?"


"I did accept the MBA, but I'll do whatever it takes to be there for both of you. I can always defer a year, and if I call Amir he'll take me back at BioGen. Period."


Kim sighed. "We'll see. It's possible I can convince my dad to let you move in with us and help raise the baby. But it's more likely that he won't, and you would only be able to visit from time to time."


"From time to time?" I groaned. "Kim ... seriously ... maybe you should just move out and be with me. Be together with me and raise this child with me! I know he's your father, but he can't stop you from leaving."


"Yes he can."


"No he can't. You're twenty-one and a legal adult."


"This isn't about legality. He's my father. If he wants to stop me, he stops me."


"And what if I 'commanded' you? Huh?"


"Then I'd refuse."


"Refuse your Master?"


"You're not my Master now, Ben."


"But I could be. And then you'd be with me, the way you always wanted to be."


"I'm sorry, but I thought this part was clear: I love you, and I would have liked things to work out for the two of us. But if forced to choose between you and my dad ... I choose him."





Sasha, dressed once again in her pajamas, was waiting in the hall; the others had all gone downstairs. She took one look at the expression on my face and immediately wrapped me up in a hug. A moment later, still rubbing my back, she asked quietly, "What did she say?"


I sighed. "We're having a boy."


"That's great news. Not to say that it would have been bad to have a girl..."


"Of course not." I rolled my eyes and then added, "Brooke's never gonna let me hear the end of it. She always said I would have a son first, and when I asked her how she knew, she just gave me that evil grin and said, 'Because I know'. But yeah, I'm excited to have a son."


Sasha smiled. "So it was good news."


I winced and shook my head. "Actually, Kim also said that I'm still forbidden from seeing her."


"Still?"


I nodded.


"Her dad?"


I started nodding again, but then stopped and shook my head. "When it comes down to it, it's Kim's choice. She's choosing her father over me, and I can't entirely blame her for it. He's obviously had a lot more influence in her life than me, and deep down, I always knew that. I've never been completely comfortable with the idea of being anyone's 'Master'. It's just not in my nature. To be with her father at a time like this is only natural, and I honestly think it's better for her than being with me. Still, I wish there was some way I could talk him into letting me be a part of Kim's life."


"So why don't you?"


"Because if I try to contact her, I honestly think he WILL slap a restraining order on me."


"On what grounds? Have you shown any propensity for violence against her? Have you proven yourself a nuisance? The law doesn't work like that. You can't just slap people with restraining orders because you don't want them around."


"Well then maybe because I actually want to respect their wishes in some way. The guy is the grandfather of my baby ... my son."


"And you're the father."


"I know."


"And I had to bring this up, but the last time you stayed away from someone for two months was when DJ decided she wasn't in love with you anymore. Aren't you worried that Kim might come to some similar conclusion?"


"Not in love with me anymore?" I shrugged and shook my head. "Well ... maybe she'd be better off that way."


"C'mon, do you really believe that?"


I sighed. "What I believe is that this is what Kim wants. I call her, and she doesn't pick up. Ben when Bert calls her, she picks up and talks to him. Clearly, Kim is cooperating with her father's instructions to stay away from me, this one phone call notwithstanding. She sounds okay, not stressed out or miserable or anything despite being locked down in the house."


"Locked down?"


I sighed. "He doesn't let her leave the house. 'Safer' that way."


"That's horrible."


"Maybe it would be for you or me, and yet she's fine with it." I pulled back from Sasha's grasp. "As much as I want to see her and reassure myself that she's doing alright, I have to admit that she IS in good hands. Her family dearly loves her and I know her brothers are there for her as well. She's well-cared for and provided for. The fact is: she doesn't NEED me. Maybe when the baby comes and all those diapering and feeding and other caregiving duties become part of the equation, they'll welcome a little help from me."


Sasha gave me a bemused look. "Sure you wouldn't rather skip all that crap and be welcomed back into the family's arms when the boy is like ... I dunno ... six? He'll be potty-trained and capable of using full sentences and all that jazz."


I shook my head. "I would have missed six years of bonding with my son. Period. I don't mind the child-rearing. Well, it's easy for me to say that since I haven't done it, but you don't know how set I've been about starting a family and raising my child ever since DJ turned up pregnant."


Sasha looked sad for me, and she stroked my cheek. "I'm sorry, Ben."


I took a deep breath. "Thanks."


"And just for the record, you are NOT allowed to knock ME up as a way of rebounding, understand?"


I blinked and raised my eyebrows while Sasha smirked at me. "I wouldn't--" I began defensively but Sasha was already waving me off.


"C'mon ... breakfast is ready," she said, changing the subject and gesturing down the stairs.


I nodded and started walking, but just as I stepped off the landing, and still with one foot in the air, I stopped. Sasha was already following me and actually bumped me from behind, forcing me to catch myself by stepping down and grabbing the rail.


"Oops, sorry."


But I wasn't responding. Not yet. A new idea had popped into my head and I turned back to Sasha. "You know ... the most important thing so far has been that Kim's father doesn't want me to talk to HER. Doesn't want me influencing HER, because he thinks I might actually change her mind..."


"Yeah..." Sasha led me.


My mind was still churning, and I was staring at the wall. "But nobody has said I can't try to talk to HIM. Oh I'm sure he'll be rigid and strict and will tell himself he won't budge an inch. But on the other hand, I can at least TRY to talk to him and convince him to let me back into their lives. Kim said that he doesn't trust me at all, and I haven't really given him much reason to. We've only even MET twice. But maybe if we sit down and talk, man-to-man ... I'd at least have a shot, right?"


Sasha thought about that and shrugged, nodding. "Worth a try."


I grinned, feeling for the first time that I could actually DO something to get myself back to Kim. Not going down and trying to regain my position as her Master, but something concrete and natural for me: convincing him I'd be Kim's friend. Despite being worn out from the morning orgy, I felt a surge of adrenaline coursing through my veins, and I turned around to head back into my room.


"Hey, hey, where are you going?" Sasha caught me and held me back.


"To change. So I can drive down to Kim's house and ask her dad to let me talk to him."


"Hold up. You need to EAT. Kim's fine for now and her house will still be there in another thirty minutes. You had a very, VERY busy morning and your body needs calories. The last thing you need is to show up and start rambling in front of Kim's father because you're starving and your blood sugar is low, okay?


I rolled my eyes but allowed Sasha to rotate my body back toward the stairs. "Okay..." I conceded. She gave me a little push again, this time on purpose, and I started going down one step at a time.


But I didn't get breakfast right away, and I didn't drive over to Kim's house today. Right when my foot hit the last step of the stairs, the doorbell rang. I turned and glanced at Sasha, who shrugged back at me, and then I headed down the hallway to see who had come to call.


I didn't recognize her right away. The last image I had of her was that of a vibrant young woman, supremely gorgeous and full of fire, even after getting triple-penetrated in Carter's Voyeur Room. True, it had been a little unsettling to see someone I'd known since High School get worked over like that, and I wasn't entirely comfortable with the scene Carter was running. But at the same time, she'd seemed to be doing what she wanted to do, and I'd seen no reason to interfere.


The woman before me, on the other hand, looked ... hollow ... for lack of a better word. She'd lost a lot of weight, appearing even more gaunt than DJ had become at her worst. Her cheeks had caved in, and there were dark circles around her eyes, adding to the skeletal look. Her once lustrous dark hair was stringy and matted. Her skin was pallid and the threadbare dress she wore was dirty and torn. She looked like she hadn't taken a shower in days, and that her time since that last shower had been mostly spent on the street. Life had not been kind to the young woman since we last saw each other nearly two years ago to the day, and no matter what animosities there had been between us, I couldn't help but feel sympathetic pity for the broken creature before me.


Sasha, behind me, gasped to see her. She'd likely never met the girl, but the visitor's poor condition was shocking to see.


"Elyse?" I managed to croak, my eyes darting all over the place as I took in everything about her disheveled appearance.


Closing her eyes and bending her chin down, our visitor shook her head slowly. And in a voice so timid and full of pain, she replied, "Elyse Laughton is dead."


Chapter 21: Elyse


My vignette: OSL: Elyse is a prerequisite for this chapter. If you have not read OSL: Elyse, stop reading now and go back to read that vignette. Otherwise this chapter won't make much sense.





ELYSE



-- JULY 2003 --



It wasn't raining. Aren't funerals supposed to be held under gray clouds and damp air? Every time I thought about a funeral, I imagined people huddled under black umbrellas wearing black clothing while forlornly watching the casket being lowered into the ground. And always it was raining.


Not today. There wasn't a cloud in the sky, and the sun beat down upon us. It was over a hundred degrees, and instead of looking forlorn, the attending guests merely looked uncomfortable in their suits and long dresses. I was sure they didn't really want to be here. Why would they? It wasn't like they were close friends. Most were work colleagues who didn't want to be the only one from the office who didn't show up. A couple were neighbors, which was weird because we'd never been close to our neighbors.


As the minister droned on, I caught several people glancing around as if wondering how long they'd have to politely stand there and listen before they could escape to their cars and their air conditioning. Guess that's what they get for living in Orange County.


Who the hell picked this guy anyway? He was boring and stuffy and didn't know jack shit about Daddy. I hadn't made the funeral arrangements, Randi did. Fucking ironic, huh? Two-bit gold-digging whore traps Daddy into marrying her by holding his incestuous relationship with me over his head, and SHE wants to make God a part of this ceremony? Fuck, none of us were religious, and all this bullshit about being in the hands of God only made me mad. If there was a God, he certainly wouldn't be smiling over my father. Not that daughter-fucking bastard who popped all my cherries and got me hooked on crystal meth so he could keep fucking me.


But that was over now. Daddy would never fuck me again. At least the last time we were together ended pretty well. Sure, Daddy probably got more out of it than I did; he always concentrated on his own pleasure more than mine. But it had been pretty enjoyable for me too as Daddy-fucks go, and he'd promised me a new Mercedes G500 just like the one Brad Pitt drives. Only he hadn't lived long enough to actually buy it for me, and now I'd never get it.


That was the other bullshit part of this agreement. Don't ask me how she did it, but my greedy bitch of a stepmother conned Daddy into rewriting his Will. Doesn't take a rocket scientist to figure out that he left everything to HER.


Not me. Not his flesh and blood daughter. Not the little girl he'd deflowered in every way and warped with his twisted predations until I was a fucked-up excuse for a human being.


Her. The gold-digging whore. She got everything.


Well, there were some mutual funds, a 401K, and a life insurance policy already in my name that wouldn't be taken away. And Daddy had left me a pittance of a trust fund that would only pay for my college education and nothing beyond that. Really, Randi got control of everything else. Bank accounts? Hers. Stocks and mutual funds? Hers. The house? Hers. And she'd already told me she was kicking me out the minute the funeral was over. That evil, manipulative whore of a stepmother had never liked me, and had only used me as leverage to get Daddy to buy HER whatever SHE wanted. The day I'd left for college, she'd talked Daddy into remodeling my bedroom into HER office, and I'd been stuck living out of the guest room every time I visited. Bitch made ME a stranger in my own house. And now she'd taken my inheritance.


But at least I'd now be free of her. Yeah, she had taken EVERYTHING away from me, but good fucking riddance.


And now I was alone.


Don't get me wrong, there was a lot about my relationship with Daddy that wasn't all roses and happiness. Other than sex, we were never close, and he hadn't been a significant part of my daily life since I was a tween. I'd grown up fast, learning how to make all my own decisions and get through life without his guidance or advice. The only time we ever spent together anymore was time for him to fuck me, and while some part of me would miss that little bit of contact, a girl that looked like me could get laid anytime she wanted.


But now I was alone.


The trust fund would pay for school, room, and board for the next two years. I wouldn't be financially well-off the way I'd been for most of my life, but I'd get by until I could get a job and move forward. At least in the future I wouldn't have to share anything with my evil stepmother (now EX-stepmother). Daddy's lack of parental influence meant that I wouldn't miss anything emotionally going forward. I'd go back to college and simply move on. Really, I'd been alone for a long time already.


But now I was REALLY alone.


No Daddy. No stepmother. Not even distant relatives.


No inheritance. No financial support. Not even the house that I grew up in.


Now I was alone.





It really didn't take that long for the guests to leave. Only half of them had come back to the house after the funeral, and like I said, none of them really wanted to be there, not even Randi. The sun hadn't even set before she came by, told me that I'd better be gone in the morning, and left with some other guy's arm around her waist and his hand on her ass.


Good luck with THAT, bub. Hope you don't end up like my dad.



Good fucking riddance.


Now that everyone was gone, I went straight to my room (the guest room) and stripped out of the somber black dress. It went straight into the trash; no fucking way I'd ever wear THAT again. Feeling morose, I slipped into some baggy sweatpants and an old T-shirt before returning downstairs and opening up Daddy's liquor cabinet. It felt like a good time for Scotch, and I picked out a bottle of 18-year-old Glenmorangie. Most of my belongings were already packed and ready to move into storage. I hadn't taken the liquor, not while Randi had still been in the house. But you can bet I'd box it up and bring it with me come tomorrow morning.


I lost track of how many times I re-filled my tumbler, or how many minutes ticked by on the grandfather clock in the living room, but the sun had set and I was feeling no pain when the doorbell rang. Not feeling like having visitors at a time like this, I ignored it the first time. But whoever was at the door wouldn't go away because the doorbell rang again along with a firm knock and a call of "Elyse? You okay in there?"


The voice was masculine and familiar, but I didn't place it immediately. Still, whoever he was, he obviously cared enough to check in on me. And in my current state of melancholy and solitude, to know that somebody still cared about me was a relief. So I got up and went to the door, peered through the peephole, and jerked back in surprise to see a blast from my past on the front porch.


Opening the door, I asked in pleasant surprise, "Joey? Joey Sumarkis?"


Blushing bashfully, the handsome young man shrugged and smiled back at me. "I just go by 'Joe' now, actually."


"Aww, you'll always be my Joey..." I drawled, belated realizing just how drunk I really was at this point. His eyes briefly flashed down to my chest, and I remembered that I had neglected to wear a bra underneath this T-shirt. I glanced down as well and noticed that my nipples had hardened for some reason, so I blushed and turned into the room, walking somewhat unsteadily as I looked around for a robe or something else to cover myself with.


He followed me inside and closed the door behind him, beginning, "I heard about your dad. I'm sorry. I would've come by earlier, but I wasn't invited to the funeral and didn't want to intrude."


Wordlessly I waved him off, my head twisting left and right still looking around for a robe. But I must have turned a little too fast because the room started spinning, and suddenly I saw the floor rushing up to meet my face. But before it hit me, strong arms caught me around my waist and hauled me back upright.


"Whoa! You okay there?" Joey asked with obvious concern on his face.


I giggled drunkenly and burped in his face before gesturing at the bottle of Glenmorangie and the glass tumbler beside it on the coffee table. "I think I had one too many..."


"I'll say," he said while helping me stagger over to the couch and sit down beside him.


The instant my butt hit the cushion, I felt my equilibrium return and everything snapped back into focus. I was still buzzing off the alcohol and the adrenaline rush of falling and being caught by my high school boyfriend. I had a lot of fond memories of the time we'd shared, and a lot of gratitude in this very moment both for catching me and for simply being here at a time like this. So without a moment's hesitation, I lifted my legs across his lap while wrapping my arms behind his neck. And pulling his face toward mine, I parted my lips and sealed them over his mouth.


Joey kissed me back for a half-second before pulling away and holding a hand up between us. "Elyse, Elyse! You're drunk."


"Yesh I am," I slurred before batting my eyelashes and giving him a seductive smile. "But my dad just died and I'm feeling really lonely. I'm glad you came. I'm really glad you came, okay? Please?"


He grimaced. "I don't want to take advantage of you."


Relaxing my arms, I moved my hands to grip his head behind both of his ears. And staring straight into his face, I calmly ordered, "Joey ... shut up."


And I kissed him again.





I woke up feeling cotton-mouthed the next morning, face down and naked on the guest room bed. The blankets covered me up to my lower back, and when the room swam into focus, I realized that there was a tray on the nightstand with a Starbucks cup and a take-out bag from Mimi's Café. Joey was nowhere to be seen, but he obviously hadn't left me to completely fend for myself. I wondered if he was still in the house or if he'd gone and perhaps left a parting note with breakfast. No matter: I'd managed on my own just fine for years already.


Sitting up in bed, I took the coffee and found it still quite warm. After taking several sips, I sighed and let my head sag back against the headboard, impacting the hardwood with a muffled thump.


Moments later, Joey appeared in the doorway. I was still naked and his eyes went wide as they dropped to my exposed tits, lingering there for an extra half-beat before he managed to bring his gaze back up to my face.


I smirked and shook my head. "Don't be so bashful. Nothing you haven't seen before, especially last night."


He grinned and went back to ogling me. "You're gorgeous, Elyse. Always were, always will be."


"You're such a charmer." I took another sip of my coffee and gestured to the bag. "Thanks for breakfast."


"Least I could do." He came in and sat on the edge of the mattress beside me, reaching over and stroking my leg. "How are you feeling?"


"Hung-over, but not bad. I'm used to it."


"Used to feeling hung-over?"


"It's been a rough couple of years."


"I'm sorry." He looked like he truly was. "Want to talk about it?"


"Gawd no," I scoffed and drank more of my coffee. "What I want is to get baked and make this headache go away."


"Get baked?" he asked in surprise.


Setting the coffee down, I opened the nightstand drawer and pulled out a plastic baggie filled with something Joey would be quite familiar with. Smirking, I arched an eyebrow and said, "C'mon. My dad just died, it's summer vacation, and I'm really not in the mood for a lecture."


His hands went up defensively right away. "No lecture. Not here to moralize over you. I just want to make sure you're okay."


"I'll be more okay once I get a good buzz going, but it's more fun to smoke a fatty with company. Join me? Please?"


Joey took a deep breath, shrugged, and replied, "Sure, I guess."


"Thanks, Joey. For being here at a time like this."


He smiled warmly. "For you, Elyse, always."





-- AUGUST 2003 --



"Mmm..." I moaned, pressing Joey's face deeper against my crotch. His thick tongue slithered deeper inside my canal, filling me with wet warmth that quickly retracted before wrapping around my sensitive clit. "You're so good at that. Why the hell did we ever break up?"


Joey's mumbled response was lost between my thighs, but it was a rhetorical question anyway. He may have tried to pick his head up to say something, but the moment I felt his pressure slackening, I put my hand on the back of his head and shoved him back down. He took the hint and furiously ate me to a climax. And when I came down from that little high, I grabbed his shoulders and urgently yanked on them until he crawled up my body and slid his throbbing hard cock into my cunt.


"Fuck yeah..." I groaned, feeling my insides stretch to accommodate him. I let my head loll to the side while flopping my arms back behind me. And I crooned as he began to thrust, sending sparkles of pleasure sensations along my limbs and spine.


With my eyes closed as I savored the feeling, I clenched my pussy muscles to give him extra sensation as he pistoned in and out of me since I wasn't actively meeting his thrusts with my hips. It was nice, but I felt like taking another hit. So rather lazily, I let my left hand drift over to the nightstand where my still-smoking joint sat in an ashtray.


Unfortunately, we'd rotated around a bit in our fucking, and I was currently positioned so that the joint was just out of reach. I stretched and rolled a bit, unable to quite get to it. And after a moment, I put a hand to Joey's chest to stop his thrusts while I sat up and twisted around to grab the joint, all with his cock still in me.


"Jeez, seriously?" Joey sighed. "Can we just get through one fuck without you having to stop and get another hit?"


I shot him an evil glare, and Joey immediately looked apologetic. My eyebrows furrowed and my eyes hard, I quite deliberately took a long drag on the joint and exhaled the smoke right into Joey's face. He coughed and turned his face. "You want to get off in me? Or get off me?"


"I'm sorry," he mumbled, his eyes still averted. For emphasis, he pushed forward with his hips, keeping his dick firmly imbedded inside me.


But my mood was broken, and I roughly shoved at his chest with one hand while twisting my hips away. He sighed as he backed up, his still-erect dick popping free of my vagina. I turned and swung my legs off the bed in the other direction, taking another drag and feeling the weed fill my lungs.


"I'm sorry, Elyse," he said again, sliding across the bed and rubbing my spine. "You know I understand what you're going through and how hard this has all been. I'm here for you. I was just mid-thrust and getting close to cumming when you stopped me. It was the orgasm talking, alright? I didn't mean anything by it."


"You weren't near orgasm yesterday when you suggested that I should cut back a bit."


"It was just a suggestion. It's not my place to judge you and I'm not saying you're an addict or anything. But it's been weeks since your dad died and you go back to school in two days. Seems like you've been smoking non-stop this entire time, and I just want to make sure you'll be alright once you go back to Berkeley and I can't keep an eye on you."


"Who says I need anybody to keep an eye on me? I've been doing just fine on my own for a lot longer than a few weeks."


"I know, I know." His eyes briefly darted around his bedroom.


I frowned. "I didn't HAVE to move in with you. I could've just gone back to my apartment in Berkeley!"


"I didn't say anything!"


"I can manage just FINE on my OWN!"


"Elyse, calm down. Seriously." His erection had finally flagged and he was rubbing my arm. "I'm not a narc trying to bust you and I'm no drug-purist claiming I'm holier than thou. I just care about you, alright? Always have."


I looked away. It was no secret that Joey Sumarkis was in love with me. Hell, he'd probably been in love with me since high school. But still, he had this annoying habit of saying the WRONG thing at the WRONG time. Why couldn't he just have been happy to go back to thrusting once I got my hit? Then HE would have been happy and -I- would have been happy and everybody would have been happy! FUCK!


"Look, I'm sorry I got caught up in my ejaculation. You mean so much more to me than just sex, and I'm really not trying to piss you off."


"Forget it."


"I'm sorry."


"I said forget it." I slipped off the bed and started hunting around for my panties.


"C'mon. Let me make you dinner, huh? Or we can go out. Find a nice restaurant, get a couple of glasses of wine, or maybe head out to the beach and watch the waves crashing. You always liked that."


I shook my head. "Not the restaurant. Can't toke up there. The beach maybe."


Joey grimaced at the mention of toking up again.


I saw it and immediately snarled, "Hey fuck you."


"I didn't say anything!" His hands went up defensively.


"But you were thinking it, weren't you?" I shook my head and hopped into my panties. "I should go."


"Elyse, no. Don't do this."


"Maybe it's for the best if I just leave for good now," I sighed, shaking my head as I tugged my jeans on as well. "I'm going to have to leave you sooner or later. School starts in a few days anyway. Really, I might as well drive up to Berkeley right now."


His face fell. "Elyse ... no..."


"What? You thought I was going to give up my next two years of college to stay here with you? You'd comfort me while I mourned the loss of my father and that I'd fall in love with you and get married?" I fastened my bra and started pulling on my shirt. "Get real, Joey. You've been a soft landing and a willing schmuck to take care of me, but that's it. It's been nice catching up with you. You were always a great fuck, but that's it. My family's gone, and there's nothing holding me to my hometown anymore. I'd have been gone in two days anyway, and I was never coming back. Really ... I might as well leave now."


"But Elyse ... please..."


I shook my head while finishing with my sweater, and finally I stood up and grabbed my purse. "Goodbye, Joey."





-- SEPTEMBER 2003 --



"C'mon, Elyse. You gotta get out of the apartment SOME time."


I sighed and looked over at Celeste, my roommate. Her hand was still on the doorknob and she was leaning into my room while keeping her feet behind the doorway. The position made her halter top sag downward and gave me an unobstructed view of her cleavage.


Celeste grinned impishly once she realized where I was looking and said, "You aren't going to stick your face into these again until AFTER you've come out with me. Seriously. It's a Friday night! Come OUT with me, flirt with some guys, get them to buy us drinks, and have some FUN! I get that your dad died, but that was months ago and the only way you're going to move on with your life is by walking out the front door and moving ON with your life."


I sighed and reclined back against my desk chair. "I just don't know if I'm ready yet."


"Ready for what? To have a drink?" Celeste stood up straight and mimed holding a glass in her hand before tipping it back and sipping ... and then chugging. "Piece of cake. It's not like you haven't been drinking yourself into a stupor every other day right here. All you have to do is move your butt and have your drink in a bar. Where it's FREE. Come ON. You've been cooped up in this apartment ever since you got back and I want the old Elyse back. Quit being such a downer!"


Part of me wished Celeste would be a little more considerate about my mourning period. Sure, Daddy hadn't had much impact on my life these last couple of years since I came to Berkeley, but he was still my father. He'd been my first lover, my first everything, and now he was just ... gone. Maybe I'd been in shock when it had happened, but two days after the funeral I figured I'd move on just fine. And yet I'd been stuck in this limbo for the last two months. He'd meant more to me than I'd realized, and it's going to sound cliché as hell, but his passing made me realize just how precious life really is. I'd been coasting for the last couple of years, young and gorgeous, and I'd enjoyed the perks available to those who are young and gorgeous.


So had Celeste. She was blonde, busty, and beautiful, and she was used to really enjoying her life. It was why we'd gotten along so well when we met two years ago, and it was why she was my roommate now. I suppose I couldn't blame her for not being very considerate. After all, Celeste was just being ... Celeste.


"Seriously, E." My roommate now stomped into my room, went over to my closet, and started rifling through my clothes. She finally settled on a dark violet number with a scandalously short hemline and tossed it at me, hanger and all. "Put on the dress, I'll touch up your makeup myself, and we'll park you at the end of the bar. If all you want to do is sit there and drink and watch us pick up guys, you're welcome to do so. But MAYBE you'll feel like joining in, and then MAYBE we can start to get old Elyse back, hmm?"


Clutching the dress to my chest, I took a deep breath and sighed. I did like this particular dress, and Celeste damn well knew it. But then again, I'd already worn it like four times. "Okay fine, I'll put the dress on and go out with you and the girls. But tomorrow, you and I are going to go shopping for some new outfits."


Celeste clapped her hands and jumped gleefully. "That's my girl!"





"I gotta get some air," I yelled as loud as I could with Celeste's ear only inches away. As deafening as the music was, I think she heard me because she nodded. And then I turned and wormed my way through the crowd for the exit.


When Celeste had invited me out, I figured we would use our fake I.D.'s to get into a bar and chill out for a while, letting businessmen pick up on us and buy us drinks for a couple of hours. It promised to be low-key and relaxing, but instead, Mandi took us to this nightclub downtown and the girls had collectively convinced me to dance with them while we got picked off one-by-one by horny, aggressive young studs.


I'd gotten hit on more times than I really wanted, and nightclub guys were so much more high pressure than bar patrons. But it was harder to be down and morose amidst the energy of a club playing trance and hip-hop than in a low-key bar, and I had to admit that I'd started to have a good time.


But it was getting stuffy and I did want some air. Of course, there was no such thing as "fresh" air on a nightclub patio, as it was the only place people could go to smoke. Still, I could handle the cigarette smoke in exchange for a little cold air to clear my head, and within a minute I was starting to feel fresher.


And then I caught the scent. Somebody out here wasn't smoking a cigarette, and like a moth to a flame I felt myself drawn in a single direction. It didn't take very long to find the source of that scent, and I quickly spotted two guys sharing a joint in the far corner.


"Hey, can I get a hit?" I asked without preamble, my eyes zeroed in on the joint.


The guy holding it, a tall, dark, handsome type with a scruffy six-o'clock shadow, eyed me up and down in the dark violet dress. He smiled at my obvious cleavage and long legs, and immediately held out what was left of his roach.


I seized it and puffed, savoring the flavor. I didn't recognize the strain right away but it was familiar nonetheless, probably AK-47. I felt a mellow lightness fill me, and as I passed the bud back I smiled gratefully. "Thanks, man..." I drawled.


"What's your name?" Tall, dark, and scruffy (henceforth known as TDS) asked as he accepted it.


I smiled and casually replied with my usual club name, "Karen."


TDS grinned. "What's your real name?"


I smirked and replied, "Let me have some more and you just might find out."





My eyeballs felt like they were spinning in opposite directions as I stared up at the unfamiliar ceiling. I floated on a cloud of silk sheets, dreamily enveloped in a haze of bliss. My right hand held a fresh stick to my lips, I breathed in pure "chill" ... and then I inhaled sharply while feeling the void between my legs slowly fill with thick meat.


"Fuck yeah..." TDS groaned as he hit bottom, his short and curlies pressed up against my shaved snatch. "So fucking gooood, Ashley."


"Glad you like it," I murmured while exhaling my latest drag as I soaked up the pleasure of cock. There's really nothing better than getting laid while getting high, and it was an unfortunate reality that I couldn't fuck myself. Every now and again I thought about getting myself a boyfriend – as gorgeous as I was it would be quite easy to do – but I knew boyfriends and even fuck-buddies could be a real hassle with their clinginess and neediness and sense of entitled ownership. No mere man was gonna tell me I had to be faithful, for one thing, and I happened to like sampling different cocks.


Some might label me a slut for my behavior, but if I'd been a man nobody would question my desire for variety. Manipulating some handsome new stranger always gave me a thrill, as long as I remained in charge. Every fuck was on MY terms, and hell, TDS actually believed my real name was "Ashley".


A second cock pushed against my lips, but I batted it aside and shot an angry look at TDS's buddy. "I don't do blowjobs," I growled haughtily. "Go back to sucking on my tits or wait in line."


The buddy looked at TDS, who shot him a look to not piss me off. The buddy got down and started nursing at my tits again, although his shoulder moved in such a way that made it clear that he was jerking off next to the bed as well.


"Just don't waste your wad," I warned him. "You blow it early and I'll be very disappointed."


Like I said, I happened to like sampling different cocks. And there's really nothing better than getting laid while getting high.





-- OCTOBER 2003 --



It was after 2am when I slipped my key into the lock and went inside the apartment. To my surprise, the table lamp was on in the living room and the TV was showing re-runs of some cable reality show trash. I hadn't been trying to be quiet, so when the door shut, Celeste jerked awake on the couch.


Rubbing her eyes, she glanced at the clock on the cable box before shooting me a look. "Jeez, E. Where have you been all night?"


"Out," I replied with a shrug, heading for my room while reaching back for the zipper on my dress.


"Out where?" Celeste asked angrily. "You've GOT to stop disappearing on us. It worries the shit out of me!"


"I was fine. I can take care of myself."


"I know, I know, but still. This is what, the fifth time? Can't you at least text me your address or something so I know where to start looking for the body if you don't show up in the morning? I had to give up this totally hot lawyer who really seemed to know what he was doing when I realized you weren't around. C'mon ... You're supposed to be my wingman!"


"I'm fine," I reiterated, now in my bedroom as I stripped my clothes off. Celeste had followed me and she leaned against the doorjamb with her arms folded over her chest. I had pulled my panties down just to mid-thigh. There was still cum in my pussy, and I grabbed a tissue off the nightstand to blot it up before fully removing my panties.


"Who was he this time?" she asked.


"Does it matter?"


"Did he get you high?"


I leveled her with a look.


"Just please tell me he didn't give you anything stronger than that."


"What?"


"You KNOW what I'm talking about. You swore to me up and down you'd stay away from Meth. Just please tell me he only gave you weed."


"Weed, just weed, alright? I told you: I can handle it."


Celeste shook her head, watching me wince as I sat down. She recognized the look immediately and sighed. "He fucked your ass tonight?"


I grunted and unbuckled my shoe straps before kicking off my heels. I shrugged noncommittally. "It was nice. He managed to stay hard enough to go three rounds."


"You could have shared," she shot back. "Instead, I had to come home by myself all worried about you."


I sighed and looked over at my roommate. She really did deserve better than worrying about me. Clad now in only my bra, I got back up and walked over to her. Sliding my hands up and down her arms, I leaned in and gently pecked her lips. "I'm sorry, alright? He had a great-smelling blunt and I just lost my head. I should have come and grabbed you or something, alright?"


"You gotta stop doing this to me! From the first time Mandi brought us to that club a month ago you KEEP disappearing, and it's not like you're disappearing to go to class. I never know where you're going or WHO you're going with, although I can hazard a pretty good idea. There's more to life than this, E. You've got to wake up and show up for school and MOVE ON."


"I know, I know..." Giving her my best doe eyes, I leaned in and kissed Celeste again, this time lingering a little longer.


"You're not getting out of it that easy," she scowled, but couldn't help smiling a moment later.


"Yes I am," I replied.


"No you're not." She tried hard to stay mad at me.


"Yes I am, because I'm feeling quite satisfied from sex and weed but you're pent-up and unfulfilled because you had to turn down your lawyer for me. I feel bad about that, so I'm going to make it up to you. We're going to take a shower together to clean off all this man-grime and then we're going to go back to your bedroom so I can park myself between your thighs and give back all those orgasms you missed tonight."


"You have to fuck me, too. I missed out on having cock."


"I'll use Pounder. Unless you want me wearing the strap-on. Maybe both?"


Celeste looked excited for about two seconds, but the light in her eyes faded as she sighed. "Fine. But don't think this lets you off the hook completely. You've GOT to stop disappearing on me, alright?"


I smiled. "I know."


"It's not like we don't have plenty of weed right here!"


"I know..."


"And if you need to get laid, we can do it together. So I can keep an eye on you."


"I know..."


Celeste sighed, wrapping her arms around my shoulders before pecking my lips. "Why do you have to be so fucking gorgeous that I can't stay mad at you?"


I chuckled. "It's a curse."


"DON'T leave me again, alright? You make me worry too much. Promise me you won't leave me."


"I promise."





-- OCTOBER 25, 2003 --



"Ohhh ... shiiiiitttt..."


High as a kite, it took me a while to realize I was drooling. Picking my cheek up from the puddle forming on the bedsheets, I turned my head in the other direction and shifted over a couple of inches before laying my chest back down.


The guy rodding me from behind didn't mind. He had a firm grip on my ass while he pumped in and out of me. He also didn't mind me reaching over to the nightstand to grab the joint still smoking in an ashtray as I lifted myself up on my elbows to bring it to my lips. I took a drag, savored the flavor, and then hung my head down and closed my eyes to focus on the depth and power of his thrusts. "That's it. Fuck me," I grunted. "Harder. Harder!"


I'd never gotten the guy's name. I rarely did. What was a name so long as he had good grass and a dick thick enough to make me feel good while I was getting high? This guy I simply called "Cowboy", since that was his Halloween costume, even though Halloween itself wouldn't be until Friday. He still had the hat on anyways, along with a habit of slapping my butt and crowing "Giddy-yap!" while fucking me from behind.


He wanted to cum on my face, but I coldly told him I don't do that. He settled for pulling out and painting my buttcheeks with his cream, and then he was out of commission. One of my weaker fucks, really. But his Master Kush was good, I did get a small orgasm, and I'd gotten my fix for tonight. After wiping my butt with the bedsheets, I pulled my panties up along with the blue bottoms to my Wonder Woman costume. And then I went to the bathroom to fix my makeup before returning to the party.


Only then did I remember Celeste. Shit. I'd told her just last week that I'd stop disappearing on her, but after too many cocktails and the lure of Master Kush plus strange dick, I'd forgotten until right this very moment.


"Shit," I muttered. "She's gonna kill me."


I immediately started roaming the house in search of her. Mandi had gotten us invited to the party of some rich guy up in the hills, and he truly had a nice pad. But it was also really big, with plenty of places for people to disappear to. I went through the entire main floor in a few minutes with no sight of her, although I did run into a couple of friends, neither of whom had seen Celeste in a while. Finally, I found Mandi, who told me she'd seen Celeste chatting with some guy about twenty minutes prior. "I think he said his name was Jasper," she stated, although she was a little fuzzy on that detail.


"Did you just say 'Jasper'?" Another guy walking by stopped and frowned at us.


I sized up the newcomer: handsome, dark-haired, and dressed in doctor's scrubs with a white lab coat and stethoscope. Frowning, I asked, "Do you know him?"


His jaw set angrily and he began scanning the room. Jerking out his cell phone, he held down a speed dial and waited a moment before barking, "Did Jasper show up here and somebody didn't tell me?!?"


Mandi and I exchanged a look and watched as 'The Doctor' swore and barked, "Get somebody to check the cameras. I need to know if he came here and also if he left. Got it?"


"What's wrong?" Mandi asked.


The Doctor slammed his phone shut. Then, he whirled on me and asked, "You're looking for a friend who may have gone with him?"


I blinked twice before stammering, "Uh ... maybe, yeah."


He grabbed my hand and started tugging me toward a hallway. "Come with me."


I was so taken by surprise that I simply went along with him. He wasn't being very gentle, but there was an urgency in his voice that made me keep my mouth shut about that. I hurried along as best I could in my heels, which weren't very well-suited to moving fast.


A couple of turns later, I found myself right back in the same hallway I'd just left after the Cowboy fucked me. The Doctor twisted the handle on the first door, opening it up and spotting rumbled bedsheets but nobody inside. He went to the second door, found it locked, and fished out a set of keys. Flipping quickly, he fitted a red-tagged key to the door and opened it, surprising the couple fucking up a storm on the bed. The girl wasn't Celeste.


"Sorry for the intrusion," The Doctor said before backing up and closing the door.


"You have a key to the rooms?" I asked in surprise.


"It's my house," he replied tightly. "And I'm betting your friend is in one of them."


"And that's a bad thing?"


"It is if she's with Jasper."


"Why's that?"


The Doctor winced. "He's not a very nice guy."


The third door was also locked, also occupied, and also not Celeste and Jasper. The fourth door was the room I'd been in, and it was also empty. The Doctor swore and grabbed me by the hand as he dragged me down the stairs and into a different hallway. The first room there was empty, but the second was locked and The Doctor fitted his key. He burst into the room, and face-down on the bed was a blonde in a slutty Alice in Wonderland costume I recognized as Celeste's.


She was still fully dressed in a short pastel blue dress with white lace trimming, chunky black fuck-me pumps, and white stockings with the poker suit symbols running along them. But her skirt had been flipped up and her black panties were torn so that a thickly-muscled guy with blonde hair and full-sleeve tattoos covering both arms could rut into her from behind, and it looked like he was up her ass. I knew for certain that Celeste didn't do anal sex, and didn't much like hearing about it either. So my hands were covering my face in shock as I gawked at her and didn't move from the doorway.


The Doctor, on the other hand, had already stepped into the room and was taking a big swing at the blonde guy. He saw us at the last moment and threw his arm up, blocking the blow. But the Doctor was right on top of him, tackling him face-down on the floor before parking a knee on the guy's back and bending his arm into a hammerlock. Jasper tried to rock and roll The Doctor off of him, but before he could do anything else, three people rushed into the room behind us, two of them burly guys who grabbed Jasper and locked his arms behind him.


"What the fuck, man! We're just having a good time!" Jasper howled in complaint.


"I don't like it when guys hurt girls," he growled while sitting up and scowling. Turning his head, he barked, "Miranda, check her."


Miranda was apparently the third one who had come into the room, a tall, slender redhead, and she had already gone to Celeste. My best friend was still face-down on the bed, and a moment later Miranda turned back to the Doctor and explained with a proper English accent, "She's been roofied."


"Oh my gawd..." I gasped.


The redhead winced and added. "He took her without lube. She needs medical help."


"Shit. Is Alicia upstairs? She can work her ER magic, right?"


Miranda replied, "Probably."


"Last thing I want is a police report on this place."


"Even for him?" Miranda pointed at Jasper.


The Doctor scowled and looked over at the two guys still holding a struggling Jasper. "Take him outside. Remind him that he's not welcome here anymore. And then dump his sorry ass in an alley downtown."


The goons nodded and frog-marched Jasper out of the room, not easy to do since his pants were still around his ankles with his junk hanging out.


That left just the four of us in the room. I rushed to the bed and began choking on my tears as I realized Celeste was practically unconscious. She was moving a little bit, delirious in a daze with her eyelids blinking erratically as she moaned softly. There was blood trickling down her ass crack from where Jasper had sodomized her, and unable to hold back the waterworks any longer I began sobbing while holding her hand. "I'm sorry! I'm so sorry! I never should have left you! I'm so sorry!"


A hand was stroking my back. The Doctor had come to me, seated beside me, and without hesitation he wrapped me up in a hug. "It's okay. It's not your fault. It's mine, and I'm sorry. I should have made sure the first time that bastard never set foot in this house again."


It was nice of him to say, but I knew that Celeste would not have been raped if I'd been with her. This was MY fault, and for the first time I realized that my stupid impulse to get high and get laid didn't just affect ME.


It had hurt HER.


"I'm so sorry," I blubbered again before turning into The Doctor's embrace and squeezing him tightly. "Thank you so much for finding her. Thank you, thank you."


"I'm sorry we didn't get here sooner."


I shook my head. "It would have been so much worse if you didn't find her at all."


I cried myself out for the next ten minutes, during which a tall busty blonde in a red Baywatch lifeguard suit arrived with a medical kit and started tending to Celeste. Eventually, the waterworks dried up and I sat back with a grimace, unable to look at the friend I'd betrayed any longer. Miranda had gone off somewhere else, but The Doctor was still beside me, holding my hand. And at length, I finally turned to him and said, "I don't even know your name."


He flashed me a charming smile and replied, "I'm Carter."





-- NOVEMBER 2003 --



It's funny. I made Carter wait three dates before sleeping with him.


Three dates. I hadn't done that since ... well, it must have been High School, but even then I could be an easy lay when I wanted to be. I'm not sure why I did it, especially after putting out for pretty much any cute guy who let me smoke his joint at whatever bar, nightclub, or party I met him at. But I made Carter wait, and he waited quite patiently for me. I didn't know how he managed it, at least not then.


The first date was the night after that fateful party. I'd given him my number, and he called me less than 24 hours later with an invitation to go to dinner. I got dolled up, he took me to a fancy restaurant, and I honestly had a wonderful time. He was the perfect gentleman. He appreciated my beauty and couldn't stop complimenting my good looks, my green eyes, or my dark hair; but he didn't pressure me into sex. I'd actually planned on putting out for him, a reward for the handsome stranger who had come to Celeste's rescue and subdued her rapist. But when he dropped me off at my apartment after dinner and I simply said "thank you" and "goodnight", he wasn't put off at all. Instead, he kissed my cheek and said he hoped to see me again real soon. And he left me wanting him even more for that.


No retiring to my bedroom to toke up and screw. No wham, bam, goodbye ma'am without even exchanging names. I actually wanted to see this guy again, and again and again and again. From the size and luxury of his house he was obviously rich, but it wasn't like I needed a sugar daddy. Still, I'd been impressed by his wealth, amused by his charm, and aroused by his handsomeness. That night after dinner, I really wanted to go to my bedroom, smoke a joint, and fuck myself with my vibrator. But I didn't. I wanted to be better than that. I wanted to be a better person ... for him.


And for me.


I had something to prove to myself, prove that I wasn't really the fucked-up bitch I'd become. Now I had been far from saint-like BEFORE Daddy died, but at least I hadn't been as messed up then as I had been in the last couple of months since returning to Berkeley. I had never been a "good girl", but suddenly I wanted to be. I had never even been a nice girl, but now I wanted to at least try. Watching Celeste get butt-raped had been a rude awakening, even more so because she was still struggling to forgive me. The only saving grace was that it was her own dumb idea to go into a bedroom with Jasper, and that it could have happened to her whether I was around or not. But then again, her memory was fuzzy and a part of her would always wonder if it would have happened to her if I'd NOT disappeared on her like I'd promised.


I would always wonder, too.


So I wanted to change. I wanted to be better. I wanted to actually go to class and pass my courses and have a nice, normal boyfriend. And maybe he could be the one.


Of course, a nice, normal boyfriend needed a nice, normal girlfriend. Not a bitch. Not a slut. It wasn't like I could put my hymen back, but for some reason I wanted to be pure and clean for Carter. So I swore off the weed, and I promised myself I'd be a better student. I was going to get over Daddy's death and move on with my life, and except for that Wednesday when the addiction won and I skipped class to get high for about an hour, I succeeded.


I stayed clean and sober for most of a week (that Wednesday aside). I was hyped-up and horny for our second date on Halloween. He'd called and told me not to dress up, and that he had an outfit for me. I'd clapped and smiled gleefully when he'd shown up with a nurse's costume to match his doctor. I didn't mind that it was quite the sexy nurse's costume; I wanted him to desire me after all. And we cruised out to enjoy the relative innocence of a school-sponsored Halloween party.


There was no alcohol served, although Carter showed me that he had a flask of hard liquor to add to our fruit punch cups. I felt like a naughty teenager sneaking a drink, and even that felt like innocent fun. Neither of us had enough to get drunk, but I got a bit of a buzz and we wound up making out in the front seats of his gleaming black Bentley. Still, I didn't put out. Good girls weren't that easy, and still Carter didn't pressure me.


We did our own separate things on Saturday, and that night Celeste and I stayed in and watched a movie together. She'd noticed me making the extra effort to reconnect with her, and she appreciated it. I had hopes that I could become the close, dependable friend I used to be for her.


Sunday, Carter invited me to tag along while he did some shopping. Okay, so technically that's not a date – just a few hours in each other's company – but I'm counting it as a date anyway. I had a great time hanging out with him in a low pressure, non-sexually tense environment. That he was willing to do so with me only enhanced my infatuation with him, and my sense of kismet was even further affirmed when we ran into them:


Adrienne and Ben.


A lot of shit had happened between me and Adrienne Dennis. At first, I'd loved her like a little doll, my protégé that I could mold into a blonde image of myself. Then, I'd loved her as a friend, and even as a sexual lover. But then I'd resented her as a rival, and I had to admit to myself that I'd become a bitch about it. I'd wanted to be Number One. I'd wanted to be Queen of the School. And as Daddy had learned, Elyse gets what she wants.


Running into Adrienne and Ben was a second shock to my system only about a week after the Celeste-incident. I was still reeling emotionally, and to find the pair of them hale and hearty and still obviously in love had absolutely killed me. Seeing them reminded me of the shit I'd done to them for no reason other than spite, and it showed me just how deep my bitchiness had run. I had a lot of making up to do.


I invited them to Carter's get-together, but they didn't show. I didn't necessarily expect them to – it was one of those 'sure we'll do lunch sometime' offers that never really gets followed up on. They had moved on a long time ago, and I knew I should as well. And I hoped I'd finally found the right guy to do that with.


So it was me who suggested Carter and I continue our shopping trip into dinner, my treat this time. I took him to my favorite romantic restaurant and proceeded to eat a whole four bites of my meal while playing footsie underneath the table and stroking his hand on top of it. At the end of the night, he graciously offered to drop me off back at my apartment. Coyly, I batted my eyelashes and asked if he wouldn't mind taking me back to HIS place tonight. The eager boy couldn't drive up the hill fast enough. We nearly wrecked when I decided to slide my hand up his thigh around a particularly sharp curve.


I managed to keep my hormones cooped up until we made it inside his front door, and then I flung myself into his arms. Carter carried me down the hallway, around a bend, and even down two flights of stairs. I have no idea how he navigated with my lips glued to his mouth and my head blocking most of his vision, but he managed to not drop me. Finally we got to his bedroom and it took every ounce of self-control he had to not rip my dress while removing it from my nubile body. And I really do mean it took every ounce of his self-control, because once he had my dress off, he had absolutely no self-control LEFT as he dropped his pants, seized my hips, and literally TOOK me.


It was glorious.


It was blissful.


And I wasn't even on drugs!


I'd found my new addiction.





The whole "drug-free" thing didn't last all that long, not that I minded. It was hard work being clean and sober, and I could get downright cranky at times, even with Celeste. Deep down, I knew I was an addict, but in practice I convinced myself that I wasn't really addicted. If anything, the two weeks I'd spent (mostly) sober gave me the confidence to believe I could quit any time I really needed to.


Thankfully, I wouldn't need to.


Friday was the get-together I'd invited Ben and Adrienne to. Carter didn't think anything of it when he led me to a fancy hookah in his living room and started me puffing away with my friends while he played host. To have my budding new potential boyfriend actually lead me to the weed reinforced in my head that such behavior was okay with him, that I didn't need to be completely pure and innocent to get and keep his love. Actually, it was that quest for Carter's love that led me AWAY from the hookah twenty minutes later.


Carter had charm oozing out his ears, and the girls lapped it up like it was chocolate. I got the impression that most of the girls were regulars, but this one skanky blonde with fake tits named Jillian was all over him more than the others, and when she stole a kiss from his lips my jealousy-meter spiked. I left my friends (only after making Mandi promise not to leave Celeste alone), waltzed up to Carter, took his head in my hands, and shoved my tongue down his throat. I kissed him like my life depended on it, and we got several whistles and cat-calls to get a room. To my everlasting delight, Carter responded by smirking at his friends while wrapping an arm around my waist and saying, "Excuse me, ladies, but I have someone very important to attend to."


The look in his eyes as he stared into mine melted my heart, and I went weak-kneed right then and there. But Carter held me firmly in his arms, and he led me back over to my friends and this time sat down beside me. The girls already knew the story, but they didn't know the man, and they spent the next half-hour flirtatiously grilling him about his background and about his intentions toward me.


He was a smooth operator, for sure. By the end of the interrogation, they were each eating out of the palm of his hand and shooting me envious looks as if they wanted to steal him away from me. It wasn't likely, because if he was the shark, I was the remora more or less attached to his body, and I wasn't letting go.


Of course, I continued smoking up a storm, and you already know how horny I get when I'm high. Thirty minutes was all I allowed for the girls to have their fun, and at the end of it I started tugging on my new boyfriend's arm and whimpering into his ear about how I wanted his dick inside me.


He seemed perfectly willing to give me what I wanted, but at the last moment my conscience reared its ugly head. Celeste was seated beside me, and even though the roofies had blanked a good chunk of her memory, she was still quite aware of what had happened the last time I'd left her in this house to go get laid.


But I came up with a solution. After all, Carter was HER hero more than mine, and she certainly was looking at him with lust and gratitude in her eyes. Celeste had been charmed by his roguish demeanor as much as any of the girls, and even though HIS interest was clearly focused on me, she was only too willing to accept my invitation to tag along.


I got to keep my promise not to abandon her again. Celeste got to properly thank the man who rescued her from Jasper's further predations. And Carter got to bang TWO smoking-hot coeds.


Win-win.





-- DECEMBER 2003 --



"Nnnghhh..." I sighed, hanging my head forward and letting my dark hair fall over my face as I continued to undulate my body up and down. Carter's thick shaft filled me completely from below, a hard, throbbing pole for me to dance upon. In this reverse-cowgirl position, leaning forward made his dick scrape the back of my cunt, and I braced my hands on his knees where they bent to let his feet dangle off the edge of the bed so that I could lean over even further to get more of that delicious sensation.


Hands crawled up my ribcage before cupping my heavy breasts. Tugging back, the palms compressed my titflesh against my chest while I felt lips nibbling their way along the side of my neck from behind. At first, I pulled my shoulder up against the ticklish sensation. But then the kisses tracked along my cheek, and I turned my head to meet Jillian's lips.


Having dated Carter for a month now, I'd come to realize that while the fake-titted platinum blonde really was a skank, she was also no threat to me in the romance department. She was six years older than him, for one thing, although she claimed to only be 24. But also, every girl around had been quick to tell me that Carter only dated brunettes. Sure, beneath Jillian's dye job were dark brown roots, but she was an old friend who liked to party and have sex, and she would never mean more to him than that.


Of course, that still meant that they were having sex. It had taken me a little while to get used to that not quite trivial fact. After all, doesn't every little girl dream of finding her Prince Charming and keeping him all to herself? It wasn't that I was some naïve little virgin who didn't know the way the world worked around here, but some part of me had still been disappointed to find out my new boyfriend was not and would not be monogamous for me. After that first threesome with Celeste, Carter had been quick to ask if we would do it again soon, with no hesitation to check and see if I would mind his request to fuck my busty blonde roommate again. When I waffled by saying I wasn't sure, he commented that I certainly had been happy to go down on my best friend, and if she wasn't interested in a future threesome, he had several candidates in mind who would readily join us.


My first threesome with one of Carter's "special friends" had been with Jillian, who noted my initial nervousness and promised she'd be gentle with me. Her condescension had riled up my ego and I'd insisted I was a big girl who could take care of herself, so I promptly took charge of that particular fuck. It certainly helped that the three of us had been smoking for twenty minutes and I was buzzing pretty well.


Our second threesome was actually a foursome, with Raleigh and Rebecca, two gorgeous green-eyed brunettes just like me. It was a little weird, actually, how similar we all were, but Carter was super excited by the idea and we all had a pretty good time.


And then last weekend Celeste did indeed join us for an encore.


All the while, Carter insisted that he didn't have any romantic feelings for any of the others no matter how regularly he slept with them, and that he was in fact falling in love with me. He was simply a guy with a healthy appetite for sex, and if I couldn't handle it, I was free to go on my way. In the meantime, he bought me expensive jewelry and showered me with other gifts. And since I'd lacked the money to do that kind of shopping for myself since Daddy's death, well ... a girl really likes to be pampered by her boyfriend.


I didn't mind sharing him. After all, I was just as much into other girls as he was, and the devilish part of me rejoiced in discovering new pussy the same way I had when I was the high school cheer captain seducing the squad. And besides, the girls he brought us REALLY knew their way around a woman's body.


It had only been a month, but I was REALLY enjoying the perks of being Carter's girlfriend. Four weeks ago, I was feeling like shit in the aftermath of Celeste's roofie rape and beating myself up for my failures as a best friend. Four weeks ago, I'd felt like I needed to reinvent myself, to become a "nice" girl and give up my sinful urges for drugs and meaningless sex.


Instead, with Carter, I could just be me. Instead of screwing random guys I met at parties who may or may not have been very good in the sack, I was getting pounded by my handsome, well-hung boyfriend who I already KNEW was really good in the sack. Sure, I wasn't getting the thrill of strange new cock, but the thrill of falling in love for the first time in ... well ... maybe EVER ... more than made up for it.


And instead of going sober, instead of swearing off drugs for the sake of swearing off drugs, well...


"Want another hit, sugar?" Carter asked from beneath me, holding up a fresh fatty already smoking from the tip.


I grinned. I love this man.





-- JANUARY 2004 --



"Ohhh ... shiiiiitttt..."


High as a kite, it took me a while to realize I was drooling. Picking my cheek up from the puddle forming on the bedsheets, I turned my head in the other direction and shifted over a couple of inches before laying my chest back down.


"Feeling good, sugar?" Carter asked gently, his rough hands stroking my bare spine. Standing on the floor beside the bed, he pumped his dick in and out of me from behind. At the same time, he pumped a thin dildo in and out of my dilated and lubricated asshole.


"Fuck yeah..." I groaned. "Fill me, baby ... Fill both of my slutty holes."


Carter chuckled. "You love this, dontcha? Feeling like you've got two cocks in you?"


"Fuck yeah..." I groaned again, still drooling. Reaching a hand back, I added, "Gimme another hit."


The joint was immediately placed in my hand, and I brought it up to my lips to take a drag. Exhaling slowly, I groaned and concentrated on the double-penetration while feeling the fresh batch of marijuana work its way through my veins.


"Do you want two real cocks in you? I can make that happen, you know."


"Hmm?" I asked sleepily.


"Two cocks. Two real cocks. This is the second time you asked me to add a dildo into things, and that doesn't even count the last time Jillian buckled on the strap-on and we DP'd you. I can make it two guys instead. Would you like that?"


Still floating on my high, I wanted to agree right away. The idea of having two live, throbbing, HOT dicks inside my body was SUCH a turn-on. I'd done it several times already, and the idea really appealed right now. But still... "Would you mind? I'm your girlfriend, and I'd never ask you to share me, baby."


"I don't mind, really. Tell the truth, I kinda get off on the idea that my girlfriend is hot enough to take on two of us. I wouldn't be jealous. I'd be happy to make it happen for you."


"You would? You really wouldn't mind?"


Carter chuckled. "In fact, if you want, I can get a friend of mine in here right now."


Smelling a rat, I turned my head back and arched an eyebrow at my boyfriend. "You set something up already, didn't you?"


Carter blushed, but grinned sheepishly even as he continued thrusting in and out of my cunt. "Well maybe I did. I figured you'd like it, but if you don't want to, it doesn't have to happen. Seriously, sugar, I'd never make you do anything you didn't feel comfortable with. It'll always be your choice, that's a promise."


Feeling reassured, I smiled and sighed rapturously. "So you really wouldn't mind? Well then ... I'm high, I'm happy, and my asshole is already lubed up. I guess the only question is: Which hole do you want?"


Carter grinned and produced his cell phone from somewhere. A minute later, the bedroom door opened and Jillian cruised in along with a familiar-looking guy.


"Sam, you remember my girlfriend Elyse, don't you?" Carter gestured to me. "Elyse, this is Sam."


I blinked and tried to place him. I thought I'd seen him around Carter's house during a party or two, but he'd never really stuck around much. But after we exchanged a slightly awkward 'hello', awkward because Carter was still fucking me, my gaze dropped away from Sam's face as Jillian dropped to her knees and dragged Sam's pants down with her. Sam's big dick popped right out, already half-hard from watching me get porked, and I watched it rapidly grow to its full length as Jillian's mouth bobbed back and forth along the elongating shaft.


Carter was leaning back over me, kissing my cheek while I watched Jillian get Sam warmed up. "You sure you want to do this, sugar? I really mean it, I'll never make you do anything you don't want to do. It's your choice."


Lustful fire was already burning inside me. "Bring it on."





"Oh, fuck, Sam! Fuck me! Fuck me! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum! OHWWAAAAUUUUUGGHHHH!"


I threw my head back and arched my spine as the orgasm hit, thrusting my tits into Sam's chest as he smothered my body beneath his. With all four limbs wrapped around his muscular body, I came like crazy and moments later felt Sam shudder in my grasp as his thick cock began spitting wad after wad of spunk into the back of my womb.


"Ohhhh ... fuuuuuckkkk..." Carter groaned from the armchair next to the bed. A naked brunette I'd never met before knelt in front of him, her cheeks bulging as his cock spat out wad after wad of spunk into her throat. His hands gripped the back of her head tightly, trapping her with a throatful of cock and making her gag, and once he was done she had to turn her head and cough several times to regain her breath.


"Fuck that was awesome, sugar," Carter grunted and smiled at me.


I smiled back and sighed as Sam's body slumped down atop mine. Carter and I had a weird relationship to be sure, but I wasn't disappointed with the way things had turned out. Some part of me had always gotten a thrill out of bedding a bunch of different people, both male and female. It was probably why I'd been such a slut about hooking up with so many random guys in the aftermath of Daddy's death. But after meeting Carter and becoming his girlfriend, I became a one-man woman, at least until he invited his good friend Sam to join us two weeks ago. Since then, I'd not only screwed Sam in front of him but also their friend Sang, and that slutty part of me rejoiced in getting new dick without losing my relationship.


Plus, Sam had access to the greatest weed. I'd never smoked anything so pure. And of course, I was flying high right here and now.


Sure, it wasn't all roses and sunshine. I'd flunked half of my courses last semester and hadn't bothered to show up to most of my classes THIS semester. Already I was thinking I wouldn't need to register for my Senior year come fall. Why the fuck did I need a degree? When you look as hot as I do, you don't really have to work for a living. Even if I didn't hook up with Carter, I could certainly find another rich sugar daddy and live comfortably for the rest of my life.


So really, I didn't mind missing out on school. The only thing I sorta minded was how little time I'd spent with Celeste and the rest of my friends recently. Unlike me, Celeste hadn't found a boyfriend like Carter. And for some reason, she'd returned to school after the Winter Break with a greater drive to finish her classes and graduate, blaming her slutty, partying ways for getting her raped in the first place.


She'd encouraged me to do the same, to focus on my future, but why would I want to change anything about the way my life was going? I was happy, I was horny, and I was high. I had a great boyfriend who supplied me with sex, weed, girls, and even hot studs to screw without getting jealous about it. I had the perfect life.


But it all was about to change.


Sam finally pulled himself out of me, and Carter was whispering something to the brunette who had just swallowed his load. And after sharing a look with my boyfriend, Sam looked down at me and asked, "Hey, have you ever tried crystal meth?"





"Hey, you okay? You said you'd had it before, but I meant what I said. I'll never make you do anything you don't want to do," Carter mumbled quietly.


I stared at the Pyrex tube, glassy-eyed even though I hadn't taken a whiff. We were in a room I'd never been in before, in a section of Carter's house that I'd never been in before. But I wasn't here. I wasn't in this room. I saw the pipe, but at the same time I didn't see it. I was in a different room, and my vision was back in the past, back nearly three years ago to the last time I'd taken crystal meth.


It was a time I'd tried to put behind me. The details aren't important, but the point is that I'd lost control of myself. I'd lost my sense of self. And I was scared of it happening all over again.


That greedy, gold-digging whore who'd become my evil stepmother had been the one to introduce me to it, and for a short time I actually thanked her. As much as I loved getting high, nothing had ever compared to the bliss of being on speed. With those little white crystals I became a superwoman, a deity far above that of mere mortals. Truly, marijuana was a joke by comparison...


... but at least it was an addiction I had some control over.


Crystal meth had nearly killed me. Nothing could compare to how good I felt while under its influence, and for a time I would have done anything to feel that way again.


Randi knew it.


Daddy knew it.


And both of those sadistic, messed-up excuses for parents took full advantage of that knowledge.


No more toys. No more buying Daddy's Little Princess expensive gifts in exchange for sex. Get me wired up and I'd do anything for either of them, and they damn well knew it. With crystal meth, Daddy got the power back. At first, he didn't make me do anything I wouldn't have done anyways. I sucked him, I fucked him, and I let him shove it up my ass. But then he made me talk Katrina into fucking him without me being able to join, lest our incestuous secret get out.


And then he made me fuck his boss.


I didn't know it was going to happen. One minute, Daddy was getting me wired and fucking me the way he always did. The next minute, some random old guy walked in and started eating me out. I didn't know who he was or what the hell was going on, but I was so far gone into the drugs and pleasure that I didn't resist when the old guy dropped his pants and shoved it into me.


If I'd only been high on weed, I would have had enough presence of mind to stop him. But I wasn't high on weed. I was on meth. And I'd lost control.


And all of a sudden Daddy got a really big raise.


True, I hadn't been paid cold cash for sex, but I still felt like a dirty whore when I found out. I'd bitched out Daddy for what he'd done to me, but he explained that I never would have agreed to do it upfront (which was the truth) and that his new raise would allow him to afford even nicer things for me. I didn't care about that, only that he'd let some strange old guy fuck me, and I'd tried to cut Daddy off.


Thing was, Daddy was my only source for fresh ice, and in the end my cravings had me crawling back for more.


I'd lost control. And I felt like shit. After all, bribing Daddy into buying me toys for sex was one thing. But what he made me do that time felt like ... prostitution.


And then there was the actual prostitution.


Two weeks later, he did it to me again. I didn't even know who the guy was or how he knew Daddy, and to this day I still don't know who he was. But I was so freaking blitzed in that moment that I didn't care. All that mattered was getting cock inside my body and fucking me to a delirious climax. But once it was over, and as I came down from my high with a stranger's slobber on my tits and his cum leaking out of my ass, I started crying as I saw the stranger fork over five thousand dollars in cash for the pleasure of sodomizing a teenaged Prom Queen.


I never let Daddy do it again. Sure, if he got me wired enough he might very well make it happen, but I assured him that if he did I'd slit my throat as soon as I was sober. Thank goodness he never tried to make me prove it.


I did my very best to get un-hooked from the narcotic. I gave in a time or two, gave in and let Daddy fuck me in exchange for speed. But with time and effort and a helluva lot of weed, I managed to get myself un-addicted. I started eating again. I went out of my way to take good care of my teeth. And I swore I'd never go back.


"I can't," I mumbled quietly, once again back in Carter's house and once again facing the Pyrex tube in front of me.


"C'mon, you'll feel better," Jillian said in a sweet voice just before licking my ear.


I was still buzzing a bit from my marijuana high, which weakened my resolve. But I said again, "I can't do it."


"It's okay," Carter said soothingly, rubbing my shoulder. "It's okay. I told you many times I'd never make you do anything you didn't want to do, and you don't have to do this. It's your choice."


"I'll try it," Judene piped up. She was the brunette I'd never met before who'd just swallowed Carter's cum. She was yet another pretty girl with dark brown hair and green eyes just like me, and she smiled up at Carter with a world of adoration in her eyes before eagerly reaching out for the pipe.


"That's my girl," Carter said warmly as he slid alongside her and wrapped an arm around her waist. Suddenly, his entire focus was on her as he held the pipe and lit it for her. He hugged her firmly, comfortingly as she inhaled. And he held on tightly as her eyes popped WIDE open and she gasped at the sudden sensations blazing up her nerves.


I tore my gaze away, trying like hell to NOT remember those sensations Judene was feeling. I knew exactly what was happening to her body, having felt it myself so many times before. And on shaky legs, I slipped out of the armchair and turned my back to the room.


"Ohmigawd, Carter..." Judene gasped in a breathy voice. "I feel so... good ... Like I'm on fire!"


"I know, sugar."


That brought my head up. Did he just call her 'sugar'? I turned back and saw the pretty girl cuddling into MY boyfriend's arms, and for a moment I wanted to turn back and smack her upside the head.


But Carter looked so happy. He held his arms around her, and when she tilted her head back, he kissed her warmly. This wasn't some skank trying to steal my boyfriend. This was my boyfriend WANTING to kiss her. He was HAPPY ... with HER. Because she'd done what he wanted.


And I didn't.


"You sure you don't want a hit, Elyse?" Jillian offered, after puffing on the business end of the pipe herself. Sam was behind her, giving the platinum blonde a shoulder massage while the euphoric chemicals worked their way into her system. "It's GOOD shit."


Carter glanced over at me, a curious expression on his face.


"C'mon," Jillian encouraged. "Just one hit. What's the harm?"


I almost took it. Almost.


But I thought of Daddy. I thought of losing control. And with a sigh, I shook my head and replied, "I can't. I promised myself I would never get into that stuff ever again."


"It's okay. It's okay," Carter said reassuringly. "Nothing you don't feel comfortable with. It's always your choice."


I nodded gratefully.


"Still..." Carter began with a wince as he released Judene and walked over to me. "You should probably go home. The rest of us are going to get pretty wired up, and you can't stay if you won't play. Sorry, but that's just how things work. Besides, if you're not comfortable with meth then it's better that you don't stick around and get tempted later on, you know?"


"Right, right," I agreed quickly as Carter steered me toward the door.


Once outside, Carter closed the door behind him and took me into his arms. "This doesn't change anything, sugar," he reassured me before pecking my lips. "I still love you just the same."


I managed a smile of my own. "I love you, too."


He patted my ass and gestured down the hall. "I'll call you later."





Carter didn't call.





-- FEBRUARY 2004 --



"C'mon, Elyse. You gotta get out of the apartment SOME time."


I sighed and looked over at Celeste. Her hand was still on the doorknob and she was leaning into my room while keeping her feet behind the doorway. The position made her big tits fall forward, especially since she had a couple of extra buttons undone on her blouse, and I had a brilliant view of her cleavage.


Celeste grinned once she realized where I was looking. The beautiful blonde grinned impishly before saying, "Will that make you feel better? I won't mind a warm-up before we go out. I always seem to dance better after an orgasm."


I barked a short laugh and shook my head. "I'll go down on you if you want, but I'm not going out tonight. There's a lot of homework I need to catch up on."


"Well that's true, but it's Friday night! You have the whole weekend to catch up!"


I sighed and shook my head. "You go, really. I'll be fine."


"Oh, honey..." Celeste finally walked into the room and she stood beside my desk chair, pulling my head to her exposed cleavage. "I know you're heartbroken that Carter hasn't called you back. But maybe this means he wasn't the right guy for you in the first place, huh?"


"I know, I know." I sighed as I felt the warmth of her breasts against my cheeks. "It's just ... we were so happy, you know? Everything was great. The sex was Uh-MAZING."


"I remember," Celeste giggled.


I sighed again. "I just miss him. And until I'm over that, I'm not going to feel like going out."


"Alright then..." Celeste shrugged. "If you insist."


I nodded.


She bent and pecked my lips. "See you later, girl. Stay out of trouble."


"That's what I'm supposed to say to YOU."


Celeste laughed. "Speed bumps. I carry on. Bye!"


She bounced out of my room, leaving me alone once again. I sighed and returned my gaze to my desk, although my attention wasn't actually on my desk.


It was ... somewhere. I don't even know. Minutes probably passed before I managed to regain my focus, and with another sigh I realized I was thinking about HIM again.


Friday night. Carter was probably having one of his 'get-togethers'.


Don't do it. You don't want to get involved in that stuff again.



I won't. I'll just have some weed and meet some old friends. Nikki and Tasha were certainly fun to hang out with, weren't they? Raleigh and Rebecca are the sweetest girls. And they're all soooo good at pleasuring another woman. Just like before.


"Before" you didn't know there was crystal meth downstairs.



Just because I know about it doesn't mean I'm going to HAVE any.


Sure about that?



I'm sure. I beat the addiction. I got myself un-hooked. I'm stronger than that.


Sure about that?



I'm sure.


Don't do it. You know it's a bad idea. Stay here. Study. Catch up on your courses. Graduate! You KNOW it's for the best.



Right ... right...





Two hours later, I knocked on a familiar door on the lower level of Carter's mansion. Moments later, it opened up and a simply gorgeous brunette stared back at me. She was tall, taller than me, and quite slender. She had great tits for her body shape, full without being overly big. And her piercing emerald green eyes were shaped at an exotic angle that actually stunned me into silence at her overall beauty.


She frowned and said in surprise, "Elyse?"


I frowned as well, asking, "Do I know you?"


She shook her head. "We've never met before in person, but I know who you are. I'm Cameron."


I blinked. "Friend of Carter's?"


She glanced to the side for a moment before replying with her gaze still averted, "In a manner of speaking."


"Is he here?"


Still not looking at me, Cameron replied, "He is ... occupied."


There was innuendo in her voice, though she tried to control it. I got the gist immediately: Carter was with another girl. Maybe Judene, maybe someone else. It didn't really matter. The point was that he WASN'T with ME. My throat suddenly got thick, and my lower lip began to quiver.


But just then, a guy came around the corner and began, "Hey, Cameron. I got this girl upstairs named ... oh ... uh ... Elyse?"


I popped my eyebrows in surprise to see Sam, dressed smartly and just as roguishly handsome as ever. "Hey, Sam."


"What are you doing here?"


"I came to see Carter, of course."


"Oh ... uhhh..." Sam blanched and looked at Cameron for a second.


Cameron then took my arm and said, "Why don't you go back upstairs. I'll let Carter know you're here and--"


Her voice trailed off as a door down the hall behind me suddenly opened. Cameron, Sam, and I all turned around to see Carter step into the hallway.


"Carter!" I exclaimed and immediately ran down the hallway toward the man I'd fallen in love with. At the last moment, I leaped into his arms and he staggered as he caught me before pinching his eyes shut against the kisses I was raining down all over his face.


"Elyse! Elyse! Elyse!" Finally, he managed to pry me off him and set me down on my feet.


I was already rambling, "You never called me back and I started to think that you didn't really care about me and I got to thinking that maybe I could be the girl you really want me to be and I'm sorry that I couldn't do it that first time but I think I've changed my mind and if you're willing to give me a second chance I think I can do it for you because I just LOVE YOU SO MUCH!"


"Easy, easy, sugar," Carter laughed, holding me at arm's length. His eyes roved up and down my body appreciatively, and I posed for him knowing I'd put on one of my very best dresses for the occasion.


"Carter, I've missed you," I purred seductively.


"I've missed you too, but I told you from the beginning that I would never make you do anything you didn't feel comfortable with. Unfortunately, I'm part of a scene that does get involved in meth quite a bit, and that's just the reality of my situation. You can't stay if you won't play, and maybe you're better off upstairs with the hookahs."


"And what if I'll play?"


Carter's eyebrows went up. "Are you sure?"


I took a deep breath, admitting quietly, "No. No I'm not sure. But I'm willing to try."


"Sugar, I won't lie. Crystal meth can be dangerous stuff if it gets abused."


"I know, that's why I got skittish last time. It's easy to lose control of yourself."


"It is ... but it can also be soooo much fun."


I sighed. "I know ... And that's why I think I'm ready to play with you. Because I trust you. You won't abuse me, will you?"


"I won't make you do anything you don't want to do. It'll always be your choice. I promised that."


"I know. That's why I'll do it. For you. Because I love you."


Carter grinned magnanimously. "I love you, too."





-- TWO MONTHS LATER, APRIL 2004 --



"Carter ... really?" I whimpered, staring at the fat dick in my face. The speed was wearing off, and without its euphoric effects, the full weight of what I was doing was hitting me hard. I no longer felt like I was flying. I no longer felt the sexual pleasure. All I felt was used and abused, and I felt bile rising up in my throat at the very concept of sticking a filthy cock into my mouth.


"Do it, sugar. Suck my dick," he commanded, his eyes glittering.


I whimpered again. "Can't you get Judene or one of your other girlfriends to do it? They all give much better head than me."


"I don't want one of the others to do it. I want you to do it. C'mon, sugar. Show me you love me." He laughed.


"I don't love you. Not anymore. You know that."


"Doesn't matter as long as you suck my dick."


"You KNOW I don't like doing this."


Carter laughed. "Of course I do. That's why I love making you do it."


"But you said you would never force me," I whimpered.


My 'boyfriend' looked down at me for a long moment. If I had only known I wasn't his only girlfriend when he'd started dating me, I might not be in this position right now. If I'd only known that beneath his charming, attentive, sweet boyfriend veneer was this ... this sociopathic asshole, I'd never have come back here. But I did come back here. I was in this position, literally on my knees in front of him with his friend's dick in my cunt from behind and HIS dick waving in front of my face.


After a moment's thought, Carter reached down and patted the top of my head condescendingly. "You don't have to do it if you don't want to, sugar. After all, I promised I'd never force you. It's your choice."


"But you'll cut me off if I don't," I whined.


"Yes, that I will do. Certainly you seem like you need another hit right now."


"It's not fair."


He snorted. "Of course it isn't fair."


"I could leave. I could try to get my fix somewhere else."


"Go ahead," Carter scoffed, now tracing his fingers down my jaw. "I'm not the only supplier in town."


"You know I can't afford to do that."


"You've got other ways of paying, sugar."


I grimaced and looked away.


"What, worried about ending up like Raleigh?"


I shuddered, unable to un-remember the photos Carter had shown all of us when they'd found her body. She'd been such a sweet girl who'd done nothing worse than try to make it on her own. And with the gloom of that fate hanging over me, I put my head down and whimpered, "I trusted you, you rat bastard."


Chortling now, Carter shook his head. "That was your poor judgment, sugar. And are we back to this? You were history, out of my life. You could have gone back to your classes and moved on with your life and I never would have come after you. Nobody made you come back here. Nobody put a gun to your head and forced you to inhale. You're my 'girlfriend' now. This is the life you chose."


"I would never have chosen THIS."


"Is it really so bad? I don't ask for much. I don't hurt you in ways that another guy in my position might hurt you. It's just a fucking blowjob, Elyse."


"It's more than that, and I don't know if I can handle it anymore."


"Then leave town. You keep talking about picking up and starting life somewhere else. If you can't stomach our arrangement, then just go away and clean yourself up on your own."


I wanted to. I really wanted to.


But I couldn't. I didn't know how, and I didn't know where. Maybe if Daddy was still alive I could crawl back home. But he was gone. Home was gone. I didn't know anyone anywhere. I'd burned all my bridges in Orange County. What, go back to Randi? Yeah, right. No, if I left, I'd be a single girl – a single drug addict in a strange city and desperate for my next fix. Carter didn't want much: just to fuck me and watch me get fucked. For two months, that was all he had ever asked of me. Really, was it so different than with Daddy? Sex for drugs? At least Carter hadn't tried to sell me. Really, I could have been MUCH worse off somewhere else.


You're still a 'girlfriend'. You've still got that special status in this house. He buys you nice things, and you get all the meth you want without having to pay a dime. As much as you hate the way he treats you sometimes, it really could be so much worse. Like he always says: it's your choice. All you have to do is suck his dick. Is that really so bad?



With one final whimper, I closed my eyes.


I took a deep breath.


And I opened my mouth.





-- SATURDAY, APRIL 17, 2004 --



"Hey girl. Wanna come out with me tonight?"


I sighed and looked over at Celeste. Her hand was still on the doorknob and she stood up straight just inside my bedroom. Her posture was stiff and the look on her face full of concern. Turning back to my desk, I mumbled, "Don't ask questions to which you already know the answer."


She walked into the room behind me and slid her hands over my shoulders. "Look, I've been trying to respect your privacy, but something's not right here. Why won't you talk to me about it?"


"I'm fine."


"No you're not. You're losing weight and you've always got bags under your eyes."


"I'm fine."


"Talk to me, E," Celeste insisted, tugging on the back of my chair and turning me around. I sullenly avoided her eyes and stared at the floor. She tried to move her face in front of my gaze, but I just flipped my head around and stared away again. With a sigh, she stated, "You're going over to Carter's again tonight."


It wasn't a question. I went over to Carter's every weekend evening. Many times, I went over on weeknights as well. I was at his beck and call, subject to his every whim. Those were the terms of our agreement after all.


Frowning, Celeste said, "Seriously, I think you should break up with him."


"I'm not going to break up with him."


"Why not? Clearly you're not in a happy, well-adjusted relationship."


"We're fine."


"You keep using that particular f-word, but I don't think you really know what it means."


I swiveled my gaze to lock onto Celeste's. "I'm fine," I insisted. It was all I could really say, after all. I certainly couldn't tell her the truth, that I'd become my boyfriend's sex slave in exchange for illegal narcotics.


"You know what, maybe I should go over there with you tonight."


"NO," I insisted.


"E, work with me here. It's not like I haven't been to his house before. I've been around that scene and I can handle myself."


"The way you handled Jasper?"


Celeste's eyes popped open, and she looked like I'd physically slapped her. Turning her head, she muttered, "I can't believe you just said that to me."


"I'm sorry," I mumbled. "But it just goes to show that you don't belong there."


"And you do? Tell me what's going on. I'm your friend. I can help."


"You can't help with this," I mumbled. "This has nothing to do with you and everything to do with me."


"He's not treating you very well, is he?"


"He's not physically abusive, if that's what you mean. You've never seen me come home with any bruises or black eyes, have you?"


"There are other ways of being abused than physically."


I sighed. "He's my boyfriend. I need him. End of story."


"E--"


"You know what, I think I'll just head over there now." I got up and reached for my purse. Standing up, I headed for the door.


But just before I got there, Celeste called out one last time, "Elyse ... You promised you wouldn't leave me."


I sighed and stopped, but I didn't turn around. With my back to her I muttered, "I guess I'm not very good at keeping that promise. But then you already knew that."





My heart was pounding. My limbs felt flush with power. I tilted my head back to look up at the ceiling, and squeezed the armrests with both hands as I absorbed the rush of sensations zipping throughout my entire central nervous system.


I was wired. I felt like I'd been zapped by a bolt of lightning, but rather than kill me, it had given me the cosmic energy of the universe. I was breathing fast, my body consuming twice as much oxygen as normal. I felt like my vision had improved so much that I could identify microscopic indentations in the ceiling above me. But at the same time, whenever I turned my head I felt a foggy dizziness that made me believe I was floating away on a cloud.


I felt GOOD.


THIS was why I kept coming back here. THIS was why I couldn't break up with Carter. Sure, I might be able to get this feeling from some low-level punk on the street, but then I also might get robbed or raped for my trouble. Oak-town at night wasn't exactly a safe place for a girl that looked like me. God help me, I couldn't stop my craving for this feeling. And no matter what the consequences, I had to keep coming back.


"I'm horny..." I mumbled.


"Of course you are sugar." Carter laughed while stroking my back.


"You want me to suck your dick tonight?"


"Naw. I've got something different in mind for you. Well, actually, Sam has something different in mind for you. Well, Sam AND Sang."


I rolled my eyes. Sam always did love fucking my ass. "They want a DP, don't they?"


"Don't they always? And don't you love it?"


I let my head loll left and right, feeling the room swim as I did so. I hated myself for loving it, but Carter was right: I did. Already tingling from the idea of having two throbbing dicks filling my holes, I closed my eyes and sighed, "Bring it on."


"That's my girl..." Carter rubbed my back once more and stepped away for a moment before returning to me with a studded leather collar. "Wear this. Only this."


I hefted the collar and struggled for a moment to focus on it. My eyes weren't cooperating, and when they did for a second it almost looked like each metal stud was transforming into a different shape. "Sure. Of course."


Carter left, and Miranda the redhead helped me out of my chair. Cameron stood by impassively, doing whatever behind-the-scenes work she usually did.


I knew the way to the "Showroom". I let myself in and presented myself before the huge one-way mirror before stripping off my clothes. I didn't know whether or not Carter was on the other side yet, but whenever I was tripping like this I knew it was in my best interests to play it up for him. He usually treated me nicer if I did.


Unfortunately, I wasn't so lucky tonight. I expected Sam and Sang, but I wasn't expecting Sam, Sang, AND Dirk. "Carter, three?" I complained. "You said I'd only have to do two!"


Carter's voice answered me from a speaker just below the mirror. "You want another bump for the rest of your life? It's gonna be three tonight, sugar."


Shaking my head, I went along with things, although even while wired I couldn't help but recoil when Dirk shoved his dick in my face.


"Do it, Elyse."


"Carter..." I whined.


"DO IT, sugar."


So I did it. I did all three of them. And by the end of it I was a sweaty, limp mess of pleasure with cum leaking from both of my holes and more sperm all over my face.


Still, my night wasn't over.


Usually Carter only put me in the Showroom once a night, if he put me in there at all. If I was lucky, he'd leave me in the Ready Room to get high or even let me go upstairs and just hang out with my friends for the entire evening. But as I already said, I wasn't lucky tonight.


I'd showered and gotten dressed and gone into the Ready Room to keep smoking. Rebecca, Judene, and a couple of the others were already there. Rebecca was kind enough to hand over the Pyrex tube the moment I walked in the door.


I accepted it gratefully and kissed her cheek. She had been one of Carter's more recent girlfriends. Having herself gone through the whole routine of falling in love with the charming, handsome rogue only to be sucked into a world of meth-craving sexual slavery, she had always been nice to us.


Judene, on the other hand, still viewed me jealously like I was her rival for Carter's affections. I insisted that I wasn't in love with the guy anymore, but I guess she still resented the fact that he'd been dating me at the exact same time he'd been dating her, as if that were my fault or something. It was ridiculous, really. We were both sex slaves to a manipulative, sociopathic asshole, and yet she was still trying to please him as if she could somehow get him to treat her like a girlfriend again. Carter knew of her jealousy over me, and often went out of his way to shower me with affection while in her presence, or make her go down on me, just to fuck with her. Really, I'd rather not fight with Judene and often wished she'd just leave me alone. But I supposed it was karma paying me back for the shit I'd done to Adrienne over the years.


I was looking forward to unwinding in the Ready Room and maybe chatting with Rebecca, but just after I entered, Cameron arrived and told Rebecca that Carter wanted her. Quickly, I passed the Pyrex tube back and Rebecca gratefully took a hit before steeling herself to leave. I figured I would have plenty of time to catch up now that my night's work was done, but five minutes later Cameron came back for me.


"But I already went tonight!" I whined.


Cameron shrugged. "He wants you in the Voyeur Room with him, not the Showroom."


"Really?"


Cameron shrugged again. I knew better than to ask questions. In this house, what Carter wanted, Carter got.


I didn't even look into the Showroom when Cameron let me inside. My eyes were on Carter, even though his eyes were through the glass.


"Elyse, this is perfect. Check out our latest guest of honor." He gestured to the window.


Now I glanced up, and right away I saw Rebecca. No surprise, since she'd been summoned just before me. She was fully nude and sitting on some guy's face, getting eaten out while his hands reached up and mauled her perky tits. At the other end of the guy's naked body, Jillian was standing next to the bed and bent over to suck on the guy's big dick. I frowned. "Rebecca and Jillian? They're not exactly new."


Carter rolled his eyes and gestured again. "Not them, the guy."


"Kinda hard to see with Rebecca sitting on his face."


"Fuck." Carter grabbed the microphone and leaned forward. "Rebecca, climb off and bend over the side of the bed next to Jillian. I wanna see him switch back and forth between you."


Rebecca didn't move. Her eyes were clamped shut and she was biting her lip, whimpering audibly.


"Rebecca?" Carter called again, not used to having his orders ignored.


Still, she didn't move except to grind her crotch down against the guy's face.


"Rebecca!" Carter barked.


But just then, Rebecca started screaming in ecstasy, her whole body shuddering as she climaxed on top of the guy's mouth. Her head suddenly dropped back as if she'd been decapitated, and her chest thrust forward only to be restrained by the guy's palms as he continued squeezing and manipulating her nipples between his fingers. For a full minute, Rebecca screamed and shook and thrashed her head left and right while she had the mother of all orgasms, and then she quite literally toppled off the bed and all the way onto the floor in a messy heap.


"Dayyum," Carter breathed with popped eyebrows. "I've never seen Rebecca blow her top like that before."


Only then did the guy's face come into view.


No ... It CAN'T be...



Sure enough, it was Ben ... uh, Ben-- Fuck, I couldn't remember his last name right now. But it was Adrienne's Ben, and I started wondering whether or not Adrienne was at this party, too. While I was wondering that, Ben sat up, reached down, and bodily yanked Jillian onto the bed beside him. And then without a moment's hesitation, he flipped himself over, yanked her legs to the sides, and rammed that big, beautiful dick all the way up inside the skanky slut.


"Suck my dick, Elyse," Carter intoned quietly.


"I want to watch this," I replied quietly, my eyes riveted to the window.


"That wasn't a request," Carter replied, much more coldly.


My shoulders slumped. What Carter wants, Carter gets. Bowing my head, I knelt in front of him and opened my mouth.


Chapter 22: Serena Grey


-- SATURDAY, APRIL 15, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



"Elyse Laughton is dead."


I blinked twice before arching both eyebrows, hearing her words and yet absolutely certain of the identity of the young woman standing on the porch in front of me. "Dead? Uh ... You're going to have to explain that one."


She sighed, "It's a long story."


"I'm willing to hear it."


"Oh, for God's sake, Ben," Sasha grumped as she pushed past me and stepped out onto the porch. "Let the girl inside!"


With a weak smile, Elyse let Sasha grab hold of her hand and lead her inside. Since they were all still in the house and eating breakfast after this morning's five-chicks/one-dick orgy, Peyton, Andie, Jamie, and Casey had all come to the end of the hallway, curious to see who was at the door. Elyse took one look at them and stopped in her tracks. "Oh, dear. Am I interrupting something?" she asked with a wince.


I looked up at the four girls awaiting us, Andie and Jamie dressed in their slinkiest and Peyton and Casey having appropriated a dress shirt and a baggy T-shirt of mine, respectively. Technically, each of them was clothed, but it was obvious that their attire was designed more for sexual seduction than coverage. "What? No, no. These are my ... friends." I hesitated before the last word. The term 'harem girls' didn't seem appropriate. "We're just having breakfast. Are you hungry?"


Elyse eyes lit up at the mention of food. I grimaced, wondering just what kind of hellhole she'd crawled out of to look so rabid at the prospect of breakfast.


"Shouldn't we get her cleaned up?" Sasha asked pointedly before blushing in embarrassment. "I'm sorry; I don't mean to imply that you're dirty or anything. But--"


"No, it's okay," Elyse muttered. "I'm probably filthy right now."


"Let her eat something first," I suggested. "Maybe something light, like toast and some juice? Then you can get cleaned up and eat some more."


"Thank you, Ben. You're very kind." Suddenly, Elyse's face twisted into a grimace. It didn't appear to be physical, but she was feeling some kind of emotional pain. And as a deep frown creased her features, I couldn't help but reach out and wrap her up in a fierce hug.


"Ohmigawd..." I breathed while she started crying into my shoulder. "What the hell happened to you?"


She didn't answer except to keep crying. So I just kept hugging her while she shuddered in my grasp. And I hugged her. And I hugged her some more.


Eventually, she quieted down and the shuddering subsided. Breathing deeply, Elyse went so still in my arms that I began to wonder if she'd fallen asleep on my shoulder. But when I pulled back just a bit to look down and see, she stared back at me through tear-streaked eyes.


"I'm sorry," she muttered quietly.


I furrowed my eyebrows. "Sorry for what?"


"For being here. For putting this on you. You don't owe me anything, and after what I did to you when we were younger, I deserve for you to put me right back out on the street."


I gave her a stern look, and my answer was already out of my lips. I didn't think about it, didn't stop to worry about the consequences of my verbal commitments or wonder what kind of shit I was getting myself involved in. It was kind of a hallmark of my decision-making process, the White Knight instinct that the girls around me either appreciated or derided, depending on the situation. There weren't any immediate thugs to beat up, but I was jumping into the fray without a moment's hesitation. And I promised her right then and there, "I will never put you out on the street. I don't know what the hell you're messed up in, but nobody is going to hurt you on my watch. Got it?"


She started crying again.


This time, though, the waterworks didn't last very long. Instead of just standing there, I led Elyse into the living room and put her on a chair at the dining table. Sasha had left us the first time Elyse broke down crying, and she'd already arranged a plate of toast, eggs, and orange juice on the placemat.


With heartfelt gratitude and moisture in her eyes, our new guest looked up at me and the five girls around her before saying, "Thank you. This is already more than I'd hoped for. Thank you all."


"You're welcome," Sasha said, sitting down on the chair beside her and reaching out to rub the back of her hand. "Whatever it is that you're going through, you're in the right place now. I'm Sasha. That's Peyton, Casey, Andie, and Jamie. Ben, I gather, you already know."


"Elyse and I went to high school together," I said quietly.


She had already taken a bite of the toast – three actually – but the dirty, dispirited, and disheveled young woman shook her head in the negative before staring off vacantly. She fought to swallow the food in her mouth, and once she did, in a haunted voice, she began, "I told you, Elyse Laughton is dead. My name..." She blinked, and her shoulders visibly sagged before she turned and gave me an apologetic look while she finished, " ... is Serena Grey."





The name thing was still confusing me, but Peyton wouldn't let me interrogate the poor girl. She and Sasha took charge, with Peyton insisting that explanations could wait and that we should let the poor girl eat, and Sasha leading the way into the first floor bathroom so that "Serena" could take a shower.


Casey was already following them, I think more curious than interested in helping out. I, of course, was expressly forbidden from entering, and Peyton ordered Andie and Jamie to keep me occupied. Nobody was in the mood for Andie's and Jamie's usual method of "occupying" me, so the girls settled for grilling me about Elyse and our background while we sat on the living room couches. Five minutes later, Casey joined us as well, having left the actual Elyse-support to Sasha and Peyton.


I told the three girls what little I knew of Elyse. I mentioned her being the Cheer Captain and a social rival to my then-girlfriend Adrienne back in high school, although I didn't bother to go into details about her seduction attempt during Spring Break or any of the other drama she'd caused me. I explained that I'd only seen her twice since then, the first time my sophomore year when we'd had a chance encounter on the street, and the second time almost exactly two years ago at a party in the hills. Again, I didn't mention the circumstances around those meetings. I certainly wasn't about to tell them about the triple-penetration or the Voyeur Room at Carter's house.


"So that's it? A girl you barely knew in high school and only bumped into a couple of times in the last four years has come to YOU for help?" Casey looked skeptical. "I don't buy it. There's more to the story you're not telling us."


I sighed. "There are details around the manner in which we bumped into each other that I'd rather not go into right now, but I'm honestly as mystified by her arrival as you. I have no idea what she's been through to end up looking like that, nor why she'd come HERE of all places. I'm serious: I barely know the girl, and I certainly have no clue why she's telling me she's dead and that her name is 'Serena Grey'."


Jamie frowned. "Are you SURE she's your friend from high school, and you're not mixing her up with someone else you know?"


"I'm sure," I stated seriously. "She's Elyse Laughton ... or at least, what's left of her."


Andie hadn't said much, and she still didn't. Instead, my bottle-blonde "cutie" merely wrapped her arms around me in a hug, laying her head on my shoulder and squeezing me just to let me know she was here for me. I appreciated it and patted her forearm.


Casey and Jamie spent the next couple of minutes asking me questions, mostly further variations on 'How do you know her?' and 'Why would she come to you?' When I didn't come up with anything new or relevant, they switched gears to talk about Elyse's physical condition.


"Did you see her dress?" Jamie wondered aloud.


"Looked like she'd been wearing it for a few days," Casey replied with a nod.


"And she wasn't wearing any underwear, period."


"I noticed the lack of bra. You sure she didn't have any panties?"


Jamie shrugged. "I didn't see a line. Maybe she had a G-string or something else ... maybe. But that dress was pretty sheer."


"And it was filthy. Like she'd slept in a gutter last night."


"Or something. Her hair and face were all messed up too. Did you see the bruises? They're faint, but you can tell someone's been beating the shit out of her."


Casey made a face.


"We should loan her some clothes," Andie finally spoke up. "She's a lot bigger than me, though. Jamie, do you have something that'll fit her?"


Jamie nodded but replied, "Sasha went upstairs during breakfast and got some of hers, already."


Casey stared off into space, shaking her head slowly. "What the hell happened to that girl? I mean, you hear about people falling into some bad shit, like in the news. But I've never seen someone look so wrecked. Hey Ben, was she always skinny like that?"


I shook my head. "Not like that. She had a good figure. Liked to keep herself slim, mostly her ego if I remember. But she'd never been anorexic or anything. Definitely not ... hollow ... like that."


"Did you see how fast she finished off that plate of food?" Jamie said, her voice still full of amazement. "I mean, how long has it been since she ate anything?"


Casey suddenly sat up. "You think she escaped from somewhere? Like, maybe somebody is gonna come after her? With like guns and shit?"


Andie's grip around my neck suddenly tightened. "Maybe we should call the police."


"Not a bad idea," I agreed. "But I think we should at least let her explain a little more about her situation. If there's someone after her, then hell yeah we'll call. But there are scenarios under which the authorities would bring her more problems than solutions. The last time I saw her, she wasn't exactly ... well ... in a normal situation. But at the same time, she didn't look like she was being held against her will. She was with her boyfriend, and they were into a pretty intense scene and all, but not like this."


"What WAS it like?" Casey asked. "Sex? Drugs?"


I shrugged and nodded.


"Really BAD shit?"


I grimaced. "Not my kind of scene, which is why I never went back. But like I said, she seemed to be comfortable with where she was at. Then again, that was two years ago. A lot has apparently happened since then."


It turned out, that was a major understatement.





Elyse was a brand new woman when she came out of DJ's old bedroom. Sasha and Peyton had taken the time to really clean her up and dress her in one of Sasha's comfortable pajama sets. They'd even taken the time to let her apply some makeup, and despite her skeletal figure and gaunt cheeks, Elyse was still a strikingly beautiful young woman.


Now devoid of the dirt smudges and with her bruises covered by foundation, nothing marred the elegant structure of her face. Her prominent cheekbones were model-esque, and the makeup enhanced the shape of her already alluring green eyes. Already standing 5'11", she looked even lengthier with her slimmed-down physique. Yet whatever weight she'd lost in the past two years, she hadn't lost much definition in her tits. They were still very big, very round, and very firm, especially as they were now supported by a borrowed bra. Plus, those extra inches of height left a strip of her bare belly exposed between the hem of her pajama top and the waistband of the matching pants, and I'm somewhat ashamed to say that despite the gravity of the situation, I couldn't help but feel sexually attracted to her.


But the beauty of her body aside, there was no escaping the deep frown on her face. One look at it and any sense of arousal was dashed. I sat up straight and watched as she approached me before coming to a stop in front of the couch, looking at me expectantly. But I was so busy checking her out from head-to-toe that it took Andie poking me in the ribs to make me say anything.


"You look nice," I managed to croak.


Elyse gave me a small smile. Canting her head to the side, she asked, "Can we talk?" Her eyes darted to Andie, still draped around me, as well as to Casey and Jamie. And then she added, "Alone?"


"Oh, of course," Andie chirped, letting go of me and sitting back.


"Sorry," Elyse apologized. "You've all been so kind, but--"


"Don't have to explain," Jamie interrupted. "It's okay."


I got up off the couch and gestured toward the stairs before leading the way. Elyse followed, and Sasha and Peyton headed for the couches to join the others. No doubt Jamie and Casey would grill them as much as they had just grilled me.


I went straight to the armchairs in my sitting area, and Elyse closed my bedroom door behind us before joining me. I chuckled to myself, thinking of all the really intense conversations I'd had in these two chairs over the past year. I already knew this would be one more.


"So about the name..." I began, eyebrows raised as Elyse sat down opposite me.


She perched on the edge of her seat, knees together and arms across her midsection, her palms holding onto both elbows. Clearly nervous, Elyse glanced out the window for a moment before fixing her gaze on the floor between us. "Yeah, the name thing..."


"Do you want me to call you 'Serena' or something?"


She made a face. "I'd rather you didn't. THEY called me that." She trailed off without explaining who 'they' were.


"Um, okay. 'Elyse' it is. But now I'm even more confused."


She took a deep breath and exhaled for a long few seconds. She was clearly trying very hard to maintain her composure, and her head was bowed as she fidgeted with her hands in her lap. "The short answer is that legally, I'm not Elyse anymore. My driver's license says that my name is Serena Grey. That's the name I've used – the name they've called me – for the last several months."


I blinked twice, surprised and even more confused than before. "Okay, maybe you should start at the beginning. Or actually ... maybe you should start with why you're here. You're 'Elyse' to me and that's what I'll call you. But I guess what's really important is what you think I can do for you."


She winced and looked up at me with large, luminous green eyes. She took a deep breath and blinked several times, clearly concentrating with furrowed eyebrows. And when she spoke it was with the careful diction of one who had rehearsed what she had to say.


"I know you don't owe me anything. And I know I don't have much to offer you." She stopped, blinked a few more times, and almost nervously fiddled with the top button of her borrowed pajama top, as if she were readying herself to open it. "But I came to plead for help. I won't ask for much: just a roof over my head and maybe a meal or two. I can't stay on the street anymore, and I'm really hoping you'll ... you'll..."


She began sniffling as her rehearsed speech started breaking down. I waited a moment to see if she'd recover herself, but when her face twisted into a grimace and she clenched her eyes shut as if in pain, I reached out to reassuringly rub her knee. But the instant my hand touched it, she jerked away, twisting both knees to the side as she recoiled against the backrest with obvious fear in her eyes.


"Hey, hey!" I exclaimed instantly, raising both hands in the air as I backed away. Sitting upright in my own chair, I kept my distance and explained, "Not trying to hurt you."


Blinking rapidly, Elyse studied me for a few seconds, weighing my words before nodding rapidly. I started to relax, but when her head kept nodding rapidly with no sign of stopping, I started to worry about Elyse's mental stability.


But she explained while nodding, "I know you're not. I know ... I know..." Her voice trailed off as her gaze turned to the side while she kept nodding, as if in doing so she could convince herself of my innocent intentions. All of a sudden, she stopped nodding, and she looked over at me with an apologetic expression. "I'm sorry. After everything I've been through, I think I'm just a bit jumpy about guys touching me unexpectedly."


"No touching, got it," I said with an exaggerated smile and my best impression of open, honest eyes.


"I'm sorry I reacted that way."


"You don't have to apologize."


"No, I do. I mean, I didn't have a problem with it when you hugged me by the front door. Actually..." She blushed as she glanced up at me. "I kinda liked it. It felt nice. I don't remember the last time a guy just ... hugged ... me. At least not without him wanting ... well..."


I grimaced as her voice trailed off. "The last thing I want to do is make you uncomfortable, alright? I'll keep my hands to myself."


Pursing her lips, Elyse nodded and straightened herself back out again, although she was still bent over with her hands in her lap. She went quiet and furrowed her eyebrows again, trying to figure out what to say next.


"So back to what you think I can do for you," I began. "Roof over head, a few meals: those are easy. I've got plenty of space, and we've got plenty of food."


"I don't have any money," she said, her head bowed in shame. "I honestly have nothing to pay you with."


"I'm not asking for payment."


She took a deep breath, and as she exhaled she rather nervously glanced up at my face. "Where I've been, everything has a cost."


"Well, I might ask you to do a couple of chores around the house," I said breezily with a smirk. "Do the dishes, fold my laundry, go take notes in class so I can sleep in, that sort of thing, and we'll call it square."


Elyse snorted, quite loudly and quite rudely, and she blushed bright pink as she covered up her mouth and nose with one hand. I knew she'd been thinking about sexual favors as payment, and apparently my response bemused her.


"Really," I began more seriously. "I'm not going to ask anything of you. You're clearly in need, and I already promised I'd never put you back on the street. I want to help you, no strings attached, alright?"


Elyse started crying, and she'd gone back to hugging herself with her palms on both elbows. As her face turned ugly and she bowed her head, she looked so pitiful and frail that the instinct to reach out and physically comfort her kicked in again. But I remembered the way she'd reacted when I rubbed her knee, so I held myself in check for about three seconds.


Still, she kept on crying and I didn't know what else to do, so I reached forward again, quite deliberately and quite slowly as I showed her my hand and let her see me approaching all the way. This time, Elyse didn't recoil as I touched her shoulder and began rubbing it. And after a few seconds of doing that without any adverse reactions, I moved over to kneel beside her chair. And for the second time today I wrapped her up in a warm hug.


As before, it took a little while for Elyse to calm down, but eventually her tears stopped and her breathing was slow and steady. Her face buried against my shoulder, she went still enough that I wondered again if she'd fallen asleep. But when I turned my head to look down at her, she took a deep breath and sat back in her chair, wiping at her tears with both hands.


"I'm sorry," she muttered. "I don't mean to keep breaking down on you."


"It's okay," I replied gently. "I can't imagine what you've been through."


"No you can't," she mumbled even more softly, and she threatened to start crying again. But inhaling deeply, she forced herself to remain calm and finished wiping away her last tears.


"I just want to help you," I said sincerely.


"You've already helped me," she replied, her voice sounding stronger as she sat up a little straighter. "Just by letting me be here. You ... well ... I guess Sasha and Peyton ... have fed me and clothed me and let me feel safe for the first time since ... since ... Fuck, I don't remember the last time I was someplace safe, but I feel safe here.


I nodded. "You are."


She eyed me a little warily. "I'm sorry, but I've heard that before. Kind man off the street, looking like the type who wants to rescue the damsel in distress. And then in the middle of the night I find his hand over my mouth and his erection pressing against my hip while he..." Her voice trailed off.


I shrank back in my seat, trying to appear as unthreatening as possible. "That's not me," I stated softly.


"I know." She did that nodding thing again, continually nodding while she repeated, "I know, I know, I know. You're not that kind of guy. You've been nothing but kind to me since you opened that door. You haven't leered at me, or tried to cop a feel. You've talked to me like I was a human being, not a toy."


I grimaced, thinking of what kind of people she must've been around who didn't treat her so kindly.


"Look, I really have no reason to trust you," she began, desperate hope in the eyes of a still wary face. "I don't know you; you don't know me. But you said you wouldn't put me out on the street and I want to believe that. Despite being lied to by every guy I've ever been around for the past three, four years, I want to believe you. Because even though I don't know you, I know Adrienne. I know her secrets, I know what she went through, and I think I know what you've done for her. And now she's a world famous supermodel jet-setting around the globe."


I arched an eyebrow. "You ... thought I could do the same for you or something?"


Elyse barked a short laugh, and flashed me the first genuine smile I'd seen from her in a long, long time. Shaking her head, she replied, "No. Of course not. But... (sigh) ... I've pretty much hit rock-bottom here..."


She trailed off again, her eyes unfocusing as she returned to some dark place I couldn't imagine, nor did I really want to. I waited her out, and at length she started talking again.


"You really don't know where I've been or what I've had to do for the last few months." Pursing her lips and still hugging herself, she continued with an almost catatonic stare to nowhere, "It's ugly ... and filthy ... and I don't even really want to think about it, especially about these last couple of days. But I'm trying to crawl out of the hellhole I've put myself in, and really, I have nowhere else to go."


"Nowhere? No other friends or relatives?" I arched an eyebrow, but tempered my skepticism when she shrank before me. "Not trying to foist you off on someone else. It's just that I find it hard to believe I was your number one option. C'mon, you barely know me and have no reason to believe I won't take advantage of you."


Shaking a little with nervousness, Elyse started doing that nodding thing again. "You won't ... you won't..." She blinked a couple of times before muttering, "Adrienne promised me."


That rocked my head back. "Adrienne? You've actually talked to her recently?"


"Just this morning." She let go of her elbows and glanced out the window. Keeping her gaze there, she continued explaining, "Took forever to get through her handlers and actually get her on the phone. It was her idea that I come to you, actually."


I furrowed my eyebrows at that.


Elyse looked back at me and shrugged. "She gave me your address, and she also said she'd call you, but I'm guessing you two didn't get in touch?"


With a frown, I dug into my pocket to retrieve my cell phone. I certainly hadn't talked to Adrienne or gotten any messages from her this-- Oops. I guess I had. My phone's Call Log showed both a missed call and a voicemail from Adrienne, and I also had a text that read: call me back asap. Im snding elyse to u.


Checking the timestamps, I gathered that Adrienne had been trying to call me while I was on the phone with Kim this morning, and I must have been so engrossed in that conversation that I didn't notice the call waiting beeps. Afterwards, everything had happened so fast that I simply never checked my phone until just now.


"Um, okay..." I muttered. "I was pretty busy this morning and must've missed her call."


"Busy? Yeah, I'll bet." Elyse's eyes darted downward and to the side, in the vague direction of my living room which would currently be occupied by five scantily-clad coeds. A look of apprehension filled Elyse's face, her wariness coming back. "What's with that, by the way? I'm trying to trust here. I really have nowhere else to go, and I want to believe so badly that I'm not making a huge mistake coming here for help. But I'm sorry, the last few guys I knew who kept groups of girls around them for pleasure were not very nice men."


"Carter?" I asked quietly.


Elyse picked her eyes up, looked at me for a moment, and averted her eyes once more. She shrugged noncommittally.


"Even after all this time, you're still with him?"


Head down in shame, she sighed, "Him ... others ... just part of that scene..."


I grimaced, and given her current state, I felt the need to explain, "We're not friends, you know, Carter and I. We only met the couple of times."


"Oh I know. If you were friends, believe me I'd have seen you more often. You probably would have fucked me a few times by now as well." The bitter tone in her voice made it clear that such a sexual encounter wouldn't have been entirely consensual.


"Yeah, well ... I'm not like him."


"I hope not..." She wouldn't look at me as she went back to hugging herself and doing that nodding thing again. "But the thing is ... the jaded part of me sees five girls wearing skimpy PJs, you know? And I get to wondering what kind of leverage you're holding over them."


I held my hands up straight away. "It's not like that. We're all friends. You just met them; do they seem like they're here against their will? Every girl downstairs is here by her own choice."


Elyse stared off behind my right ear, and she swallowed thickly. "I always had a choice, too," she mumbled. "But my choices were always between a rock and a hard place, forced choices to the point where I really had NO choice."


I blinked. "Elyse ... what HAPPENED to you?"


She sighed and looked away. "Crystal meth happened to me."


"You became an addict?"


She snorted. "I think 'addict' is putting it mildly."


"But you're not anymore."


"Of course I am," she scoffed before shaking her head sadly. "I'm just ... I'm just trying to crawl my way out of the hole."


"So that's what this is about? Escaping Carter?"


She shook her head and started staring vacantly behind me again. "No. Carter's an asshole, and he's a manipulative, sociopathic bastard, but he's never held me against my will. I was always free to walk away, only ... well ... It was my choice, you see. My choice ... My choice..." she mumbled in a haunted tone, as if it were a mantra that had been drilled into her time and again.


I sensed her drifting again, and I leaned forward and put my elbows on my knees. The movement drew her attention, and she snapped back to reality.


"I always had the choice to leave," she explained with a resigned sigh. "But I couldn't. In the end, no matter how much it hurt, I always chose to stay..."


I frowned, not quite understanding.


"I chose that until now. This isn't about escaping Carter. This is about escaping my addiction." Elyse started crying again. "If anything, I'm going to need YOU to hold me against my will."


Hold her against her will? What? My sense of alarm rose as she began choking up, her breathing erratic, with panic in her eyes.


Thrusting her hands forward, she presented me with her wrists and practically sobbed, "Hold me here, alright? Don't let me go back to him. Don't let me go back to the drugs, no matter how much I scream at you and order you to let me go."


I put my hands on the armrests and rolled forward onto the balls of my feet, instinctively putting myself in a better position to defend myself as Elyse's eyes got wilder and her movements became more spastic.


Her lips quivering, she shook her head and let the tears roll while crossing her arms over her chest and gripping her own shoulders so tight I thought her fingernails might draw blood. She started rocking back and forth, whimpering and crying while she explained, "I've tried this before, you see. Tried and failed. I've asked other friends to protect me from myself, to not let me go back to my addictions. In the end, they always caved." Shaking her head, she added bitterly, "Everyone always caves."


I wanted to tell her I wouldn't cave, that I'd succeed where others had failed. But the fact was that I didn't know enough of what the hell was going on to make empty promises like that. And as much as I wanted to reassure her that I was here to help, I couldn't stand the idea of only being the next in line to let her down.


Elyse started laughing out of nowhere, a crazed look on her face before she abruptly stopped and looked at me with the saddest, most haunted eyes I'd ever seen on a human being. Shaking her head slowly, she cried again and whimpered, "Maybe they cared too much to see me in that kind of pain, even though everyone knew it was in my best interest that I break free. Maybe they didn't care that much about me, remembering too much of the grief I'd caused them so that deep down, they really wanted me to fail. I dunno."


I took a deep breath, summoning my strength and readying myself to give her some kind of encouragement. But before I could, she suddenly went perfectly still, as if a supernatural calm had settled over her.


Abruptly appearing as stable and normal as any other girl just downstairs, Elyse took a deep breath and stated evenly. "But you're not one of my friends. You don't have any special friendship with me, stuff that would cloud your judgment. Really, you and I are near-strangers. You've proven in the past that you'll resist me, to do the right thing, and I'll need you to resist me again. Please, Ben, I'm asking this while I'm sober. Don't let me go back to him. Don't let me go back to the meth."


Elyse took a deep breath, pursed her lips, and started breaking down again.


"Don't let it kill me, too."





Elyse cracked after that last comment about meth killing her "too". She broke down into shuddering sobs, and I moved to hold her once again. She let me approach, and it took a long time for her to settle down, but once she did I realized that this time she really WAS falling asleep.


Considering her disheveled state upon arrival, it was likely Elyse hadn't had a good night's sleep in a long time. The intensity of our conversation had wiped her out and she was thoroughly exhausted at this point, running on fumes. So I suggested that she take a nap, and I led her back downstairs and into Brooke's old bedroom.


My "harem" was waiting for me when I came out.


"So what's going on?" Sasha asked without preamble.


"It's a complicated story," I replied.


"I'm not going anywhere," Peyton answered.


"Me, neither," Andie added.


Jamie nodded, and Casey shrugged as well.


But I looked over at Sasha and sighed, "What about Kim? I still NEED to get her back."


Sasha winced. "Oh, shit. Forgot about her for a minute."


I rubbed my temples with the thumb and middle finger of my right hand, and I started shaking my head. "Ugh. I hate to say it, but I've gone this long without seeing Kim. Another few hours ... or days ... probably won't matter that much. At least, I hope they won't. It's not like she's going to give birth next weekend."


"Hold up. What?" Casey interrupted with a raised hand. "What was that about Kim giving birth next weekend?"


I groaned and looked over at Sasha before returning to Casey. Andie, Jamie, and Peyton likewise gave me strange looks. "Well ... uh ... I was just saying she's not going to give birth next weekend. She's not due until like October or something."


"But she's pregnant? Wow..." Casey's eyebrows were raised pretty high. "Is that why she didn't come back to school?"


I nodded. "It's complicated."


Andie leaned forward. "Are you the father?"


I sighed and nodded.


Jamie chimed in. "But you're not together?"


I shook my head. "Like I said, it's--"


"Complicated," Peyton finished for me. "You know what? Ben hasn't had a chance to eat anything yet. Let's let him sit down and fill his empty stomach, and then I think we're all going to have a very long conversation."





Thus ended Tri-Delt West. As suddenly as the Charter had appeared on my front door back in early February, it now disappeared. Peyton Kent, Tri-Delt President, took it down herself.


It's not like the girls were mad at me or anything; quite the opposite, in fact. When I explained about Elyse's request to let her stay here and help her get over her meth addiction, and my intention to make sure she did, the girls had been fully supportive. When I explained about Kim's pregnancy and her subsequent choice to move home and drop of out of school while her father threatened me with restraining orders, the girls had been fully sympathetic. If anything, Peyton, Andie, Jamie, and Casey all held the highest opinion of me, especially since we'd just taken down Professor Rutledge yesterday. The removal of the Tri-Delt West Charter was about recognizing the seriousness of the current situation, and not a sign of disapproval over the way I'd handled the harem.


The Charter had gone up in the first place as a gimmick of sorts. It had been an excuse to be together, to get laid, and to roleplay sexually. The girls had gotten a kick out of being subject to seizure and insemination, knowing full well I'd never do such a thing without their consent. But in recent weeks the original harem girls had been starting to drift away on their own, and even with the recent infusion of freshmen, the gimmick itself had pretty much been played out.


Besides, Peyton intended to limit the Tri-Delt occupation of my house from here on out. True, I'd never turn the girls away if they wanted to visit, but Peyton didn't want me distracted from what was really important. My life had suddenly become about so much more than my own relationship issues and the daily quest to get laid. I'd taken on a big responsibility in promising to help Elyse get over her addiction, and even though they didn't know her at all, the girls understood that she meant something to me. Plus, I still had the Kim situation to resolve once we got the Elyse situation stabilized, and continuing to seize and inseminate harem girls just didn't seem so important anymore.


After breakfast, I excused myself to check in with Adrienne and catch her up on everything while also finding out what she knew about Elyse. Unfortunately, she didn't really have any new information for me. Elyse had somehow gotten a hold of her agent early this morning and eventually gotten patched through to Adrienne herself. They'd talked for only a few minutes, with Elyse apologetic for all the shit she'd done to Adrienne all those years ago and Adrienne simply trying to wrap her head around the idea of a meth-addicted Elyse pleading for help. Adrienne knew that I'd run into Elyse at Carter's party just before getting together with Dawn, but neither of us had known she would eventually turn into this.


Adrienne had raised the same questions I had, about why Elyse had gone to HER after so many years. Ultimately, Elyse claimed that she had literally no one else to turn to, and she desperately hoped that the girl who had been her friend so many years ago in junior high could find it in herself to still care. Adrienne had explained that there was little she could do from New York, but that I was in town and would certainly be able to help her out. Adrienne apologized for volunteering me and literally dumping this problem on my doorstep, but I told her that I didn't mind. Yeah, I kind of had a lot going on right now, but there was no way I'd be able to turn Elyse away in good conscience. If anything, I wished I had done more to learn about her situation two years ago.


Adrienne reassured me that getting back together with Dawn had taken priority and was stress enough at the time, and that there was no way I could have known what was going on. It wasn't my job to take care of every human being within a hundred mile radius of me, or even my job to take care of Elyse now that she was here. But the little girl who had idolized Elyse back in junior high thanked me for doing this now.


Adrienne made me promise to keep her informed, and we hung up. I returned to the living room to find that Elyse was still sleeping, and also that Casey had left.


"She said she wishes us luck with everything that's going on, but that's it's all a little too heavy for her to deal with," Peyton explained. "She wanted to say goodbye, and that she'd see you in class, but that was it. She might flirt with you again, but I don't really think you can count on her for any help with all this stuff."


"But you can count on me," Sasha volunteered. "I don't know her at all, but no girl deserves whatever's happened to her. It's a good thing you didn't see her with her clothes off. She's bruised pretty much everywhere."


"And I'll be around, too," Peyton added. "I mean, I don't live here and I've got a lot of sorority business to deal with, not to mention making sure I graduate, but if you need anything from me, let me know. Eventually, somebody's going to have to pay for what they did to Elyse. And call me optimistic, but after what we just did to Henry Rutledge, I'm feeling in a vengeful mood."


I sighed. "You know, I still never got to that part of her story. I have no idea where she's been the last few days or who beat her."


"We should let her rest, for now," Sasha suggested. "I'm sure we'll all find out eventually."


Andie piped up. "So what now? Just ... wait?"


Jamie shrugged. "Do our homework. Think about lunch. Yeah, there's a beaten, meth-addicted girl in the bedroom over there, and she's kinda going to be a big distraction for as long as she's here. But in the meantime, we still have classes to attend and lives to lead. The only other alternative is to do what Casey did: Go home and put this all behind us."


"I'm not leaving," Andie humphed emphatically.


I smiled and reached out to caress her face. "Of course not, cutie."


She whimpered and leaned into my touch. "And what about us? With the Tri-Delt West Charter done, what happens? Do Jamie and I have to move out of your bedroom? Are we even still your harem? And not just me and Jamie ... I know you've got feelings for Sasha. And as for Peyton ... well ... I don't even have a clue what's going on between you two right now, but I can tell there's something up in the way you two look at each other. What now?"


I sighed and looked each girl in the eye one at a time. As festive as this morning's celebratory six-way orgy had been, the mood wasn't exactly conducive to further sexual shenanigans. Pulling Andie against my side, I pecked her forehead and then sighed. "I don't know, cutie. I guess we take things one step at a time."





Apparently the "first step" in "one step at a time" involved getting dressed. Andie and Jamie had long ago taken over half of my closet and a few of my drawers. They hadn't moved in their entire wardrobes or anything, but the point is that they both had to get dressed in my bedroom. I elected to spend more time watching those two strip down instead of getting dressed myself, and when the pair noticed, they put a little tease into their stripping. When they were done, they took it upon themselves to strip ME and also go about selecting my attire for the day. For some reason, wardrobe selection involved Andie stroking my growing cock in her hand while Jamie bent over at the waist to rummage around my sock drawer for a couple of minutes, as if selecting socks was really so difficult a task. But eventually we managed to get dressed.


Though the morning had turned rather melancholy with the manner of Elyse's arrival, the playfulness of getting dressed had significantly lightened our moods, and we were all smiles when we returned downstairs.


Sasha and Peyton were already dressed. Apparently Peyton had planned on crashing here overnight, having packed a bag for herself with a fresh change of clothing.


"Here's your shirt, though," she said, handing back the white button-down she'd appropriated for her morning attire.


I arched an eyebrow. "Packed a bag but forgot pajamas?"


"No, I remembered them. I just liked the idea of wearing your shirt instead." Peyton's green eyes twinkled. But after a moment, she sighed wistfully and picked up her bag. "I've got to get going. Can you give me a ride back to the Chapter House?"


My face fell. "You're leaving now?"


She shrugged. "It's Saturday. I've got sorority business to attend to and all my school gear is over there."


"But..." My voice trailed off and I sighed. She was right, and there was no point in turning into a whiner. "Yeah, of course I'll give you a ride."


Peyton smiled and reached up to caress my face. "I'll be back. For one thing, I promised you could count on me for help with that poor girl in there. Having needed a rescue of my own, I kinda feel the need to pay it forward or something, you know? And of course, you already know I'll want to see you again. Real soon." With that, she got up on her tip-toes and pecked my lips.


I blushed and nodded while gesturing to the door.


First, Peyton went over and hugged Sasha with a fond, "See you later, girl." Then, she waved to Andie and Jamie. And finally she followed me down the hall.


Once outside, with the front door closed behind us, I arched an eyebrow at Peyton. "'See you later, girl'? When did you two get so buddy-buddy?"


We went down the steps and then cut across the lawn toward my car. She shrugged and replied, "Sasha's really sweet. I like her."


"But you haven't known each other very long."


Peyton stuck her tongue out at me. "And we spent all night and all morning eating each other out to screaming orgasms. That sorta thing kinda bonds a couple of girls together in a hurry, dontcha think?"


"So does that mean you and Casey are going to become best pals all of a sudden?"


"Her? No. What's with the interrogation?"


I chuckled and shook my head. "Not trying to grill you here. Just curious."


Peyton sighed and opened her door once I remote unlocked it. After we both sat down in our seats, with the doors closed and the ignition started, she looked over at me and said, "Sasha's nice. I know a lot of different kinds of girls, including a whole bunch in the sorority and a lot of them outside of the sorority as well. I'm pretty good at reading people's characters, and she's one of the really good ones."


I nodded with half of my attention on the rear-view mirror as I backed out into the street. "That she is."


"She was so gentle and nurturing with Elyse. She's whip smart, and always seems to know what to do in any situation. She exudes calmness and logic, and yet she can turn on the sexy smolder at a moment's notice. And dayyum can she eat pussy!"


I barked a laugh at that, taking my eye off the road for a moment to glance over.


Peyton smiled back at me before turning her gaze forward. "She's like the quintessential lady in the street and freak in the bed you guys are always dreaming about, and she's head over heels in love with you. Really, I think she'd make a great girlfriend if you ever gave her the chance."


I jerked to a stop a little too hard, winding up a good fifteen feet away from the crosswalk. "Wait, what was that?"


Peyton giggled and gestured for me to keep driving. "I think you heard me just fine."


"Guess I'm just surprised to hear that come from you."


"Why? Were you hoping that I'd want to be your girlfriend?"


I blinked, and furrowed my eyebrows. "Well, not exactly. I think I've made it pretty clear that I don't want any serious relationships right now, period. You haven't spent as much time around me these past few months as the other Tri-Delts, but I think you knew I haven't been looking for a girlfriend."


"Oh, that's obvious. Why settle down with any one girl when you could have the harem servicing your every need?"


"I'm not--"


"It's alright. I'm not judging you," Peyton interrupted. "I'm just trying to say that you're in a good situation right now, the ideal situation for any guy, really. At the same time, I think your ego would love to believe that all four of us: me, Sasha, Andie, and Jamie, secretly are madly in love with you and all want to be your girlfriend, title and all."


"Uh ... well..."


"Don't be embarrassed. It's human nature. Again: not judging."


"But you aren't madly in love with me nor want to be my girlfriend, despite all that stuff you've been saying over the last couple of weeks about falling for me."


Peyton took a deep breath, and when we came to another stop sign I glanced over at her. She'd perched her elbow on the windowsill and cradled the side of her head in her palm, and she glanced back at me. "Falling for you, yes. These last few weeks have been a really, really wild ride for me, and I know I'm all flooded with hormones and emotions and feelings of gratitude after what you've done for me. But I'm not the kind of girl to lose my head over a guy. I'm too used to being in control, and as much as I love being with you, I'm scared of the way you make me feel. You're like ... like..."


She scrunched up her face, which for some reason made her nose crinkle in a way that was absolutely adorable. I couldn't resist reaching out and poking it with a fingertip.


"Stop that!" she giggled while batting my hand away. "You made me lose my train of thought!"


"Sorry. You were telling me that I'm like ... something. Something scary, apparently."


"Not scary. Just ... dangerous."


I frowned. "Dangerous good? Or dangerous bad?"


"Both. Oh, here we go." Peyton suddenly perked up in her seat and I could practically see the light bulb appear above her head. "You're like this Mustang-- No wait. You're like a Lamborghini."


I smirked. "Sexy but expensive, keeps scraping its body on the ground, makes a lot of noise, and seems to labor at low speeds?"


Peyton rolled her eyes. "See, all boyfriends are like cars, and you're the Lamborghini. You're exciting, you get my heart racing, and you can pull me around corners at ninety miles an hour and make me scream in ecstatic delirium. But honey, you'd be a bitch to drive every day. You're the weekend ride, the once in a while trip that would give me enough thrills in a single day to last me for the next month. I couldn't handle commuting in you Monday through Friday. Expensive parts and maintenance. Gas guzzler when it comes to my emotions. I'm sorry, but no."


I frowned. "I thought I was going to like the Lamborghini comparison, but now I'm not so sure."


She shrugged. "Other boyfriends are like a Toyota Camry: safe, dependable, but ultimately unexciting; as vanilla as it gets. Still other guys are like minivans: boring and yet eminently functional; can go to Costco and fit all those jumbo-size diapers and toilet paper in the trunk. When a girl wants to settle down and have a couple of kids, they settle down with those kinds of guys."


"I don't think I like where this is going."


Peyton was on a roll. "And then you've got those girls who can seemingly only afford used junk cars that always break down on them and disappoint, leaving them stranded on the side of the road in some horrific situation. Some girls get cars that look brand new but turn out to be lemons. And then--"


"I get the point," I interrupted. "But you're saying you don't want me to be your boyfriend because..."


She shrugged. "Because you're dangerous. You're thrilling, and you can make me feel things that no other car can make me feel. But you scare me and while I do love to go for a ride in the supercar, I don't want to own one."


I arched an eyebrow. "Too much maintenance?"


"Look at you: juggling a harem of my girls, crystal meth-addicts dropping by on your doorstep. Your reputation is so big that I'd get a zillion stares if I walked down the street holding your hand, and that was even BEFORE the sex tape with your ex-girlfriend the Sports Illustrated supermodel!"


"I get it, I get it. I never thought of myself as a high-maintenance kind of guy, quite the opposite, but--"


"It's not your personality that's high-maintenance. It's just that you have an effect on the people around you, and sometimes that's a bit much to deal with. And ... well..." she trailed off, took a deep breath, and shook her head.


"What?"


Peyton's eyebrows went up as she looked over and gave me a significant look. "Seriously ... You've got a baby on the way."


I pursed my lips and exhaled slowly. Right.


"We've had a really great time together," she continued, "but can you blame a girl for not being sure she wants to start a relationship with someone who's about to become a single dad?"


"I get it, I get it." By now, we'd arrived in the courtyard of the Tri-Delt Chapter House. The engine was off, but we both had our seatbelts still on. I had both hands on the steering wheel, and I stared blankly out the windshield while I let Peyton's words sink in.


She must've noticed the worn expression on my face, because she reached over and caressed my face. "Hey, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to make you feel bad, or feel rejected. I really was falling for you, and I know I could turn into a mushy, hapless, lovesick little girl if I let myself, high-maintenance or not. You've done so much for me these last couple of weeks, and I can never repay you enough for how you helped me through this Rutledge situation. But I thought you deserved to know where I stood."


I shrugged and smiled at her, pressing my cheek harder against her caressing hand. "It's cool. Thank you for your honesty. If I look a little sad, it's not because of you and me; I never expected you to become my doting girlfriend. Rather, it's because your little 'boyfriends are cars' analogy is hitting a little too close to home regarding the entirety of my love life. Everyone squeals in excitement and wants to go for a ride in the Lamborghini. Nobody wants to take me home."


"Sasha does. Andie does. I've spent some time talking to both of them, and both believe they can tame the beast. Not restrain you, just to be clear; there's no sense trying to turn you into a midsize family sedan if that's not who you really are. But both believe that they can hold a place that's special in your life – become that 'doting girlfriend' if you will – if only you'll give them the opportunity."


"They both are already special to me."


Now it was Peyton's turn to tap my nose. "They want to be MORE special, and you know it. Can you imagine how high-pitched Andie's squeal would be if you ever asked her to go on a real date?"


I sighed.


Peyton unbuckled her seat, and she got up on one knee to lean across the center console while still holding onto my cheek. Without another word, she canted her head to the side and gave me a warm, wet kiss. Our liplock built and grew in intensity and fire, passion growing right up until it seemed like we'd end up fucking right there in the car. But just at that point, she began to pull away, and moments later she sat back down in her seat while reaching for the door handle. "This isn't goodbye. Tri-Delt West may be officially over, but I promised I'd come back. I'll see you around, and yes, I'm gonna want a few more rides in the Lamborghini, if you'll let me."


I chuckled and nodded, letting my eyes rove up and down her eminently fuckable body. "Anytime."


She tilted her head back gave me a cocky grin. "Yeah ... I know." And then she got out.





Sasha, Andie, and Jamie stuck around the house the entire day with me, and no other Tri-Delts came by. When the Charter had come down off the wall, texts had been sent out. But while the other harem girls had been understandably curious, nobody threw a fit and nobody showed up at my front door.


"It's not that they don't care," Jamie reassured me. "They all want to drop by and ask questions. But for now they're respecting the decision and giving you time and space to get your head straightened out."


"Time and space I may now have," I admitted. "The understanding of how to proceed from here? I don't. Elyse is still asleep. Kim is doing who knows what ... Aww, fuck! Tomorrow's DJ's birthday. I barely even know where to begin."


"One step at a time, right?" Andie chirped encouragingly as she rubbed my leg.


"Right."


"Want a blowjob to help clear your mind?"


My eyebrows popped as I looked back at my bottle-blonde cutie. She was dead serious. "Uh, the mood is kinda weird right now. I don't know that--"


"You let me worry about putting you in the right mood," Andie cut me off, her dark eyes glittering as she turned to kneel on the couch cushions beside me. "You'll feel better when I'm done. I promise."


Eyebrows still arched, I glanced over at Sasha and Jamie. Sasha shrugged and gestured toward the stairs. Jamie said, "Take your time. We'll figure out lunch."


Andie was right. When she was done, I felt better.





Elyse slept for more than ten hours in the middle of the day. Seriously, she slept right through lunch and even dinner, only waking up after the sun had set and I was in the shower with Jamie as my personal loofah.


Sasha had already left the house for work, but Andie had been on watch in the living room and she was waiting for Jamie and me when we came out from the bathroom. I got dressed in a hurry and went downstairs to go talk to Elyse, but at this point she was just really hungry and I heated up our leftovers.


Over dinner, Elyse asked where Sasha and Peyton had gone, and I explained that Sasha worked in the City in the evenings and Peyton had a sorority to run. She seemed a little disappointed. Those two girls had bathed and clothed her. Perhaps the first friendly faces she'd seen in a while weren't here anymore, and she had to feel like they'd already quit on her. In fact, Elyse seemed so momentarily depressed that I nearly called Peyton to drop everything and come over. But Elyse wouldn't let me do that, insisting that she'd be fine.


At first, Elyse didn't want to talk. She apologized for being a downer and cramping my lifestyle, saying that I wasn't obliged to keep her company. She said that I wasn't even obliged to let her stay in this house a minute longer, but I insisted that I was right where I wanted to be.


"Why? Why put your life on hold for me?" she asked more than once.


"Because that's just the way I am. I see someone in need and I can't help myself," I finally replied after a number of somewhat more trite responses.


Together with Andie and Jamie, I spent the rest of the evening trying to figure out a plan for combating Elyse's meth addiction. While I'd spent some time looking up treatment ideas online, the only person I could think of who'd ever actually tried to treat a meth addict was Elyse herself.


And then it hit me.


Well, -I- hit me – smacked myself in the forehead pretty good for how stupid I'd been not to think of her earlier – as I realized I DID know someone else who'd treated meth addition. My cell phone was out and dialing before I could let myself forget again.


Unfortunately, Amber didn't pick up her phone. Though I didn't feel comfortable spelling out in a voicemail that I had a meth addict who she might very well personally know in my house, and that I needed her help or advice, I said that it was pretty important that she call me back soon. And then I went back to hunting online for information.


We found out that there were no pharmacological treatments, no substitutes we could use to help wean her off. Really, there was nothing any of us could do for her. The only way for Elyse to get clean was for Elyse to decide for herself to be clean, an easy decision to make right now while she was sober, but something that would become much harder the next time a craving hit.


"The last girl who helped me was big on keeping me away from anything that would remind me of meth and set me off: people, places, situations that'll remind me of..." Elyse trailed off.


"Well," I said with a shrug, "that's unlikely to happen if you stay here in the house."


"I guess."


"And what kind of situations might set you off?"


Elyse shrugged, gave me a plain look, and head-nodded toward the girls. "Well ... sex."


Shit.



I screwed up my face. "Uh, do you mean--"


"Relax, I'm just fucking with you," Elyse laughed. "I'm not going to flip out if you and one of your girlfriends..." Her voice suddenly trailed off.


Andie, Jamie, and I all exchanged a look.


In a slightly haunted voice, Elyse asked the wall, "Okay, you don't call them all your 'girlfriends', do you?"


The girls and I exchanged another look, but I shook my head and said, "No, we're just friends. But there aren't any drugs here, nobody is coerced into doing anything, and you certainly don't have to put out to get a roof over your head or anything like that."


She started doing her extreme nodding thing again. "Okay then ... Okay..."


I exhaled a mild sigh of relief, but still, I figured the idea of me having sex with all of the different girls who came by here had the potential of being a sore subject moving forward.


"Look, you say everyone here is an equal and there aren't any power games, and I want to take you at your word," Elyse finally said, shivering. As she hugged herself, she gave me an apologetic look and added, "I honestly don't mean to cramp your style."


"It's okay."


"Avoiding triggers is important, but all you can really do is keep me company and give me a place where I can feel safe," she explained. "When I feel lonely, I want to inhale. When I feel threatened, I want to inhale. When I'm tired and confused and I just want to make the whole world go away and leave me a moment's peace, I want to inhale. And if the craving gets bad enough, I'll do anything ... literally anything ... to get my next hit."


"And you know where to do that around here? Know where to find a dealer or supplier or whatever?"


Elyse shrugged and nodded.


"So why don't you get out of town? Go someplace where you don't know how to get access to more drugs? Maybe go back home, to Orange County."


Elyse gave me cold look. "Daddy's dead. Got wasted and literally drove his car off a cliff by Crystal Cove. Evil Stepmother conned him into leaving her the entire inheritance and she moved to South Beach or something, I don't know exactly where."


My eyes popped. "Wow ... Uh ... I'm sorry. I didn't know."


"No reason you should have known," she said dismissively. "No relatives; haven't seen my real mom since I was a kid. No friends. And no money. I'm flat broke. I couldn't get to a different city even IF I knew somebody there who would take me."


"Well, what if -I- could get you to Orange County?" I perked up. "Even if your father's not there for you anymore, were there any friends you grew up with that might take you in? High school? Cheerleaders? I'm not trying to get rid of you, not at all. It's just that I'm thinking you might be safer far away from your known drug points."


"Burned bridges, pretty much. I did try to contact a few of them, honestly. But then I got a hold of Adrienne, and she told me how to find you here in Berkeley. So ... yeah, I'm here. But even if I did end up back home, all alone, with my history I'd turn to prostitution within days just to get enough money to buy my next fix. Either that or sneak into someone's home and stab them to death so I could loot the place blind. You know the way people think they're living in the safest cities in America and aren't always careful about locking their doors."


Elyse said that so casually that Andie and Jamie exchanged an alarmed look before giving me questioning stares. Really, they'd never met this girl before, and she seemed just unstable enough for them to worry that she might stab US to death in our sleep so she could rob us blind.


Elyse caught their stares and gave us a grim smile. "Relax, I'm not a violent person. I wouldn't hurt a fly..." She trailed off before looking down, rather nervously fidgeting with the tips of her hair, and mumbling, "Well ... not physically hurt..."


"What about rehab?"


"No money, remember?" Elyse caught my grimace and cut off my response. "No, you're not paying for it, either. I get that your family is well off, but no. Not happening. I wouldn't go even if you were a millionaire. Don't trust those places."


There was enough vehemence in her voice that I didn't argue. "So it's here or nothing then."


Elyse frowned. "Please, Ben ... You're my only hope."


For a guy with a White Knight complex like me, she couldn't have said anything more perfect than that. The part of me that reacted to the feeling of being needed stirred to life, and with firm resolution in my heart, I stated confidently, "I'm not going to let you down."


She blinked, taking deep breaths and looking like she desperately wanted to believe me.


But even though I'd just assured her I wouldn't let her down, I still didn't know how to treat her addiction. "So what now? We just hang out, play board games, and don't let you out of our sight?"


Elyse sighed and shrugged, hunching over and holding onto her elbows again. "Pretty much. I've known a couple of girls who got free, got clean, and then got the hell out of Dodge. It's mostly a matter of time. Each day away the physical craving gets much easier. It's the mental dependence that's the hard part. It's really hard not to think about the energy rush, the feeling of ... power ... that shoots through your limbs and makes you feel like you can fly. To not feel so shitty and depressed and used and abused but instead feel like, 'Dammit, I'm in control! I am me! I am on FIRE!' So good ... So nice ... So--"


"Elyse," I cut her off with a grim tone.


She'd been sitting up straight, her face turned to the sky and rising higher with each passing word until she'd started to stand up. But at the sound of my voice, the energy in her body vanished in the blink of an eye as if I'd snuffed out her candle flame with my fingers. Slumping again, she blushed in embarrassment and gave me a guilty look. "Sorry ... Not the best thing to be thinking about if I want to stay off the drugs."


"It's okay. It's understandable."


Elyse sighed. "Kinda what I mean. If you hadn't interrupted me, I might've lost myself in the memory of how the meth can make me feel. Thought about happiness and energy instead of coldness and fear. It's that sort of thing that would lead me to doing anything to get another fix."


"So we'll keep an eye on you. Make sure you're not alone." I looked around and met the eyes of both Andie and Jamie, getting their nods of understanding. "Bring you back to Earth if you try and take off like that again."


Elyse pursed her lips and shrugged. Putting her head down, she mumbled in a quiet voice, almost too quiet to be heard, "On my own, out there ... I nearly ran screaming back there already. Can barely believe I didn't crack before coming here in the first place."


"Well you didn't. You're here. That's a good thing."


She gave me a weak smile. "But for what? I'm gonna fail again. It's happened before and it'll happen again."


"Don't say that. We're here to help you."


Shaking her head dejectedly, Elyse sighed and muttered, "I'll freak out about something eventually. It's just a matter of time. Then I'll go running back into the lion's den unless someone stops me."


"We'll stop you," I insisted, and looked at Andie and Jamie again. Unfortunately they looked a little more nervous than understanding at the moment.


Elyse caught their looks and snorted derisively. Her eyes sharpened, and so did her tongue. "Yeah, right. Over your heads is what you are. You don't get it, do you? Meth addiction is INTENSE. This isn't some child's game. I'm seriously fucked up here, and I'm GOING to crack. Right now? I'm fine. Honestly, I feel as coherent right now as I've ever been, probably because this is the first time in a long time I've ever had any sense of hope I might actually turn things around."


"We will," I reassured her.


"Will we? I dunno." Elyse shook her head, and her almost cocky anger faded beneath crushing depression. This girl's mood had more swings than a public playground. "This sense of hope isn't going to last. Reality is gonna come crashing back down, and I WILL succumb to some craving and try to bolt. Fuck, I don't even know why I bothered coming here. Waste of your time. Waste of mine. I'm just a piece of trash slut not even worth rescuing. Why are we even bothering if it's a foregone conclusion that I'm going to fail?"


"If you keep believing that, then maybe, yeah. But you're not going to. Getting clean is all mental, and you HAVE to believe you can succeed. I want that for you. Sasha wants that for you. Andie and Jamie want that for you, don't you, girls?"


Nervous, both girls gulped but nodded their agreement.


"Maybe," Elyse conceded. "But sometime in the next few days, more than once probably, I'm going to flip out and run screaming out that door."


"Do I need to invert the lock on that bedroom door and glue the window shut so that you can't escape? Handcuff you to the bed or something?" I tried to keep my tone light, like it was a big joke, but Elyse took me seriously.


"Not a bad idea, actually. Might've helped the last time I tried to get clean."


Jamie finally spoke up. "You said 'a few days' just now. Does that mean that in like a week or so, if we can keep you clean and sober and out of trouble, that you'll have beaten the addiction?"


"A few days?" Elyse laughed in bemusement, rolled her eyes, and shook her head. "Try again, little girl. I got clean once before, years and years ago. But I wasn't as addicted back then and it was easier to quit. Now, I'm such a full-blown addict that the term 'addict' isn't sufficient."


"Well ... how long?" Jamie muttered.


Elyse sighed, and out of nowhere she started crying. "This is the sort of thing I'll be fighting for the rest of my life."


My eyebrows went up. "So ... umm ... You might need to stay here for a long, long time?"


Crestfallen, Elyse gave me a pained look. "I'm sorry for dumping this on you. I know it's not fair. You don't deserve this responsibility, this burden of watching out for a girl you barely know who's done nothing but bad things to you. I can't pretend that you're going to let me stay here forever, and at some point you'll probably get fed up enough to want to try and toss me out the door so I can be someone else's problem. But you see: I don't have a choice. I have to try..."


Jamie, Andie, and I were all sharing looks once again.


Elyse hung her head and shook it slowly. "If I don't ... Then I'll truly be dead."





Having slept all day, Elyse wasn't exactly ready for bed just after midnight when the yawns started catching up to me and the Tri-Delts. I offered to stay up with her and keep an eye on her. After all, she'd warned me that she was liable to take off and flee out the door to go get her next fix at any moment. But for tonight at least, Elyse assured me that she'd stay put. Apparently she'd fought off the physical cravings over the last few days, days she still didn't want to talk about yet. All that remained were her mental issues, but for now she felt safe.


So I left her in the living room with some snacks and the TV remote, and I climbed into bed with Andie and Jamie. For the first time since the Tri-Delts had started sleeping over back in January – way back when the sex tape first came out and Kim was still living with me – we did NOT have sex. Nobody was in the mood, and even Andie wasn't up to the challenge of trying to fix that.


Instead, the girls wanted to cuddle, to snuggle in my arms and lay their heads on my chest. Somberly, the girls whispered amazement at Elyse's situation and reassured each other that such a thing would never happen to them. They mumbled their sympathies for what she was going through, and together they looked up at me and asked if I really thought I could save her.


I patted their heads and replied, "I have to try."





-- SUNDAY, APRIL 16, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



"AAAAAAAAIIIIIIIIIIIEEEEE!!!!!"



At the scream, I jerked upright in bed. The room was pitch black save for bright moonlight peering around the cracks in the window drapes, and I stumbled in the darkness as I climbed over Andie's body, rolled off the bed, and fell onto one elbow on the floor when my legs got caught up in the blankets.


The girls were stirring behind me and asking questions, but I was already out the door and halfway down the stairs by the time Elyse screamed for a second time.


"AAAAAAAAIIIIIIIIIIIEEEEE!!!!!"



The table lamps in the living room were still on, and she was sitting sideways on the couch with both hands clamped over her ears as she shut her eyes and howled. Instinctively, I wrapped myself around her in a reassuring hug, but the moment my arms closed, she screamed even LOUDER and started thrashing like an open water sportfish hooked on a line.


"AAAAAAAAIIIIIIIIIIIEEEEE!!!!!"



"Elyse! Elyse! It's me! It's Ben! It's me!"


Still, she thrashed and struggled and getting a hand loose, she threw a punch at me that I mostly dodged, her fist glancing off my cheek. Only then did it occur to me that bear hugging her was probably the WORST thing I could have done, and I immediately let go and backed away.


"AAAAAAAAIIIIIIIIIIIEEEEE!!!!!"



"Elyse! Elyse!" I tried to shout above her scream.


As if a light switch had been flipped, she abruptly shut up. Blinking rapidly, she jerked her head left and right around the room with her eyes darting up to the corners and around to each bit of furniture as well as to me. Then, roughly pulling her bangs over the top of her scalp with one hand, she gawked at me wild-eyed and asked, "Ben?"


Panting hard, I held both hands out toward her, palms down, and replied, "Yeah ... It's me..."


She blinked again, processing that. Moments later, footsteps on the stairs drew our attention and we both turned to see Sasha entering the room, followed shortly after by Andie and Jamie.


"Hey ... You alright?" Sasha asked warily, looking around the room as if expecting to see some intruder who had come to kidnap Elyse back.


"Oh, gawd..." Elyse mumbled, pulling her knees up to her chest and hugging them while rocking back and forth a bit. Her eyes were wide as she stared at the far wall. "Oh, gawd..."


"It's okay..." Sasha soothed immediately, sliding onto the couch beside Elyse and wrapping an arm around the older girl's back. "It's okay ... You're safe now. You're here."


Only now did I glance at the clock and see that it was a little bit before 5am. Definitely too early on a Sunday morning.


"I'm sorry I woke you all," Elyse whimpered apologetically.


"It's understandable," I replied, moving forward and sitting in front of her on the coffee table. I made no move to touch her.


Andie and Jamie stood aside together, an arm around each other's waist. Jamie piped up, "What happened?"


"I don't know. One minute I was watching some stupid infomercial. The next I was SURE I was back at Jasper's house. He was..." Elyse trailed off. "That must have been when I started screaming."


"Jasper?" I asked with a frown.


She grimaced, glanced up at me, and then shook her head. "Believe me, you don't wanna know."


Sasha looked up at me and we shared a momentary glance. But then her attention was back on Elyse as she rubbed the other girl's shoulder. "It's okay. It must have been a nightmare."


Elyse nodded with a shudder and then leaned into Sasha's embrace. Sasha wrapped her up with both arms and even pecked the other girl's forehead. Elyse visibly relaxed, closing her eyes and lowering her head.


The crisis over, I looked over at Andie and Jamie and said, "Maybe you two should go back to sleep."


Jamie frowned, "You think we can go back to sleep right now?"


Andie gave me a look that stated plainly that she wasn't going anywhere without me.


I sighed and said, "It's not even five o'clock yet. We all need our rest."


"You, too," Jamie replied.


"I'll stay up with Elyse."


"No, I'll stay up with her," Sasha interjected.


I frowned. "You must've only gotten home a couple of hours ago. YOU need your rest more than any of us."


"I'm staying," Sasha replied flatly. And the way Elyse remained snuggled in Sasha's grasp made me think Elyse would much rather be with her than me anyways.


Rubbing my face, I sighed and felt the weariness in my limbs from not enough rest as the adrenaline rush began to wane. I looked at the pair of brunettes on the couch, and back to Andie and Jamie. For a moment, I thought that the "right" thing to do would be to stay in the living room and keep Sasha and Elyse company. But then I figured that the two of them would be just fine and that I also had two other girls depending on me. So with a sigh, I nodded and said, "Don't be afraid to come get me if you need me, okay?"


Sasha nodded and flicked me away with one hand. I walked back over to Andie and Jamie, letting Andie wrap her arms around me as we went up the stairs with Jamie following.


In the safety of my room, again the girls pillowed their heads on my chest and tried to calm down enough to go back to sleep. But apparently I was better at clearing my head and calming down, because I started to drift off before either of them, despite telling myself to stay awake and make sure the girls were calmed down first.


Now male erections are strange things. Obviously, there are arousal hard-ons that happen at all hours of the day. There are also morning woods that seem to be the product of good dreams, elevated testosterone, and a relaxed physical state for blood flow. And then there are bedtime hard-ons, erections that form right before a guy falls asleep, also due to the relaxed physical state for blood flow.


I got one of the latter right about then. Even though the mood wasn't conducive for sex, as I started drifting away the blood drained out of my head and filled my cock, something that Jamie discovered while stroking my body. Inhaling sharply, she muttered, "What have we here?" And she promptly opened the fly of my pajama pants and reached in to begin pumping my member.


Andie soon figured out what Jamie had found, because her smaller hand also reached inside and joined Jamie's. While Jamie grasped and squeezed the base, Andie stroked the top and used her thumb to trace my mushroom head. And as I started to groan from their ministrations, Jamie craned her head up to me and whispered just one word. "Please?"


With a groan, I rolled to my side and gently pushed Jamie onto her back. She was already pushing her own pajama pants down before spreading her legs beneath me. Andie was stroking my dick between us, but she let go when Jamie reached down and swabbed my cockhead through her labia, which were still relatively dry but rapidly moistening. And after a few moments, Jamie centered me and then pulled on my lower back so that I would press myself inside.


She was tight, and it took a little while to get myself fully imbedded. But at last I was balls deep and slumped down with my chest compressing hers, tired as I was at this early hour. Jamie didn't seem to mind, hugging my body against hers and gently kissing my neck while we simply lay there, unmoving, enjoying the feel of being so intimately connected.


But eventually Jamie turned my face to hers and we began to kiss, softly at first and then a little harder. Like tiny embers being breathed to life, our passion slowly grew until my tongue entered her mouth and I retracted my hips a couple of inches. And then I pushed forward to recapture the lost depth, and Jamie quivered beneath me before moaning and kissing me a little harder still.


I retracted again, paused, and slowly thrust forward. I did it again, this time pulling out about halfway before pressing our loins together once again. And then again, and again, and again, pulling back a little farther each time and feeling every little bump and ridge of my cock scraping along her sensitive canal. From nothing, Jamie and I built our own mood. I slid my hands up her arms before interlacing my fingers through hers and pressing them back behind her head. We made love with our mouths while our hips writhed and I crushed her big tits beneath my pectoral muscles. I never quite started "fucking" her. I never just grabbed onto her hips and thrust away. Instead, we practically crawled inside each other as we melded our still-clothed bodies beneath the bed sheets and urgently humped with my pelvic bone grinding against her clit until she finally stiffened up and came, quietly moaning into my kiss as I felt her inner muscles spasm around my invading cock.


The moment Jamie went limp, I pulled out, moved over, and dropped on top of Andie. She'd already stripped her pants and panties away and also unbuttoned her top from throat to tails. Her pussy was warm and wet and already waiting for my prick when I slid myself home. This wasn't breathing new life into tiny embers; Andie was already a hot fire ready to go, and we went from zero to sixty in no time flat as I thrust and kissed and squeezed her hands in mine while we hotly made love.


It didn't take long for either of us to cum. I'd been primed from fucking Jamie, and she'd been primed from masturbating while I fucked Jamie. So within minutes, Andie tore her mouth away from mine to gasp cutely in increasingly shorter gasps while her eyes went wild and she felt the climax approaching. At her peak, she squeezed her eyes shut and gaped her mouth open to scream, but I covered her with my own mouth and kissed her hard, muffling her exclamation while feeling her pussy clamp down around my shaft. And moments later I had to bury my own face in the pillow beside her head to cover MY scream as I nutted my load into the back of my cutie's womb.


Sleep came much easier for all of us after that.





It was after 10am when we woke, and when Jamie stirred she looked interested in a morning encore. But at the moment I was more interested in making sure Sasha and Elyse were alright, so I was quick to leave the bed and head downstairs.


Neither of them was in the living room, which alarmed me for a moment. But I noticed that the bedroom door was closed and I went over to it, turning the knob as quietly as possible, just in case Elyse was sleeping.


Indeed she was, and so was Sasha. The two brunettes were cuddled together in the darkness, and having confirmed to my satisfaction that they were both alive and unharmed, I quickly closed the door and backed away.


Again, Andie and Jamie had followed after, but once I told them Sasha and Elyse were asleep in the bedroom, they nodded and retreated back upstairs to go through their morning routines. I went into the kitchen instead and started breakfast. But once the food was ready, I glanced over at the wall calendar and let out a big sigh.


April 16. DJ's birthday. And I didn't know how to handle it.


Our relationship hadn't been so complicated before. True, we'd gone through a break-up back when she was still in high school, but that had been a pretty amicable separation and we'd still been friends by the time her eighteenth birthday rolled around. It had been no big deal for me to call her and wish her a happy birthday. Last year, she'd thrown her party in this very house. But things were different now.


Lust, love, pregnancy, engagement, abortion, break-up: Lots had happened in the last year between us, and I didn't know how to handle it.


Tri-Delt West. Sasha. Rutledge. Peyton. Elyse.


Kim.


Fuck, Peyton was right. I'm a Lamborghini. Emotional gas guzzler. Magnet for too much drama. How the fuck did my life get so complicated? It's not that my life was ever simple. But still, I wished things could be simple enough that I wouldn't have second thoughts about whether or not I should pick up my phone and wish DJ a happy birthday.


Until I already did.


"Hello? Ben? Hello?"


I blinked and realized I'd somehow thumbed over to her name in my contact directory and hit "Call". In a moment of panic, I fumbled the phone trying to get it up to my ear and actually dropped the thing. And when it hit the floor, horror of horrors, the phone snapped shut.


"Oh, shit," I breathed.


"What?" Andie asked with a frown as she walked into the kitchen.


"Just hang on a minute," I muttered as I stooped, picked up the phone, and re-dialed DJ's number.


She didn't pick up this time.


"Shit. Shit. Shit!" I muttered, re-dialing her again.


"What's wrong?" Jamie asked as she joined Andie in the doorway.


"Food. There. Now." I muttered while pointing at the range. They were the only coherent words I could manage before walking between them and out into the living room.


She still didn't pick up.


"SHIT!" I groaned, and this time I dialed Brooke. Surely my little sister would answer my call.


"Ben! What the hell?!?" Brooke admonished me in lieu of a greeting. In the background, I heard DJ yelling, "No, don't talk to him!"


"It was an accident! Total accident!" I whined. "I got flustered and dropped my phone."


Brooke giggled and asked incredulously, "You dropped your phone?"


"Yes! I swear to God! Total accident! I just dropped it and the clamshell closed and ended the call. I swear I would never have hung up on her on purpose."


Brooke started cackling now. "Oh, Ben..."


"Can I please talk to her? Please?"


"Sure, sure. Hang on."


Moments later, DJ's voice came over the line. "You dropped your phone?"


"I'm SORRY!"


DJ sighed, and then I heard her chuckling beneath her breath. "You know, I don't know what it is, but you have this way of always getting under my skin so that I can't stay mad at you. Believe me, I want to hate you, but I can't. I was all prepared to hate you for not calling me today for my birthday. I convinced myself that you not calling would prove that you never really cared. And then if you DID call I was going to give you an earful about how calling me after all this time apart would be a trite sentiment that didn't really mean anything seeing as how you haven't done anything in the last few weeks to try and win me back."


I frowned. "You wanted me to try to win you back?"


"Of course I did! Well no ... Actually, I don't. I meant what I said about both of us needing to forgive and move on and get some space away from what's happened between us. But my ego would of course love the idea of you crawling and groveling to try and win me back, just for spite and competitive nature's sake."


"Umm..."


"But the point is, when I saw your name flash on my phone I started working up all my righteous rage and getting myself ready to give you some mean put-down meant to cripple your emotional heart for all time and ruin you from ever being happy with any other woman ever again, and then you fucking hang up on me and don't even give me that chance! And so I throw my phone at the wall and start ranting and raving and Brooke comes running in to find out what the hell is wrong with me and I start yelling at her and you keep calling and all that ... and I find out you fucking dropped your phone!" Despite her words, DJ started laughing.


"Umm ... sorry?" I ventured.


DJ managed to control her laughing fit and sighed, "No, I'm sorry. You don't deserve my vindictive hatred. I know you tried your best. We just didn't work out, and that's as much my fault as anyone's. But I'm not dwelling on that, and once I got all that ranting and yelling out of my system, I felt much better. Really, it's probably a good thing you dropped your phone."


"Uh, lucky me..."


"I'm glad you called, Ben."


"Well if that's the case, I'm really glad I called, too."


"I miss you."


I sighed. "I miss you, too."


She took a deep breath, and in a stronger voice, she said rather dismissively. "Goodbye, Ben."


"Uh ... goodbye, Deej."


She hung up first. I closed my phone, staring at it for a long few moments, trying to wrap my head around what had just happened.


Did we just have a breakthrough? Without me even trying?



I thought about how my phone had seemingly called her all on its own, and about the forces of serendipity in causing me to drop my phone immediately after.


Huh ... maybe there IS some cosmic destiny thing working in my favor.



But then I realized something, and in a panic I re-dialed DJ's number once again.


This time, she picked up. "Uh ... yeah?"


"Happy Birthday," I said hurriedly. "Forgot to actually say it on that last call."


DJ giggled. "Thanks, Ben."


And then she hung up.





Sasha awoke just before noon to find Andie, Jamie, and me in the living room. I'd actually tried to send the Tri-Delts out, telling them to spend the rest of their weekend getting out of the house and socializing with their friends. But while Jamie was thinking about it, Andie point-blank refused to leave me alone at a time like this, and Jamie wound up sticking around to keep Andie company.


But now that Sasha was up and about, I managed to talk Andie into going out for a little while. She insisted on returning before dinner, since Sasha would have to go to work tonight, and I agreed. And only then did the Tri-Delts change and depart.


Sasha filled me in on her short time with Elyse at 5am. Once she got Elyse calmed down, Sasha started asking her about the nightmare, and about this guy Jasper. But Elyse clammed up and didn't want to talk about him, so Sasha let it go.


They kept talking, and at some point Elyse said that Sasha reminded her of a girl named Rebecca. Elyse commented that I'd met Rebecca a few times, and Sasha now asked me, "Who is she?"


I winced and shook my head, saying, "That's a complicated story."


"Ben, seriously." Sasha leveled a look at me. "I can't help if I don't know what's going on. You told me that Elyse was a high school frenemy of Adrienne's and that you've only bumped into her a couple of times since then. But there's something else you're not telling me. Who is Rebecca? What was the exact nature of the two times you bumped into Elyse in the last few years? Ben, I NEED to know."


I sighed and took a deep breath. "Okay ... I'll tell you everything. It starts literally right before Dawn and I finally became a couple right at the end of our sophomore year. There was a party in the hills at this house owned by a guy named Carter Sheridan. And at the time, his girlfriend was Elyse..."





"Hindsight is 20/20," I said with a sigh. "I can look back now and say, 'I should have known then that something was wrong and done something about it.' But at the time, I didn't realize that things would end up like this. Two years ago, Elyse was just one of many party girls I met that night. I know for a fact that she wasn't the only one put on display in that Showroom, and the other girls I met seemed perfectly happy to be there. Nobody was being held against their will. Everyone was doing drugs, fucking, and having a good time. So for Elyse to walk out with a bit of cum stuck to her chin and her boyfriend smiling and all happy, what was I supposed to think? That she needed rescuing? The thought honestly never crossed my mind. But now? Now I wonder if there was something I missed. Some sign that the Elyse I met two years ago would turn into this. And I can't help but feel guilty that I didn't do something before."


"And that's why you didn't hesitate to let her stay here yesterday morning," Sasha stated plainly.


I shrugged. "Maybe, I guess. Then again, I'd probably have done it for anyone who showed up on my doorstep like that. Is it really so strange to believe in a sense of human decency?"


Sasha held her hands up. "Seeing as how I sometimes feel like -I- was one of your rescue projects, I'm not arguing with you here. At this point, I'm attached enough that it would kill me to see something bad happen to her. I'm just saying that someone else in your position might've insisted on checking her into rehab or turning her over to the police to figure out who beat the shit out of her, you know? Let the authorities deal with things instead of taking it personally."


I shrugged. "But it is personal. I know her. I've known her for years. And maybe that makes all the difference in the world."


Elyse suddenly spoke up behind me. "You knew Elyse Laughton, high school Cheer Captain and Queen Bitch of the school. You didn't know Serena Grey."


Sasha sat up straight and looked past me. "You're awake."


Elyse nodded. "And hungry. Always hungry, it seems. Part of the meth withdrawal."


"We've got plenty of food," I said quickly, standing up and heading for the kitchen. "We need to put some curves back on those bones."


Elyse glanced down at herself, still wearing Sasha's pajamas from yesterday. And even though Sasha was three inches shorter and in very fit shape herself, it was clear that the PJs were quite baggy on Elyse's emaciated frame. With a sigh she commented, "Yeah. I always dreamed of being super-skinny, like some high-fashion model, but I think this has gone to the extreme."


I glanced back and grinned to see an actual smile on Elyse's face. "Good to know you've got a sense of humor about it. You look like you're feeling better than you did yesterday."


"Getting a good night's sleep – TWO nights' worth, actually – will do that for a girl. Can't remember the last time I got even five hours straight without some guy waking me up to..." Her voice trailed off.


Although halfway into the kitchen already, I stopped in my tracks and turned back. Poking my head back into the living room, I asked, "What was that?"


Elyse's smile was gone, replaced by a deep frown as she stared at the floor. Her shoulders were hunched and her skin had gone pale. But just as she started to cry, Sasha hugged her again and brought her down onto the couch.


"Hey ... hey..." Sasha said gently but firmly. "It's okay, you're safe. You're in Ben's house. Nobody's going to get to you here, alright?"


Taking a deep breath, Elyse came back to the present and turned to look at Sasha. "Right ... right..."


Coming back to the living room, I sat down on the other couch, my butt at the edge of the cushion and my knees pointing toward the girls. "Elyse ... Please ... I know it's hard for you to talk about, but we can't really help you if we don't know what's going on. It's just me and Sasha right now, alright? We're here to help, and we're not going to blab any of your secrets ... Please ... Tell us what happened to you."


She was already slowly shaking her head in the negative. "I ... I can't..."


I pinched my lips and exhaled through my nose, momentarily disappointed. As much as I wanted to know what was going on, I refused to push her any further. And with a deep breath, I put my hands on my knees and stood up to return to the kitchen and get her some food.


"It wouldn't have done you any good to try and rescue me two years ago," Elyse said suddenly, her eyes fixed on the far wall. "While I wasn't exactly happy with the situation I found myself in, it was a situation I chose to be in. I was already an addict at that point, and Carter was my source of drugs. I wouldn't have left him for any reason, not then. There was nothing you could have done."


I turned back to find Elyse staring at me, and I promptly sank back down onto the couch.


"It was an arrangement I'd learned to accept," she continued. "Carter fucked me whenever and wherever he wanted. I let his friends fuck me whenever and wherever he wanted. I showed up whenever and wherever he wanted, and he kept me supplied with as much weed and crystal meth as I could handle. I wasn't even his only girlfriend. Carter kept a bunch of us like that, willing thralls to be used by him and his friends. He called all of us his 'girlfriends'. Rebecca was one of them, too."


Elyse's gaze had returned to her lap as she hugged herself, palms on her elbows, and I now looked across her at Sasha, who pursed her lips and gave me a helpless shrug.


"My roommate, Celeste, eventually figured things out and tried to talk me into getting clean. She was a real friend, and she only wanted the best for me. But I couldn't break free. I was too much of an addict. I didn't even make it through my Senior year, dropping out after I failed all of my first semester classes and then moving into a room in Carter's mansion so I'd be more convenient for him. That was a little over a year ago."


Elyse's eyes were filled with moisture at this point, although she wasn't yet crying. Sasha squeezed her arm tightly.


"It was around this time last year that I tried to get clean for the first time. All of my old classmates were graduating, including Celeste. She tried to help me. She even assigned our old friends to keep watch over me while I detoxed, screaming and ranting about needing my next hit. But in the end I ran away, ran back to Carter. He simply gave me the bong and plugged me back into his harem as if I'd never left. My choice, he said, whether I wanted to be there or not. He wouldn't hold it against me. Not that time he didn't."


At that point, Elyse shuddered and the first teardrops started to fall. Sasha now wrapped both arms around Elyse's shoulders.


"I tried to get clean again over Thanksgiving. Celeste was gone now, but Cameron hooked me up with this girl named Kelly. She was one of Carter's 'girlfriends' when I first met him, but she'd gotten herself clean and out before I really got sucked in. Having been through it before, she really knew how to help me. But in the end I ran back to Carter and confessed everything. I sold out Cameron for helping me. And I told him I'd been with Kelly, which for some reason got him really, really angry. He always told me he would never make me do anything I didn't want to, but he said there would still be consequences for my actions. I didn't see Cameron again for about a week after that. And although she didn't look like he'd physically harmed her, I could tell that he'd done something because she was obviously scared. And Cameron never got scared. She was his favorite, his right-hand woman. She was untouchable, or so I'd thought. I think Carter ordered her to stay away from me after that, because she'd always been so nice, but after the Kelly-thing she barely ever spoke two words to me."


I was leaning so far forward that I nearly fell over. "Cameron. She's still there?" I asked intently.


Elyse looked over at me. "Yeah. You know her?"


"Kind of. Long story, but I don't want to interrupt you right now. I'm sorry." I sat back, my mind working. The mention of Cameron reminded me that Amber still hadn't gotten back to me, and I resolved to call her a second time. It was one thing to ask for her advice in dealing with Elyse, but it had been clear that she was friends with Cameron and she had to know if her friend was in danger.


Elyse now pulled Sasha's arm off her shoulders and sat back, slumping against the backrest. With a deep breath, she looked down and started fiddling with her nails, scratching away invisible dirt and picking at her cuticles. "Anyways, Carter dumped me as a girlfriend then. He wouldn't let me go back to the harem or anything, no matter how much I pleaded. I promised him he could fuck me whenever and wherever he wanted. I promised I'd do all his friends, I'd suck them off one-by-one and do it all in the Showroom without hesitation. I told him I'd do anything for another hit, and he shrugged me off by saying, 'Fine. Then pay for it.'"


My eyebrows popped up. "Pay?"


Elyse shrugged, now staring vacantly away. "Yeah, as in money. He said he'd give me a discount on street value, for old times' sake. But that was it. He was done with me and as far as he was concerned, I was just another party girl hanging around upstairs. I'd been tainted, and I wasn't 'special' to him anymore."


Sasha and I exchanged another concerned look.


"I told you I'm flat broke. As you might guess, I spent every dime I had on meth. Then I liquidated my mutual funds, my 401K ... And when all that ran out, I started getting desperate."


Elyse sat up again and hugged herself, prompting Sasha to wrap her arms around Elyse once again. Elyse shivered, stared at the floor, and then continued.


"That's when Carter turned me into a whore," she said, now staring so far off into the distance I wasn't even sure her target was on Planet Earth. "Really, it wasn't so much of a leap from before. He made me fuck his friends to get my fix. Now he 'sold' me meth on credit and made me pay him back by fucking his friends. Same thing when you break it down, really. His friends didn't even know the difference. Except then he started making me fuck random people on the street."


Now Elyse pushed Sasha away and stood up, still hugging herself. She paced away from us and over toward a window, except that she wasn't looking out of it. Her head bowed, she hunched over and continued speaking with her back to us, as if too ashamed to even face us as she said what came next.


"The reality was: I was old pussy. I'd been with Carter for years already and his friends had all already had me every which way. There wasn't enough demand for my body to fill my debts, so he sent me out into the streets to pick up real johns like an ordinary streetwalker. I told him I couldn't do it. I had too much pride. That's when Carter hooked me up with a new identity as Serena Grey for this job ... That part's not important. But I had a new license, new social security number, everything. From that moment on, Elyse Laughton was dead. Serena – the new me – is a whore, a prostitute. I fucked for money, and I turned it over to Carter to pay for my drugs. Nearly got arrested a couple of times. Unfortunately, I wasn't all that good at it. I wouldn't sleep with just anybody. Carter said 'Serena' still carried 'Elyse's' pride. I was being too picky, and it was getting in the way. I couldn't make quite enough money to cover my drug debts."


Sasha got off her couch and came over to mine, sitting beside me and squeezing my left hand so tightly between both of hers that I worried she might break a bone.


"And that's where Jasper came into the picture," Elyse said with a sigh, still hunched over although she turned around to face us. "Not a nice guy. You wouldn't want to know him. Spoiled rich guy who's never worked in a day in his life living off his Daddy's royalties. Invented some stupid contraption that made millions and died, leaving the entire fortune to this shithead. He's got the personality of a doorknob and thinks girls are disposable toys. He drugged and raped Celeste, and he's done it a bunch of other times as well. I don't know how he manages to avoid ending up in jail, but maybe it's because he preys on girls like me."


"Elyse," I interrupted. "Did Jasper rape you?"


She barked a short laugh and looked away. "Depends on how you define 'rape'."


"Forcibly. Without consent."


Elyse sighed. "Forcibly? Of course. All the time. Without consent? Well ... I can't say I didn't have a choice whether or not to be there."


"You were coerced into a choice. Legally, that's not consent."


She shrugged. "I wanted meth. I did what I had to do to get it. It is what it is."


"That's still not right."


"Right, wrong, does it matter? I did it. I couldn't afford to pay street rate for the meth I was consuming, not even with Carter's discount. The thing is: Carter hates Jasper's guts and kicks him out every time he tries to get into the house. Even though he uses and abuses girls himself, Carter considers himself 'above' slimeballs like Jasper. But in the end, Jasper actually saved me. He had the money and basically offered to buy me from Carter, to become a live-in punch board for him and his friends. As much as I detested Jasper, at that point I was too desperate to care. Really, it wouldn't be any different than being Carter's 'girlfriend', or so I thought."


"But it was different?" Sasha asked quietly.


Elyse returned to the couches and sat on the furthest armrest away from us. She folded her arms over her chest and fought back the urge to cry. And in a dry, haunted voice she explained, "When Carter and his friends fucked me they at least tried to get me off. We girls were playthings, but we were toys they wanted to take care of and play with again. Jasper's house was a meat grinder. He and his friends literally just used me. Anywhere, anytime, any hole. Didn't matter if I was sleeping or tired or what. I'd be shitting on the toilet and some asshole would walk into the bathroom and shove his cock into my mouth, throat-fucking me before blowing his load and then standing there for another couple of minutes so he could piss on my face as well. I learned real quick to keep my asshole lubricated at all times, since they weren't really particular about doing it for me before shoving it in. If I wasn't compliant, they'd beat the shit out of me. And I told you I couldn't remember the last time I got more than five hours of sleep, because even at 3am there was at least one of them who wanted to get his rocks off."


Sasha started crying now, and -I- had to hold her.


"All day and all night the guys used me. But they kept me stashed with meth. Getting high out of my mind was the only way I could cope with what was happening, and I always told myself it wasn't really happening to ME. It was all happening to 'Serena'; that was the name they used for me anyway."


Elyse's eyes were unfocused, and her arms were limp. She just sort of stared out at nothingness, and it looked like a stiff breeze would knock her over. Her lower lip quivered, and she was fighting off tears again. Sasha trembled, and I squeezed my arms more tightly around her.


After a deep breath, in the same haunted voice, Elyse quietly continued, "But then sometimes even meth wasn't enough for me. Sometimes I couldn't lose myself in 'Serena' and I cried over what was happening to 'Elyse'. I actually started asking for Jasper to roofie me so that I'd be unconscious and wouldn't remember the things those bastards did to me. Better the bliss of ignorance than some of those memories, you know?"


Sasha was visibly shaking, and her sobs now started to get Elyse's attention.


But instead of looking sympathetic for Sasha, Elyse sat up straight, looked over at the young woman who had been giving her nothing but support for the past two days, and sneered haughtily, "Can't handle it little girl? A dose of reality too much for your sheltered little mind? What's wrong? Don't want to hear about them putting out their cigarette butts on my skin? Don't want to hear about the time I got DP'd by a beer bottle and a pitching wedge? Huh? Let me tell you about the guy who made me suck off his golden retriever. Let me tell you about the guy who shit in my mouth and made me swallow it while he ate me out. Let me tell you about--"


Sasha'd had enough. She bent over the couch and hurled all over the floor.





"Is she okay?" Sasha asked, wiping her eyes and swallowing thickly.


Standing in the doorway to Sasha's bedroom, I raised both eyebrows and asked, "Is SHE okay? Elyse goes off the deep end and starts spouting shit to deliberately upset you to the point where you heave all over my living room rug ... and you ask if SHE'S okay?"


Red-eyed, Sasha nodded seriously.


I sighed and replied, "Yeah, she's fine. Back in her room."


Sasha sighed and finished buttoning up her new blouse.


When she threw up, she'd gotten some vomit on both her shirt and jeans. Elyse had watched impassively while Sasha and I worked together to clean up the mess, and then Sasha had gone up to her bedroom to wash her face and change her clothes. I'd stayed with Elyse, watching her as everything sunk in for her. But after a minute, Elyse had fled back to her room and closed the door, locking it from the inside.


Worried that she might slit her wrists or something, I'd retrieved a master key and let myself in. Elyse was sitting up on the far edge of the bed, her back to me as she stared out the window. She'd looked over at me and nodded her understanding when I told her to leave the door open. And then I'd come upstairs to check on Sasha.


"Are you alright?" I asked gently.


Sasha pinched her lips together, stood up from the bed, and came over to me. I hugged her as she approached while she buried her head against my shoulder. And then with another sigh she replied, "I'll be fine. Might have nightmares about the things she's been through. But I'll be fine."


I bent and pecked Sasha's forehead. Moments later, she tilted her face to mine and I kissed her lips. And then I cradled her head against my shoulder while she cooed and snuggled her nose deeper against my neck.


The moment of tenderness was a welcome relief after the horrors Elyse had just described, and neither Sasha nor I moved for a long few minutes. But eventually, she pulled away from me and head-nodded toward the door.


"We should go talk to her," she said.


I sighed. "Am I doing the right thing? Would it be better for everybody if I turned her over to the authorities to get this all sorted out and helped get her into rehab? I want to help her, but not at the expense of you and the other girls."


"After what she's been through? Yeah, you're doing the right thing," Sasha reassured me. "Worst thing that happens to me or Andie or Jamie is that we spend a little less time with you. Worst thing that happens to her is that she ends up back in that hellhole doing God knows what to buy her next fix. Seriously ... you're doing the right thing."


"You, too. I think you're doing far more for her than I am."


Sasha shrugged. "She has trust issues with men. It's understandable."


"So I should probably ask Peyton to come hang out tonight when you go off to work?"


Sasha frowned. "Actually ... not tonight. I think I'll call in sick and help you keep an eye on Elyse. She's only been here a day and I know we're not out of the woods with her yet. Maybe by next weekend I can go back."


"You sure?"


Sasha bit her lip. "Tell you the truth, after everything she just said, I'm not exactly in the mood to take my clothes off in front of strange men, you know?"


I blinked and hugged Sasha again. "I'm sorry."


"For what?"


"I don't know. Just felt like the right thing to say."


She sighed and squeezed me back. "I'll be alright. C'mon. Let's go."


Elyse was right where I'd left her: sitting on the far edge of the bed with her back to us, staring out the window. She didn't react when we entered the room, or even when I walked around and in front of her. Her eyes were dead and unfocused, seeing nothing. But when Sasha settled onto the bed beside her and laid a hand on her leg, Elyse finally turned and started crying.


"I'm sorry..." Elyse mumbled through her tears. "You don't deserve to have me turn on you. You've been nothing but kind and I--"


"Shh," Sasha soothed, stroking Elyse's leg. "It's okay. Nothing a load of laundry won't fix, and it wasn't your words that made me sick to my stomach; it was the things that have been done to you."


Elyse shook her head. "I shouldn't have dumped all of that on you at once."


"Did it all really happen?"


Elyse blinked, her eyes turning wary. "I didn't make that up."


"I didn't think you did." Sasha shook her head. "I just meant, what happened, happened. You don't have to sugarcoat anything for us. Yeah, I had a hard time stomaching it – I'd like to think anybody would have a hard time with that – but I need to know what happened to you."


Elyse shrugged. "I'm not proud of what I did. I look back at it now and realize just how fucked up I became, the lengths I went to for my next fix, and it horrifies me."


"Is that why you left?" I asked. "You realized you didn't want to do those things anymore?"


Elyse shook her head. "No. I was tolerating that shit. Anything to get more meth. It wasn't until after I got clean for about a week that all that stuff really hit me."


I canted my head to the side. "Then what made you decide to leave?"


Elyse squeezed her eyes shut and bowed her head. "Jillian."


I jerked my head back, thinking of the silicone and Botox-enhanced blonde I'd hooked up with at Carter's party. "Jillian? What about her?"


Elyse stared out the window again and sighed. "She died."


My eyes popped open wide. "Wait, what?"


Elyse shrugged, not looking at me. "Overdose. Got a little too wired up at a party and her heart failed. Just like that." She snapped a finger for emphasis.


"Holy shit..."


"Carter didn't want an ambulance showing up at the house, so he had a guy drive her to the hospital. Didn't matter. She was dead before she got out Carter's front door. I'll never forget the vacant look on her face as she lay there, eyes open and staring at nothing. Not breathing, not moving, already gone."


I turned and held my head in my hands as I paced to the side of the room. "Dead? Shit..."


Elyse sighed and finally looked up at me. "So I got out. I saw my own future right in front of me, her body going cold on the floor. So I told Carter and Jasper I was done. I grabbed what I could and I ran away. They both said 'good riddance'. Didn't need me anymore. Had fresh blood, fresh pussy that hadn't been destroyed by meth yet. I'd turned into this hollowed-out skeleton you see before you and it was getting to the point where the guys didn't want me around, like I'd scare off the other girls simply by my appearance. So I left."


"Where'd you go?" Sasha asked.


"Went to a bar and slept with a guy just to have a roof over my head for the night. Talked him into keeping me around for another night with promises he could fuck my ass, but I got my first craving and went a little nuts. Got spastic and went for his wallet. He smacked me hard enough that I blacked out. Woke up next to a dumpster in the alley, no money, and not even my bag. Went back to his place and hung around all day hoping he'd come back and let me in to at least get my clothes and other stuff, but he didn't come back that night. Finally broke a window in the middle of the night only to find that my bag wasn't there. I searched everywhere and couldn't find it. I have no idea what he did with it. I stole all the cash I could find and his laptop computer. That's when my next craving hit and I found a low-life dealer downtown who didn't have any ice, but he gave me some weed for the computer and a blowjob. I spent the second night huddled under a storefront with a couple of old homeless women on Telegraph. With trash bags and dirty blankets, I blended in enough with them that nobody bothered me. That was Tuesday night."


"Tuesday? But you didn't show up here until yesterday morning. Were you on the street the entire week?"


"I didn't have anywhere else to go. Celeste and my old friends have graduated and moved on. I wasn't going back to anyone connected to Carter. I had no idea what I was doing, only that I couldn't go back on meth. I couldn't wind up like Jillian."


"How did you get in touch with Adrienne?" I asked.


"Internet search. Went to a public library on Friday and tried to dredge up anyone who knew me. But I didn't have phone numbers for Candy or Katrina or the rest of my high school friends. They're all graduated and working and not at their old homes. Found some parents through the white pages, and I left a message at the old house for my high school boyfriend Joey, but it's not like I have a call-back number. Figured I'd call them back again later. But then I stumbled onto Adrienne's agent and badgered my way into talking to her yesterday morning. And she led me here." Elyse took a deep breath and looked up at me. "You guys are my last hope."


I stopped pacing and looked at her firmly. "We won't let you down."





To the end of not letting her down, I left Sasha to comfort Elyse and excused myself to make a phone call. Despite my best intentions, dealing with a meth addict seemed quite beyond my capabilities and experience, but at least I knew someone who had been to the brink herself and still come back.


Amber finally picked up her phone.


"Ben. Heyyy, I'm sorry I didn't call you back sooner," she apologized straight away. "I was out late last night and got pretty shit-faced if you know what I mean. So I've been dealing with the consequences all morning."


"Sorry to hear that, but I hope you at least had a good time."


"A great time. It's always nice to see old friends."


"Speaking of seeing old friends, any chance I could get you to swing by my place in Berkeley?"


"Your place?" Amber asked, her interest clearly piqued. "Interesting. You've never invited me over there before."


I sighed. "Unfortunately, it's more than just a social call. Would you happen to remember a girl by the name of Elyse?"


"Elyse? Uh, well actually..." Amber sighed. "You're talking about Carter's place, aren't you? 'Elyse' isn't exactly the most common name."


"It's not, and yes, I'm talking about the same girl."


"What about her?"


"She's here, at my house right now."


"Excuse me?"


"It's a long story. I didn't mention her the one time you and I talked about that place, but we actually went to high school together. The point is: she's trying to get clean from her addiction and I could use some advice."


"Put her in rehab. That's the best possible advice I could give."


"She doesn't trust the places and she doesn't have any money, either. C'mon, I don't think you went through rehab to get clean, did you? Surely you've got to have some ideas."


"Of course, but for one thing I was never a full addict. I enjoyed the stuff, and I got the cravings, but it never became debilitating, and certainly not to the degree of Elyse's addiction."


"So you already know how addicted Elyse got."


"She's about as extreme an addict as there is. Violent, even."


My tongue felt thick as I swallowed, and I wondered again if I was endangering the other girls by bringing Elyse here. Still, I'd made her a promise that I wouldn't put her on the street. Pinching my forehead, I asked, "Can I trust what she's telling me?"


"Probably not. What has she told you?"


"Uhh, that Carter dumped her as a girlfriend and she's been trying to eke out a way of paying for drugs ever since. A lot of horror show stuff there. And what really got her to crack was that about a week ago this other girl named Jillian overdosed and died. Elyse freaked out, ran, and swore to get herself clean."


"Well, that stuff is all true."


"Jillian's really dead?"


Amber sighed. "I still keep in touch with Cameron. Yeah, Jillian O.D.'d."


I made a face, even though she couldn't see me. Taking a deep breath, I said plainly, "I don't know how to handle this, but I promised her I'd try. I'm sorry for dragging you into this, but is there any way you can come over here and help me out?"


"Gosh, any week but this one."


"Why? What's going on this week?"


"I'm out of town. There's this medical conference I'm attending all week, but I flew out early because it's in the same city as E-Beth – you remember, my best friend from high school. We went out last night and that's why I got shit-faced. I won't be back until Friday."


Groaning, I replied, "I see."


"I'm sorry."


"No, not your fault." I took another deep breath. "Well, do you at least have any other advice you can give me over the phone? C'mon, Miss Doctor. Surely there's some medical wizardry you know about that helped you and that can fix her."


"That's just it: there aren't any medications that counteract the specific effects of methamphetamines, or that help an addict stay abstinent from the drug. The only treatments are behavioral."


"Pretty much what I read online."


"Like I said: get her into rehab."


"Maybe. That stuff isn't cheap, though."


"Just how much of an old friend is she to you?"


"It's not that I want to put a price on a friendship, but to be honest we have never been friends. She's practically a stranger. Maybe Adrienne might feel different, and she's got the money..." I sighed.


"I'm not going to tell you how to decide that," Amber explained.


"I know, I know."


"Barring formal rehab, though, all you can really do is support her the best way you can. I had to fly out to E-Beth's place so she could help me. I was also supremely motivated, focused on a goal, and I was never the addict that Elyse is. You can do your best; you can provide her someplace safe, and give her distractions to keep her mind off her cravings. But at the end of the day, it's up to her how much she wants this, how strong she is against the addiction."


"She doesn't want to end up dead."


"Then I hope for her sake that's motivation enough."





I returned to the girls, and Sasha and I brought Elyse back out into the living room so she could eat something. Despite her ravenous hunger, she'd been distracted by telling us the details or her sordid recent history. But now that the story was over, her appetite had come back with a vengeance.


It was breakfast for Sasha as well, and I was ready for lunch myself. We sat and ate and talked about everything but Elyse's situation. Seeking distraction, she wanted Sasha and me to tell her about school and our friends and why there were two Tri-Delt sorority girls living in my bedroom. She'd noticed the Tri-Delt West charters which had since been taken down, so we talked about that gimmick. And she seemed fascinated by my whole harem setup that was so completely different from the scene at Carter's.


She also wanted to hear news about back home. I apologized for not knowing much about Candy or that old cheerleader crowd. But I told her about the Irvine Spectrum expanding and finally building the parking garages. We chatted about Macy's taking over the Robinson's May stores, except for the one at South Coast Plaza being turned into a Bloomingdale's. And of course, I talked about Adrienne's career.


Elyse got a little melancholy at that. She reminisced about first meeting young Adrienne almost ten years ago in junior high, taking the shy girl beneath her wing and teaching her how to manipulate boys. She spoke of her regrets regarding the way their friendship deteriorated without really going into the details of why, other than to say that she'd become a jealous bitch. She'd always worried that Adrienne would eventually surpass her in beauty and popularity, and apparently in the end, Adrienne did.


We'd been talking for hours, and as the conversation started to die out, Sasha suggested that we get out of the house for a bit. Elyse had spent plenty of time over the last week alone with her thoughts, and Sasha thought it would be a good idea to be distracted for a bit. Elyse apologized for not having anything to wear, which of course turned the outing into a shopping trip to get Elyse new clothes. Nothing outlandish, of course. Elyse had been trained to view any gifts as coming with a price tag, and she was loathe to be in my debt any more than she already had.


"Unless you want a piece, and then we'll call it square," she remarked off-the-cuff, turning around and bending slightly at the waist to indicate her intent. "You certainly deserve it just for putting me up."


"No," I replied almost angrily, although I tried to keep my tone even. "Not now. Not ever. You don't owe me anything."


Elyse looked ashamed and averted her eyes. In the end we went to Target and got Elyse some basic clothes and personal effects like toiletries and makeup. And while we were there, Andie called me to ask how we were doing and if I needed them to come back to the house anytime soon. Peyton was with her, and Andie said that the Tri-Delt President also wanted an update on our patient.


"We're all fine," I replied, leaving Sasha and Elyse to their clothing selections as I stepped away. "Feel free to swing back at dinner, or even after if you want to stay and hang out with your friends. I'm sure they miss being with you."


"My friends miss being with you."


I thought about that and said, "Then invite them to come over. Tri-Delt West may have formally ended, but my friendships with them haven't."


Andie paused. "Are you sure? With Elyse there?"


"What? You worried she's going to scare them off?"


"Well, not scare them. But things are certainly ... awkward ... around her."


"And it's only going to get more awkward the more you girls stay away. She's my guest, and she's going to be around for a little while. To be perfectly honest, she could use a few more friends and a few more eyeballs keeping an eye on her. It's alone with her demons when she's most at risk. Even if the girls don't want to interact with her directly right away, I think it's best that she's around other people, period."


"Um, okay then. We can work with that. I can see Jocelyn now, thinking 'Project!' She'll take Elyse under her wing and make her feel welcome."


"Yeah, Jocelyn's good at that," I agreed before the line started beeping at me to signal an incoming call. I pulled the phone away from my ear and glanced at the display, my eyes popping when I saw the ID read: DJ. "Oh, got another call I gotta take. I'll see you girls tonight?"


"Sure. For dinner. See you then."


"Thanks, cutie. Bye." Quickly, I switched lines and rather breathlessly answered, "Hello? Deej?"


"Hey Ben. How are you?"


"You serious? YOU just called ME for the first time since we broke up. I'm deliriously happy!" I enthused with a grin.


DJ giggled. "Glad to hear it. And about it being the first time in forever that I've called you, I'm sorry. Breaking up was really hard to do and I know I didn't handle it all that well. I know I said some hurtful things and kinda shit on the feelings we had for each other, mostly out of anger but also I think because convincing myself that you never really cared about me made it easier for me to move on. I'm sorry about that."


"It's okay. I get what you had to do."


"But I want to start making it up to you. At the very least, I want to stay friends."


"I'd like that."


"So ... and you can thank Brooke for talking me into this ... I'd like to invite you to my birthday party tonight. Not as my boyfriend, of course – and just to reassure you, I don't have a NEW boyfriend or anything like that – but just as a friend."


"Tonight? Uh..." I grimaced, thinking about Elyse.


"Other plans? A hot date perhaps?"


"What? No, no. Just ... it's ... It's complicated."


DJ snorted. "With you, it always is."


"I'd really like to be there."


"Then BE there, alright? Eight o'clock. Just a little get-together in the hills."


"In the hills? You're not doing this at Vivian Wang's place?"


"We got somewhere better. Lexi's new boyfriend has this amazing pad up in the hills. It's got these gorgeous views of the whole city lit up beneath it at night. He's still in the 'trying-to-impress-her' phase of the relationship, so he offered to host us for tonight. Just be cool and suppress your big brother instincts for a bit, alright? I know you'll always think of us as your innocent little froshlings, but we ARE gonna be drinking and smoking weed tonight."


I frowned, the little details of DJ's party ringing little alarms in my head. 'Get-together'? Up in the hills? Drinking and weed? Gorgeous views?


And the fact that Lexi Gilmore is a 5'9" brunette with green eyes?


No ... It can't be.



"Um, just curious, Deej. You say this is the house of Lexi's new boyfriend. You wouldn't, by chance, know his name, would you?"


"Sure," DJ chirped. "It's Carter. Carter Sheridan."


Chapter 23: The Hills


-- SUNDAY, APRIL 16, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



It was a short drive into the hills southeast of the campus. Even though I'd been to the house once before, navigating the multiple turns down small streets branching off from Claremont was a challenge. But once I made the final turn and came upon the dead-end street and the isolated mansion at the end, everything from two years ago came flooding back to me.


I remembered leaving Dawn's and Ryan's apartment in the morning with her telling me she needed time to think things over. I remembered getting high puffing marijuana from the very same hookah Carter had bought in the hippie store on Telegraph right before my eyes. And I remembered flirting with platinum-blonde, fake-titted Jillian.


Back when she was still alive.


Dead. It had happened – Amber confirmed it – and it could happen again. I couldn't even think of anyone else I'd known personally who had died, at least not recently. Maybe some distant grand-uncle, but certainly not a mid-20s girl I'd been intimate with in my past.


I was scared – scared about who might be the next to die. It could be Lexi, sucked into Carter's little game of being his next green-eyed brunette 'girlfriend'. It could be DJ, turning to drugs as a way of coping with her guilt. Or horror of horrors, it could be Brooke. I couldn't let that happen. But then again, I couldn't just barge into the party and order all of my girls to go home.


Well, I could, but I knew enough about 19-year-old girls to know how they'd react to that.


I had to find a way to make them understand without coming off like a bible-thumping maniac spouting forth about Judgment Day. They had to know what I knew about Carter. Brooke HAD to understand the truth before she did something stupid. But when I had started to tell DJ over the phone that I knew Carter and that he was into a scene that she shouldn't get involved in, DJ had dismissed my concerns as that of an overprotective big brother and rudely told me not to push my luck lest she rescind the invitation to come. She made me promise to "be cool", and she hung up.


So I was here. I'd be watching. And I sure as hell wouldn't lose track of my sister this time.


Feeling as if a shadow had passed over my heart, I popped open the Mustang's door and remote-locked the car behind me. The place was just like I'd remembered it: a large house that I knew to be even larger, like an iceberg with a lot of hidden mass beneath the surface. From my vantage point on the street level I could see down into the yard where an infinity pool built on a massive redwood platform looked like it dropped right off the cliff to the city below. Hotties were swimming in bikinis. A young couple was standing against the railing enjoying the view. But all of this was just on the surface. I knew what danger lurked below.


Quickly, I crossed the entryway and went inside the house. A large living area designed for entertainment was just off the foyer with sliding doors that led out to the pool and yard. I immediately saw my "froshlings" and sighed in relief to see that they were up here, and not downstairs anywhere near Carter's Showroom. Vivian and DJ were holding court, the usual centers of attention. And I looked up to find Brooke running across the room toward me. "Ben!" she yelled happily.


I raised my arms just in time to catch my little sister, not an easy thing to do since she only grabbed onto me with one arm. Her other hand clutched a Smirnoff Triple Black, and after pecking my cheek, she set her feet back down on the floor.


"Glad you could make it!" she enthused happily.


"I'm glad you let me be here."


"I'm sorry about that. Really, I am. I know you've been going through a lot yourself, and I haven't been there to support you like you needed."


"It's okay. I've had friends for support."


"I know, and I'm glad. Sure, DJ might be a little miffed that you shacked up with the Tri-Delts instead of going to pieces like her, but I'm glad you haven't been lonely."


"Really, I've been fine."


"Well there's fine and then there's fine, and I worry that you've been the former not the latter. It's just that everything with DJ has been so--"


"It's okay, I'm fine. But that's not important right now. Seriously though," I raised my eyebrows and stared at my little sister intently, "we need to talk."


Recognizing my tone, Brooke rolled her eyes and whined, "Don't kill the vibe, bro. I'm trying to apologize but don't get melodramatic on me. C'mon, we're here to celebrate DJ's birthday, not revisit old wounds."


"I'm not here to revisit old wounds."


"And you're not here to be a wet blanket, either. Otherwise you can turn around and march your ass back home, got it?"


I sighed. Keep an eye on Brooke and DJ. Make damn SURE they stay upstairs. Get everybody home safe tonight and THEN you'll have a chance to talk to them. Alright?


I nodded and allowed Brooke to tug me by the hand over to the group of couches she and her friends had commandeered.


"Whaddup, bra?" Meli Kanemura stood up to greet me with a hug and a peck on the cheek.


"Ben! It's been forever!" Tammy Toth hopped over and greeted me with a quick kiss on the lips.


"Back off, bitch!" DJ giggled, leaning forward in her seat to slap her friend on the ass.


"What? He's a free agent now, isn't he?" Tammy stuck her tongue back at DJ.


"Not to you girls," I answered with a shrug. "You'll always be my froshlings and my sister's friends. And if that didn't make you off-limits enough, now I'm DJ's ex-boyfriend. I'm pretty sure that makes ME off-limits to all of YOU."


"Pssht," Tammy scoffed. "If dating DJ's ex-boyfriends was against the rules, Josh wouldn't be over there sucking face with Beth."


Sure enough, DJ's ex-boyfriend was over on another couch making out with Beth Abelman, one of the other froshlings who happened to be Tammy's best friend and roommate. Joel Cha was shaking his head at them and making some joking remark. I shrugged and replied, "Whatever. I'm just here to hang out and have a good time."


"Damn straight!" Meli crowed, thrusting a Corona into my hands. "Okole maluna!" She clinked bottles with me and started chugging.


With a shrug, I replied, "Kia ora!" and then took a swig of my own before turning my full and undivided attention to DJ. In spite of everything that was going on in my life, with Elyse back at my house under the care of Sasha and the Tri-Delts, and with my concerns about my little sister and her froshling friends falling under the sway of crystal meth, I was only too aware that this was only the second time I'd seen her since our break-up before the semester even started. And the one time we'd met up in-between had not exactly been a pleasant conversation.


I didn't want this meeting to be just as antagonistic. Sure, it was important that the girls know what they were getting into, but at the same time I could feel that the future of my friendship with DJ was hanging by a thread as it was. One more argument and it could be severed forever, no matter how noble my intentions. So I swallowed my concerns and tried to reassure myself that she and Brooke would be alright. For one thing, I gathered that Lexi was still in the initial dating phase of her relationship with Carter, too early to start getting sucked down the meth vortex. For another, well ... DJ was blonde. True, Brooke was a brunette, but then I was hoping her lack of a physical resemblance to those I'd seen as Carter's "type" would keep her out of the target box. Lexi, Elyse, Rebecca, and Cameron were all tall, slender, and pale-skinned with green eyes. Brooke was comparatively shorter and comparatively curvier, with brown eyes and a more tanned complexion.


Keep an eye on them. Keep them safe. Don't give DJ any reason to kick you out, and believe that you'll get a chance to warn them off later.



I had to believe. So pushing aside my concerns, I instead focused on the gorgeous young woman in front of me as I sat down in a chair across from her. "Hey Deej ... Long time no see. You look ... wow ... you look great!"


She did. Holding her own Smirnoff Triple Black in front of her face, DJ sipped it and leaned back on the sofa. Her sunny blonde hair was pulled straight over the top of her head before being tied into a complicated knot in back and then fell in waves behind her shoulders. Her makeup highlighted her sky blue eyes and sharp cheekbones. Dangling earrings showed off her long neck and nearly bare shoulders. And a spaghetti-strap red cocktail dress fit her slender body perfectly to show off her considerable assets and super-long legs that she crossed at the knee and were finished with 4-inch wedged heels. Whereas three weeks ago she appeared fragile and gaunt, she now looked lithe and lean. She apparently was getting some sleep, because the bags beneath her eyes were gone, as was the hollowness in her gaze. She'd put a little meat back on her bones, and while still skinny enough to make me want to shove a cheeseburger down her throat, at least she seemed healthy again.


DJ smirked. "Horrible break-up diet. You should try it. Clearly you haven't been going without."


I blinked and raised my eyebrows, not sure what to do with that.


But her smirk vanished almost immediately. With a grimace, she sat up straight and set her drink down on the coffee table. And bending forward with her elbows on her knees, she sighed and said, "I'm sorry, that was mean. I don't mean to imply that this break-up has been any easier on you than it has for me. Well ... okay, I sorta did ... but that's still something I shouldn't have said to your face."


"It's okay. We broke up. You're entitled to have an opinion on how I've handled things since then. And to be honest, it gives me hope for our future that you're comfortable enough with me to ... well ... state your judgments right to my face."


"That's just it: I don't want to judge you anymore, and I owe you an apology for how vicious I was the last time we really talked. It's a fucked-up situation all around. I want to be with you but I know that if I was I wouldn't be able to handle it, so I have to move on. Only I can't move on if I keep dwelling on you but I can't stop myself from loving you and so I try and do my best to avoid you and not think about you but the harder I try to stay away the more I find myself thinking about you and..." she trailed off and put her forehead in her hand, sighing in frustration.


"Hey, it's okay," I soothed.


Just then, Brooke sat down beside her best friend and rubbed her back encouragingly.


"Deej ... It's your birthday," I said gently. "We're here to celebrate, not revisit old wounds." I directed that last part at Brooke, who smiled and nodded.


"I know, I know. But I have to say this before I can really move on, okay?" DJ stated plainly. "I miss you and I miss what we had together and as much as I believe breaking up was the right thing to do, I desperately wish we could just go back in time to like ... Thanksgiving or something ... and just be boyfriend/girlfriend again the way things were before everything snowballed out of control."


"A do over?"


DJ sighed wistfully. "Yeah..."


"Deej..." Brooke warned.


"Right, right," DJ said, sitting up straight again, which allowed me to breathe a little easier. Her tits had been put on display when her elbows were on her knees, and it had been quite distracting.


"We can't go back in time anyways," I said with a shrug.


"Right. The situation is what it is, and we both have to make the best of it. I know we can't go back in time, but the part of me that wishes we could then figures we could just start over right now. Start dating each other again and see where our futures lead us."


I popped my eyebrows. "Really?"


"But we can't," she replied seriously, sending my heart thudding back down into my stomach.


Now it was my turn to nod. "Right, right."


Fighting back her emotions, DJ pursed her lips and took a deep breath. "On paper, we're perfect. I know I'm your type, you know you're mine. The sex was astronomical, and of course there's everything special between our families. And yet somehow, we were never quite in sync. Could never quite get on the same page. Even when we were trying to be open and communicative and not hide anything from each other, we still wound up with slightly different understandings of what the other wanted. It was hard. It was always hard, there was always something, and it never easy for us, like the universe didn't want us to be together."


For some reason, both of us looked at Brooke just then, and my little sister popped her eyebrows a little nervously.


"I wasn't trying to convince her of that, uh, universe-thing," Brooke stammered nervously. "Not after that time I moved out, I swear."


I smirked and shook my head. "It's okay, kiddo."


"I was on your side, you should know that," my sister added. "I'm sorry I wasn't there for you after the break-up. You seemed to be handling yourself okay and DJ needed me and--"


"I said it's okay," I interrupted with a smile. "She's your DJ. I understand."


"She really WAS on your side," DJ added. "Always reminding me that you were doing your best and that you really did love me for me and not just as a clone of Dawn. It was my own insecurities that made me say those hateful things I said, and for that I'm sorry."


I took a deep breath, and replied quietly, "Me, too."


For a moment, all three of us were silent: lost in our own thoughts and unsure where to go from here.


On that note, I opened my hands and asked, "So now what?"


"Now? We both move on," DJ replied with a shrug.


"Right, right." I nodded, and then furrowed my eyebrows as something occurred to me. "Wait, is that why you invited me here to talk to you? Are you going to introduce me to your new boyfriend?"


"What? No!" DJ barked a short laugh and looked around. "Ben, no. Nobody could ever replace you. I've thought about it, of course. I've been through other break-ups and never had a problem latching onto a new guy. But not this time. Not after what happened to us. I'm not ready, although ... well ... maybe it'll happen eventually. It's kind of why I'm mad at you: I've been moping around for the last few months going without any dick since the last time you pounded me, and meantime you've been up to your ears in Tri-Delt pussy."


I blushed and looked away. "They're just friends."


"I know. It's kind of why even when I get mad at you, I don't feel too mad at you. The part of me that cares about you wants to see you move on and be happy. The jealous bitch inside is rather pleased you haven't had a true girlfriend since me."


"I haven't."


"But you should. -I- should too. And I really do hope that someday, we'll meet up with our new significant others in tow, and we'll both be nothing but happy for the other."


I sighed. "I guess. I mean ... that does sound nice. But for right now at least, it's kind of a hard concept to stomach."


DJ nodded. "I know. Me too. But I'm gonna try."


"Me too," I replied before holding up my beer bottle in salute. "Friends?"


DJ smiled and clinked my bottle with her own. "Friends."


"Happy birthday, DJ."


"Thanks, Ben."





After my initial conversation with DJ, I settled in with the froshlings and nursed my beer. Brooke and DJ made my job of keeping an eye on them much easier by staying put at this group of couches. This main living room had more or less been dedicated to DJ's birthday party, with banners and balloons decorating the area and pretty much everyone in sight being part of her extended circle of friends. Brooke and Faye had even put together a few birthday-related games, things like "DJ Trivia" and "Pass the Hat". There was also some blindfold game where the blindfolded person had to identify someone else using nothing but spoons held in their hands. Needless to say, the spoons always managed to get stuck around boobs and crotches, much to the amusement of everyone else who could still see.


In some ways, it was just like any high school birthday party I'd attended with my clique back in the day. But in other ways, it very much was not. For one thing, we didn't smoke marijuana from a hookah during those high school parties. And for another, we actually weren't the only ones in the house.


While the main living room had been commandeered for DJ's party, Carter's house was still a central hangout point for his group of friends, even though it wasn't a Friday or Saturday night. Although no one outside of DJ's clique of froshlings intruded on our activities, they were still around in the background going about their own evening socialization.


Two hotties who had been swimming outside in the infinity pool came in and walked around the back of the living room before going down a hallway, ostensibly to clean up. A couple of guys and three girls headed outside to smoke cigarettes while overlooking the view, and with a start, I realized that one of them was Rebecca, one of the girls I'd fucked blind in Carter's Showroom two years ago.


The other girl I'd fucked two years ago, of course, was Jillian. And Jillian, of course, was now dead.


Any buzz I'd started to get off the alcohol and weed evaporated with that realization. And I suddenly sat up, scanning the room for one green-eyed brunette in particular.


"Hey ... where's Lexi?" I asked Brooke quietly when I couldn't spot her.


Brooke furrowed her brow and looked around. "Uh ... I don't know, actually. She was here a minute ago. She played the hat game with us, remember?"


I nodded. "But she's not here now."


Brooke shrugged. "So? She probably went to the bathroom. Girl has been drinking non-stop since we got here."


"Maybe..."


Brooke read my expression. "What's wrong?"


I shrugged. "I shouldn't say. You told me not to kill the vibe."


She frowned. "Huh?"


"Nevermind." I waved her off, taking a deep breath and reassuring myself that as long as DJ and Brooke were here, I would be alright. Sure, I knew it was possible that Lexi was even now subject to whatever it was that Carter did to girls who looked like her, but for now I had to concentrate my efforts on getting Brooke and DJ out of here in one piece. To that end, I had always wanted to warn Brooke about the dangers of this place, and I had just figured out how to do it.


Right on cue, my ever-inquisitive little sister wasn't accepting "nevermind" as an answer. Frowning, she huffed, "No seriously, what's wrong?"


"It's DJ's party. We'll talk later." I gave her a serious look and warned, "Just ... stay in this room, okay? For me?"


"Okay, now you're being really mysterious."


I shrugged and replied a rather insincere, "I'm sorry."


Brooke sighed and looked away, debating whether or not to press the issue with me or just let it go. By now she knew I was manipulating her, but I also knew her curiosity would ultimately get the best of her.


"Okay, fine, you win. Let's talk." Brooke got up, waggled her empty tumbler, and announced. "I'm getting a refill. Anybody else want one?"


"Me," Meli replied, holding up her own empty martini glass. "Another Cosmo?"


"Sure thing. Ben, come help me," Brooke ordered.


Obediently, I grabbed Meli's glass and crossed the room with my sister to the fully-stocked bar taking up one side of the living room. Setting the glass down, I started gathering the ingredients for a Cosmopolitan while Brooke poured a double-shot of scotch into her tumbler.


Almost immediately, Brooke took a long swig and panted as the alcohol seared its way down her throat. "Okay talk. And don't pretend like I don't know you just conned me into letting you talk to me like this."


I grinned. "Fine, I won't pretend."


"What is it? What's so important that you pulled me away from the party?"


I sighed and glanced around, making sure nobody else was within earshot. And in a serious voice, I leaned forward and said, "This isn't my first time in this house."


Brooke's eyebrows went up. "You've been here before?"


"Two years ago. Almost exactly two years ago, actually. Right before Dawn and I got together."


Brooke frowned. "And?"


I took a deep breath. "And you ought to know that I've met Carter before. A few times, actually. And I really don't think you or DJ or especially Lexi know just what he's capable of."


"What's that?"


But I didn't answer right away. My eyes were fixed on the entrance to the living room from the rest of the house. "Speak of the devil," I muttered while taking a deep breath.


Carter himself had arrived.





"Holy shit ... Prince Charming himself. Dude, long time!" With that, Carter Sheridan stepped forward and gave me a 'dude hug', complete with a thump on the back. "What brings you back into my humble abode?"


"Humble abode?" I replied with a smirk. "If this is 'humble', I'd like to see a house you were trying to show off. Like that artwork over there. Real subtle."


Carter glanced where I was gesturing and smirked to see that I was pointing out a modern painting that more or less depicted an eight-person orgy in progress. He chuckled and nodded. "You know how I roll. And more to the point, I know how you roll. Or at least, how you did two years ago. And then you stopped answering my texts and dropped off the face of the Earth."


I shrugged. "Got hooked up in a very serious relationship."


"Really? Sleeping Beauty or Cinderella? Or Cinderella's little sister?"


I shook my head and replied, "Cinderella. And I can't believe you remember that stuff."


"What can I say? You were memorable."


I shrugged, and Lexi Gilmore seized on the pause in the conversation to ask, "Excuse me, but do you two already know each other?"


"Long story," I offered.


"Prince Charming here was a prior guest of mine, sugar," Carter replied while wrapping an arm around Lexi's waist possessively. His eyes momentarily hardened as he eyed me somewhat suspiciously. "But you were one and done. Didn't think I'd ever see you again."


I shrugged. "I had a good time, but I think I told you at the time that it wasn't really my scene."


Carter heard the tone in my voice and knew I was referencing the meth. His eyes still wary, he asked, "So then what brings you back?"


I gestured to DJ and then to Brooke. "Birthday girl over there is Cinderella's little sister, and that makes her a little sister to me in addition to being my ex-girlfriend. And Brooke is my ACTUAL little sister."


"No shit ... Small world!" Carter barked in surprise before chuckling and giving both girls an extra once-over. "You serious?"


I nodded and gave him a firm look. "They're important to me, you know? When I found out who was hosting this party, I wanted to tag along just to make sure they didn't get into trouble, if you know what I mean."


Carter held his hands up. "Hey, I dig. No worries, man. I'll treat 'em both special, like the princesses they are. Anything for an old friend."


My eyebrows went up as I thought of the way Carter had treated Elyse as 'special'. But wanting to keep playing along and not give him any reason to get defensive, I chuckled and laughed while replying, "Oh, hell no. I don't want you treating them 'special'. Hands off my little sisters, fucker. You got it?"


Carter laughed and nodded while holding both hands up defensively. "Okay, okay, Charming. No problem. You have my word."


Oddly enough, Carter giving me 'his word' was actually reassuring. While Elyse had said Carter was a manipulative, misogynistic asshole who used women for his pleasure, she had also said he at least followed his own rules. True, he went out of his way to put her in bad situations where her only choice was really no choice at all, but he indeed had never forced her to do anything. Even when she'd decided to run away, he didn't try to stop her. And I hoped that meant he would keep his word and keep his hands off of DJ and Brooke.


"Hey Ben, does that mean you don't mind it if Carter gets his hands on me?" Tammy chirped playfully.


"No, but -I- would!" Lexi growled with a big grin on her face, both hands on her hips as she stared Tammy down.


Tammy just giggled and posed coyly with a finger in her mouth, giving Carter rather obvious bedroom eyes.


Carter clapped his hands and started rubbing them as he stepped forward. "Okay enough chit-chat. I thought this was supposed to be a party!"





With Carter joining the party, there really wasn't an opportunity for me and Brooke to continue our conversation. I still didn't want to leave the room for fear of losing track of DJ, and as long as she, Brooke, and Lexi were all in the room with Carter in full view of all the froshlings, I figured that nothing really bad would happen tonight. And apart from Tammy drinking a little too much and puking behind the couch, nothing did.


Still, Brooke could sense my tense mood, and she was rather subdued for the rest of the evening. DJ too. Sure, she stayed involved and did her best to socialize and enjoy her own birthday party, but I think she recognized that something was off, and she toned down her drinking and smoking for the remainder of the night.


Carter, meanwhile, continued acting like I was his best friend in the whole world. He'd sit next to me, lean over, and mutter under his breath about how hot this girl was or to check out the tits on that one. He asked how me many of them I'd banged, and while I declined to comment for a while, he somehow managed to get me to confess about nailing three of them. He of course didn't know which three, although he already knew "Cinderella's little sister" was my ex-girlfriend. And he spent the better part of twenty minutes trying to guess the other two.


Sometime after midnight, the party broke up and everyone started going home. Carter got me to say I'd drop by for another one of his parties in the future, one where I wouldn't have to babysit the little girls and he could stock me up with fresh pussy downstairs. I didn't consider it a promise per se, more being polite and saying we'd meet up again "sometime". It wasn't like I'd ever been dependable in coming to other parties over the last few years.


As the froshlings filed out and fished out their keys, my big brother instincts kicked in and I went a little Nazi on them about making sure the most obviously inebriated weren't driving themselves, or especially anyone else, home. There weren't enough designated drivers to cover the whole crowd, but I made sure the most sober of them had the most seatbelts in use.


I myself had stopped partaking once Carter showed up, and I insisted on personally escorting DJ and Faye back to their apartment. I also managed to talk Joel into letting me drive Brooke home, since she lived with DJ and Faye anyway. But instead of driving straight back to the girls' apartment, I detoured to go to my house instead.


"Ben? What's going on?" DJ asked quietly once she realized I had made a 'wrong' turn.


"There's somebody I want you to meet," I replied soberly just as I turned onto my street. Moments later, I pulled into the driveway behind Andie's Lexus ES. And then I led all three girls into the house.


Everyone inside was awake and waiting for us. They of course knew where I'd gone tonight and I think all of them were a little anxious for my return. I'd texted before we left Carter's house, so they'd anticipated our arrival. And Sasha, Andie, Jamie, and Peyton were all seated in the living room when we came in the door.


And so was Elyse.


Brooke squeaked immediately, recognizing the old Cheer Captain from her freshman year of High School.


DJ was the first to actually speak up, once again asking, "Ben? What's going on?"


I sighed and gestured to the gaunt, hollow-eyed brunette staring back at us with red-rimmed eyes. I said, "Elyse, tell them the name of your ex-boyfriend."


Taking a deep breath, Elyse sighed and answered, "Carter Sheridan."





-- MONDAY, APRIL 17, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



I awoke with my usual morning hard-on. My eyes were still closed, but I felt a woman's presence against my chest and the weight of a firm breast in my palm. And for a moment, I only knew peace.


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 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.


She moaned in her sleep as I fondled her, and inhaled sharply when my right hand moved around her hip and down the valley of her legs to find her crotch. My fingers slithered beneath her panties and lightly grazed over the top of her clit, causing her to shove her ass back against my erection. The tip of my middle finger found the groove of her pussy lips, gliding along it until it felt a point of weakness, and there it penetrated. But it was only a short dip, enough to gather a little moisture before pulling back and spreading that moisture along the length of her furrow before returning and dipping once again.


Her cleft slowly began to part, opening like flower petals to allow easier penetration. Once I had her cleft suitably moistened, I pulled my fingertip back to spread that moisture on top of her clit. She gasped and I felt her body tense for a moment as only now did she join me in the waking world. But once she did, her body relaxed again to allow my continued ministrations.


Her left arm folded on top of mine, clutching my arm tighter against her chest. Her right hand moved back to grab my ass and squeeze it before tugging at the waistband of my pajama pants. I took the hint and began pulling down her panties first, and only after I had them around her knees did I push my pants to my own and thus remove the final barriers separating my morning wood from her bare skin.


Reaching back again, she guided my cockhead into her folds from behind, and once I was centered she tugged on my buttcheek to get me to drive all the way into her.


"Ohhh, shit, Ben!" she gasped, shivering as she felt my meat filling her up.


Still with my eyes closed, I bent my head to kiss her behind her ear as I crooned, "You feel so good, cutie."


"Fuck me," Andie whispered. "Fuck me good."


So I fucked her good. With my right hand on her hip once again, and my left hand keeping its firm grip on her firm breast, I held Andie's petite body in place before me, a willing vessel for my penetrations as I thrust into her from behind over and again. She twisted and writhed within my grasp as the pleasurable sensations crawled along her skin, but she never once tried to break free, at least not until she had her first orgasm.


But once she had that first orgasm, Andie reached back and pushed my belly so that my cock became dislodged from her cunt. She took advantage of the few inches of space between us to roll onto her back and reach out for my hip, tugging me to climb over her. I did so, and moments later she gasped and shivered again as I re-buried myself in her to the root.


"Fuck yeah, Ben. Fuck me ... Fuck meee..."


Andie's eyes were closed and she started biting her lower lip as I resumed the rhythm. Her cute whimpers were simultaneously adorable and intoxicating. I wanted to hear more of them, so I sped up my pace and started her down the path to a second climax. And then she couldn't bite her lip anymore, gasping softly to urge, "Harder ... harder ... so goooood!"


I didn't last much longer. Fully awake and clearly horny, I simply didn't feel in the mood to delay my ejaculation any longer than I needed to. Planting my forearms on the mattress to either side and hooking my hands beneath Andie's shoulders, I tugged her light body to meet each of my thrusts as I pounded and pounded and pounded her. Speeding up and hammering her harder, I ramped up toward my own climax right as she was reaching for hers. And the moment I felt the satisfaction of feeling HER satisfaction clench and spasm around my rod, I grunted and let go with both barrels to blast my load deep into her willing body.


A while later, I found myself slumped on top of Andie's body. She accepted my weight on her chest without complaint, kissing my ear and cooing happily as she rubbed my back with her hands. But after a while, I heard her sigh mournfully and turn her head away.


"What's wrong?" I asked quietly.


"I don't want to complain about having you all to myself, but it feels a little weird without Jamie here."


"I know," I sighed and nodded my agreement.


It had been an interesting night last night. Brooke, DJ, and Faye had clearly been in shock to listen to Elyse tell her story of drug addiction and entrapment into sexual slavery by Carter. Well, Elyse hadn't spoken all that much; I did most of the storytelling while Elyse simply nodded her head and tried not to cry. But the point is that while the three of them were not the targets of his predations, all three of them immediately started freaking out about their good friend Lexi.


DJ was quick to bitch at me, saying, "And you still let us go to his house?"


"Hey, I tried to tell you, but you threatened to rescind my invitation and hung up on me."


She couldn't respond except to pout.


The three girls of course had their questions, but all seemed to take my warnings to stay away from him and that scene at face value. Brooke, especially, seemed scared out of her wits. She didn't say anything explicitly, but I gathered that she was the primary instigator of arranging the party at Carter's place to get high and have a good time.


Within the hour, I'd driven all three of them home. And I'd returned to the house to find that Jamie had packed her bags.


"It's not a break-up, since we were never together," she'd explained. "And this doesn't mean I don't want to spend time with you anymore. But the original point of spending the nights with you was to call dibs on your time divided among the harem, plus I really-really like first-thing-in-the-morning sex. It was fun. It was casual. But ... well ... things are starting to get serious now, you know?"


I'd sighed over the idea of losing her, but Jamie had a point. We weren't a romantic couple and sleeping together had been more about convenience for fucking than anything. Sure, I loved to pillow my head on her big boobs and she loved to pillow her head on my chest, but there was nothing more between us. Plus, Andie was still as in love with me as ever, and Jamie promised to be back the next day to hang out with her friends. In the end, she'd left with Peyton to return to the Chapter House, and Andie was only too happy to be all alone with me in my room.


At least, she had been last night. But this morning? I suppose she missed her partner.


I kinda did, too.


Jamie's absence only served to remind me that things were not nearly as happy-go-lucky as they'd been just a few short weeks ago when we were in the middle of Tri-Delt West. Months of my life had been spent casually seizing and inseminating without serious worry over anything beyond getting through each day and getting one step closer to graduation. Sure, my DJ and Kim issues were far from resolved, but I had to admit to an element of "out of sight, out of mind", at least as far as daily stresses went.


But now I was hosting a drug addict in my downstairs bedroom. Whatever spark of chemistry that had been building between me and Peyton had gone away almost as quickly as it had started. Now DJ was re-entering my life with the added complication of one of her good friends dating Carter Sheridan. And on top of all that, I STILL hadn't gotten any closer to Kim or my baby boy.


Tri-Delt West was now down to one: Andie Holland. And from the way she held my face in her hands and stared at me with so much moisture in her eyes that it looked like she was about to cry, I realized that I was about to have one more complication to deal with.


"I love you, Ben," Andie said plainly and sincerely for the very first time to me. "I really, really love you."


I sighed, knowing that she would want to hear me return the sentiment, especially since my cock was still slowly deflating inside her semen-soaked vagina. But there was no way I could say those three words, and the expression on my face was all the answer she needed to know that.


Now Andie did start crying softly, and as she turned her face away from me, I bent and kissed her cheek as tenderly as I could manage. "I'm sorry, cutie."


Her lip quivered as she closed her eyes and tried to take deep breaths. It took her a little while to calm down, time during which my cock finally slipped from her pussy and I moved over to lie down beside her. She allowed me to cuddle her petite body against mine, and when I bent over to kiss her cheek again she said quietly, "I knew that, of course. You've said from the beginning that you don't want any serious relationships. It's just that I can't help but wonder if you simply don't want a serious relationship with me."


"It's not about you. You are wonderful and I appreciate it."


"It's because of my small boobs, isn't it?"


"Geez, Andie!" I sighed and shook my head. "Sasha and Jamie are both D-cups. Peyton's got a big rack too. I'm not with any of them, either. You're the only one in my bed with me, and I love your boobs." I emphasized the last part by reaching over and tweaking a nipple before tickling the underside.


Andie giggled at the sensation and batted my hand away. But a moment later she dropped into melancholy again and sighed. "Jamie's right. Things are starting to get real serious around here."


"Are you going to leave me too?" I asked quietly.


"What? No!" Andie spun around in my grasp and tilted her head up to look at me. "I'm staying right here until you kick me out, you got that?"


I arched an eyebrow. "Even without your partner in crime?"


Andie sighed. "It was nice having Jamie here, to have a ... teammate ... to help me try and keep up with you in this bed without worrying about her being a rival for your affections. We're good friends, and we'll stay good friends. But you know I'm in this bed for you, not for her."


"Well, yeah..."


"And besides, how could a girl ever feel bad about being able to go to sleep alone with you every night? Well ... except Thursdays ... but still, six out of seven nights sounds like heaven to me."


I chuckled. "Well maybe now you can talk Sasha into letting you stick around on Thursday nights too. Seriously, she's not much of a cuddler. After sex, she rolls to that side of the bed and stretches out, leaving me all by my lonesome."


"Oh, so that's why you won't date her."


I snorted, grinning at Andie's teasing smirk. But after a moment, I looked at her seriously and asked, "Are you really okay that you and I aren't like ... boyfriend/girlfriend? You give me so much of yourself, and I'm fully aware that you're in love with me even though just now was the first time you actually came out and said it. But I'm at a point in my life where I can't open my heart to anyone, not even if DJ came back to me. I've tried to make it clear that everything is casual, but at the same time I want to be fair to you."


"I'll take whatever I can get. I love you."


I sighed. "It would be better for you if you didn't."


"I can't help the way I feel," she whimpered quietly.


I tugged her against my chest and pecked her forehead. "I know, cutie. I know."





I exited my bedroom to find that Sasha's door was open, and a quick peek confirmed that she wasn't inside. Elyse's bedroom door, on the other hand, was closed. But I didn't want to bother them this early and instead went straight into the kitchen to start on breakfast.


Although I didn't have any classes in the morning, both Andie and Sasha did. Andie and I were both finished dressing and eating by the time I finally went and knocked on Elyse's door before going inside. Sure enough, Elyse was cuddled in Sasha's arms, and I felt bad for waking them. But with a sigh I rubbed Sasha's arm, and when she opened her eyes, I said quietly, "It's after nine. Do you want to stay here or get to class?"


She blinked and looked around for a clock, not realizing that the one on the nightstand was on the other side of the bed. But she took my word for it about the time and slowly extracted herself from Elyse's embrace, trying not to wake her.


Sasha was unsuccessful. Elyse stirred and opened her eyes, reflexively clutching Sasha in her arms before gaining enough consciousness to realize it. Then she let go and sighed.


"Sorry, E," Sasha said tenderly. "Gotta get to class, but Ben will be here with you."


Elyse nodded and rolled over the other way, clearly going back to sleep. Sasha and I exited the room and I closed the door behind us.


Andie had to leave while I heated up Sasha's breakfast, but she told me that she and some of the others would be dropping by in the afternoon to hang out and study. The house might not be Tri-Delt West anymore, but the girls were still welcome and of course I'd need someone to keep an eye on Elyse while Sasha and I had afternoon classes. Andie kissed me goodbye and skipped out the door.


A minute later, Sasha came downstairs fully-dressed and settled in for breakfast. We chatted for a bit, but mostly Sasha was in a hurry lest she be late for class. Twenty minutes later she was gone, and I spread out my books to try and get a little homework done since I hadn't done a single productive thing academically all weekend.


I didn't get much done then, either. Elyse emerged from her room fifteen minutes after Sasha left, and for the third time that morning I made breakfast for one of my female guests. Last semester, I'd had three roommates: Brooke, DJ, and Kim. Now, after a pretty crazy semester thus far, I was back to three roommates again, but the vibe around the house was considerably different with Andie, Sasha, and Elyse.


After her second night in my house, Elyse was starting to relax and get comfortable. She was calmer and less wary, as if the fear of getting kicked to the curb had started to wane. We chatted about schedules: who would be in the house to keep her company and when. She tried to apologize again for being an imposition, but as before I brushed off her concerns, and she didn't persist in her apologies quite as vigorously as before.


I asked Elyse about how well she got along with the Tri-Delts last night while I'd been at DJ's birthday party. She said she liked them, and that the girls had gone out of their way to be nice to her. Rather than dwell on the situation, Jocelyn had initiated a conversation that praised Elyse's beauty and segued into a discussion about fashion and accessories. They'd bantered about celebrity scandals and other fluff "girly" topics. And of course, all of the collected girls had a grand ole time gossiping about ME. The Tri-Delts shared all the rumors about the Big Ben reputation, up to and including the sex tape still on the internet with my rather high-profile supermodel Tri-Delt ex-girlfriend. None of them realized that Elyse and Adrienne had known each other, at least until she told them. After she did, of course, they all wanted to know what Adrienne and I were like in high school.


As a group, they all expressed quite the surprise that Elyse and I had never actually boinked, and Tonya had gone so far as to say, "Well honey, now here's your chance."


Elyse had blushed and brushed that aside. While she'd been willing to respond to questions and tell a few select stories about our time together in high school, she was still nervous around the group of newcomers. Truthfully, she was more comfortable observing as the Tri-Delts chattered a million-miles-a-minute, clinging to Sasha like a life preserver and literally going wherever she did. I didn't blame her. While Elyse had at least met Peyton, Andie, and Jamie, it was Sasha who'd been going out of her way to really connect with her. And my project teammate/stripper/lover had seemingly become the lifeline Elyse needed to get through her addictions.


Speaking of her addiction, I asked, "How are your withdrawal symptoms going? You said you've been clean for what, a week now? Are the physical cravings still hitting you?"


With her right hand, Elyse brushed her bangs over the top of her head and then behind an ear. Pulling one leg up onto the sofa and tucking the foot beneath her butt, she sighed and explained, "The physical addiction is less of an issue than the mental one. It's not so much that my body craves the meth so much as that when I get into certain moods, -I- crave the blissful energy meth can give me. Lately, meth was my escape from the harsh realities of daily existence, you know? But here ... in your home ... I haven't been facing those harsh realities. No threats from Carter to make me go without if I don't suck him off on cue. No threats from Jasper to beat my face in if I don't bend over, grab my ankles, and relax my asshole..."


She trailed off then, her eyes going glassy as she lost herself in the memories. I saw her lip quiver, but before she could sink any deeper, I quickly reached out and rubbed her shoulder while gently turning her cheek with my other hand so that she was facing me once again. "Hey ... hey ... We were just talking about how you're here. In my house. Where you're safe. Okay?"


It took a moment, but Elyse's eyes re-focused and she managed to give me a weak smile. "Right ... right ... Where was I?"


"Uh, harsh realities leading you to need meth as an escape."


Elyse sighed. "Well I don't face those harsh realities here, so the urgent, insistent NEED to get wired ... It hasn't really hit me yet. I'm hoping it never will. True, I'll never know if I've actually overcome the addiction until I have to face that all-consuming craving and find myself able to resist it. But I'm okay with not knowing that for the next few days, or weeks, or miracle of miracles, like a whole YEAR. Right now, all I'm trying to do is get through single days at a time without needing a fix."


"Well, when was the last time you took meth?"


"Saturday, a week ago. One of Carter's parties Jasper let me go to. He had an agreement with Carter about those."


I did the math in my head. "So you've gotten through eight full days already. Today makes nine."


She gave me a rueful head-shake. "The day isn't over yet."


"It will be soon. And then tomorrow will make ten, and Wednesday eleven. You'll see."


She sighed. "I hope so."


We hit a pause in the conversation, and I glanced over at the clock. It was after 11am.


"Hey, I usually have lunch around campus with my friends. Would you prefer to go out with me there or should I bring them to the house?"


Elyse took a deep breath as she thought about it and exhaled slowly. "I guess 'out' would be better. I have to admit: I'm a little scared about leaving this ... safe zone. But I can't stay cooped up in here forever."


I nodded. "Why don't you go get dressed and we'll head out in a half-hour."


"Who are we meeting? The Tri-Delts?"


I shook my head in the negative. "My friends. Sasha, for one."


Elyse visibly brightened at that.


"And Bert and Paige. Close friends I've had since freshman year. You'll like them. They're good people."


Elyse arched an eyebrow. "Do they know about my situation?"


"No, and since we'll be meeting in a public place, I won't mention it. Maybe we'll just say you're an old high school friend going through a rough patch and you're staying at my house for a little while. But eventually, yeah, I'm going to tell them."


Elyse sighed. "It's a little weird, like everybody is going to know that I'm a drug addict. Kinda hurts, actually, like I'm going to be pre-judged by all your friends. It's bad enough that half the Tri-Delt sorority knows."


"Not half the sorority. Believe me, the only ones who've met you have been some of my closest friends these last few months."


"Because you've been banging all of them these last few months."


I blushed, unable to really answer that. Instead, I took a deep breath and explained, "All of the people who'll know are also people I trust to help keep an eye on you and to help out of the goodness of their hearts without expecting anything in return. And really, the more you can socialize with normal people and start building a life without drugs in it, the better off you'll be."


"I guess..." Elyse took a deep breath, and she stretched her arms straight up in the air, which did wonderful things to her big tits unrestrained by a bra beneath her pajama top, especially since the top had a few buttons undone. I couldn't help but gawk for a moment, and noticing my stare, Elyse abruptly covered herself and blushed.


"I'm sorry, I'm sorry," I stammered immediately, closing my eyes, turning my head, and holding a hand palm out in apology. "I shouldn't have ogled you like that."


"No, don't be..." Elyse said softly, which caused me to open my eyes and look at her again. She shrugged and said, "Knowing that you've been nailing Sasha and Andie and Peyton and Jamie and all those other girls who came by the house last night ... Well ... It's kind of a relief to know you can still stare at me like that. Like I'm still a sexually-desirable woman ... Like I'm not ... damaged goods."


I shook my head firmly. "You're just a girl who needs a second chance, and I intend to make sure you get it."


A single tear rolled down Elyse's cheek. Impulsively, she darted forward, cupped her hand behind my ear, and pecked my cheek. And just as suddenly as she'd moved in, she got up and headed for her room.





"How are you doing, Benjamin?"


I looked up, my binder already halfway shoved into my messenger bag. Professor Isakova stood with perfect posture, her arms folded over her chest but a light smile on her lips.


I glanced over at Bert and Sasha, who shrugged, packed up their bags, and headed up the aisle toward the exits. By now, Viktoriya stopping me after class to chat was a common enough occurrence that I knew they'd wait for me outside. Everyone knew I was the professor's pet student, especially after Kim left. And speaking of Kim... "Used to be you always knew what was going on in my life," I replied with a sigh.


"Used to be..." she agreed, giving me a sad look. "Have you heard from her lately?"


"I did, actually. Just on Saturday morning. She's doing okay." I took a deep breath and then gave Viktoriya a helpless shrug. "She told me we're having a boy."


My professor smiled knowingly, a little too knowingly.


I frowned. "Wait, did Kim already tell you that?"


Viktoriya actually blushed, and she looked around the room to make sure no one else was in earshot. The last students were already twenty feet away and on their way out the doors. "Yes she did, yesterday. She also told me that she'd called you, but I didn't know if you had spoken to her again since then. Over the phone, Kim admitted her belief that you would ignore the ban on visiting and simply ... show up ... on her front door."


I sighed. "Yes, that would be my style. But something else came up."


"Something more important than reuniting with the mother of your child?" Viktoriya's eyebrow arched.


I grimaced. "Not more important, just more urgent."


"Care to share?"


"Not really. It's nothing you can really help with, not this time."


"If you say so."


Now it was my turn to arch an eyebrow. "So Kim has still been in contact with you?"


Viktoriya nodded. "Yes, from time to time. Sometimes she does not take my calls, but sometimes she does. Other times she calls me, mostly to ask about you."


"Huh..." I stewed on that.


Viktoriya gave me a reassuring smile. "You are not the only one who wants what is best for her, and you are not the only one who believes that what is best is being with you."


I smirked. "You're on my side?"


"Of course, Benjamin. Kim loves you and wants you to protect her and her baby. It is what SHE wants, so of course I am on your side."


Frowning, I shook my head. "I'm not so sure that's what SHE wants. She told me point blank: if forced to choose between me and her dad, she chooses him."


"He has been the controlling influence in her life for her ENTIRE life. It is not easy to shake free of a parent's direction, let alone when one has the submissive personality that Kim does." Viktoriya now reached out and touched my arm. "But do not forget what lengths Kim herself went to, the things she did to work her way back into your life. She will obey her father, but ... what is the phrase ... when push comes to shove, she will still follow her heart."


"You think so?"


"I know so."


I sighed, my shoulders unknotting just a little bit at Viktoriya's encouragement. "Thanks, Professor."


"Viktoriya," she corrected me with a smile.


I glanced behind me, making sure the room was empty, and I briefly darted in and kissed her lips.


She returned it tenderly before pulling away and smiling. "All in good time, Benjamin."


"Good time?"


"Today you are still my student, no? But someday, you will not."


I chuckled and shook my head. "I guess we'll see. In the meantime, it's good to know somebody else is still talking to Kim and is on my side."


She nodded but then gave me a stern look. "Don't wait too long. Kim's father may have ordered you to stay away, but Kim herself expects you to still show up. Don't disappoint her."


I grinned. "I won't."


And then I left.





Bert, Sasha, and I left Cheit Hall and started the walk for home. We swung by Sather Gate to pick up Paige, and the four of us arrived at the house ready to make dinner.


Elyse had beaten us to it. She was already in the kitchen, apron on while mixing something in a big pot on the range. And she wasn't alone.


Although Tri-Delt West was now officially over, there had still been several sorority girls hanging around my house all afternoon. Jocelyn and Tonya had been explicitly put in charge of Elyse while Bert, Sasha, and I were in class, and Andie had also beaten us home.


Back when DJ and I first broke up, Jocelyn, Andie, and Tonya had been the handpicked three Tri-Delt pledges I'd screwed so they could win their Pledge Mistress' bounty. It had everything to do with sex and nothing to do with friendship, at least at the time. Now, more than two years later, the three of them were in my kitchen assisting an ex-drug addict they'd never met before yesterday.


The girls weren't just interchangeable fuck-buddies anymore. They'd become my friends.


Just then, Andie noticed us and she beamed at me while brushing a lock of hair behind her ear. And as I recognized the look of adoration in her eyes, I realized that some of them had become more than friends to me.


They were special. At least, Andie was special.


And Sasha was special.


And Kim was special.


And my list didn't even stop there. Adrienne would always be special. Then there was Brooke to still consider. Now DJ was starting to let me back into her life. Hell, Dawn was still out there somewhere.


And Elyse was still in my house.


Like I always said: it's complicated.


It was mid-April now. Graduation was barely more than a month away. By then, everything would change.


If only I knew HOW things would change.


I hung back from the scene, watching as Bert and Paige greeted Elyse warmly, going out of their way to make her feel welcome after our successful lunchtime meeting earlier in the day. Sasha immediately started chatting with Andie, the pair of them having become quite close over the last several weeks. And Jocelyn and Tonya sauntered over to me, no doubt to flirt and drop a few innuendoes about how even though Tri-Delt West was officially over, their interest in me hadn't waned. This was the life I had come to know by now. This was what had become comfortable for me. But there were only four weeks of school left, and then finals, and then graduation and moving on.


Buckle your seatbelt, dude. It's gonna be a wild ride and I can't wait to see how it all ends.






-- THURSDAY, APRIL 20, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



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 couldn't quite take it, gagging before pulling off my prick and coughing. And I quickly opened my eyes to look down and make sure my mystery fellatrix was doing alright.


The face looking back at me was both familiar and not. Her cheeks were a little pudgier and the hair was darker, but my not-yet-fully-awake brain told me that Andie Holland should have no trouble taking my cock into her throat.


Only then did I realize that it couldn't be Andie hovering over my prick, since Andie was still asleep next to me. And that's when I finally remembered that Andie's freshman little sister Kirstie had joined us last night and slept over.


"I'm sorry," Kirstie mumbled, still coughing while gamely trying to keep stroking my dick with both hands.


"No, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to thrust so deep," I apologized as I came more awake and began to sit up.


Since her head was pillowed on my shoulder, Andie felt my motion and flicked her eyes open. She first looked up at my face with a beatific smile before glancing down my body and seeing her little sister jacking my morning wood with both hands. And then she noticed her sister's tears. "What's wrong?" she mumbled with a frown.


I winced. "Choked her a bit when I woke up."


"I can do it," Kirstie insisted, plunging her mouth down and trying to push me into her throat.


"Breathe through your nose. Relax your gag reflex..." Andie intoned as she sat up and moved closer to Kirstie.


"She doesn't have to," I said, sitting up as well.


"Then I'll do it," Andie suggested.


I chuckled and said, "The point of the morning BJ is to wake me up, and that part's accomplished now."


Andie batted her eyelashes at me and gave me her best puppy dog look, which was a very good impression indeed. "So you're saying you don't want us to bend over, slather our tongues up both sides of your shaft at the same time before letting me deep-throat you while my little sister sucks on your balls?"


I chuckled and shrugged. "As great as that sounds, I'd rather be able to do something for you girls at the same time."


The Holland sisters shared a smile and then looked back at me. "So how do you want us?" Andie asked. "Bent over on all fours side-by-side so you can switch back and forth between us? Or how about stacked on top of each other? We can get the lube out of the drawer and you can buttfuck me while we get into an incestuous sixty-nine. That is, unless Kirstie here wants to finally lose her anal cherry."


"Uh, no ... not yet..." Kirstie held her hands up immediately with a nervous look on her face.


"C'mon, sis. You have NO idea how great it feels to have Ben's cock up your ass. So filled ... so fulfilled ... it's incredible..."


"Uh ... I just don't think--"


"C'mon, Kirstie! We've been talking about it for like two weeks and you GOTTA try it!"


"Andie..." Kirstie whimpered.


"For me? Make him happy for me?" Andie pleaded.


"Girls, girls," I interrupted. "Nobody is doing anything they're not ready for, alright?"


"But I want you happy," Andie protested.


I chuckled. "I AM happy, cutie. MORE than happy to wake up with you in my bed every morning, period. Alright? And it's a bonus to have you, Kirstie, with us today as well. But the quickest mood-killer is pressure, and that's not happening. Now we've got a little bit of time before we've got to get to class, so how about we all make sure everybody is properly satisfied before we leave this bed, huh?"


Andie didn't respond except to suddenly rush into my arms and seal her lips over mine. Her kiss tackled me onto my back, and her tongue delved into my mouth with fierce passionate need that immediately took my breath away. Moments later, she pulled back just enough to rip her pajama top over her head and toss it aside. And right before she pressed her turgid pink nipple to my lips, she turned to Kirstie and barked, "Climb on and squeeze that tight pussy around his fat dick!"


I laughed around a mouthful of tit as Kirstie did as ordered, climbing aboard and sinking her tight teenage twat around my upright shaft before removing her own pajama top. And once I sighed while savoring the heavenly sensation of a pussy-wrapped prick, I reached for Andie's waist to tug her over my face.


But she resisted, pushing my hands away before looking down at me with even fiercer intensity in her stormy brown eyes. And with raised eyebrows, she stated firmly, "I love you, and I intend to make sure you never forget it. This morning is about your satisfaction, and only when I'm convinced you've gotten it will -I- be satisfied, capisce?"


I smirked and nodded my head. And with a sudden burst of power, I rolled myself over, dislodging Kirstie from my cock before planting Andie face-down on the mattress beneath me. Before Andie could even finish squealing in surprise, I shoved my cock into her cunt from behind, turning her squeal into a scream. And then holding myself at full depth, I leaned over and growled into her ear. "New plan: I fuck you both blind and refuse to believe that either of you is satisfied until you're both unconscious and drooling and leaking my sperm. And only then will -I- be satisfied ... capisce?"


Already breathing hard, Andie giggled and nodded, and she clamped down her inner muscles around my imbedded rod.


I grinned and then glanced over at Kirstie, saying, "Oh yeah, go ahead and get the bottle of lube out from the nightstand. I won't use it on you, but hey ... Andie DID just say how 'fulfilled' she felt to have my cock up her ass, didn't she?"


Kirstie blushed and went to do as ordered.





I thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into Andie's ear as a quart of spunk flowed out of me and into her gaping colon. Bent over on all fours beneath me, she shuddered in final orgasm before her body abruptly went limp and she collapsed face-down on the mattress, already out cold.


Sitting back on my heels, I felt the steam rise off my sweaty body into the cool, morning spring air, and with a smirk I surveyed my bed.


To my right, Kirstie was out cold and flat on her back, limbs askew and creamy jism still trickling out from her red-worn pussy, since I'd prohibited Andie from sucking out the creampie. And now that big sister slumbered, creamy jism trickling from her body as well, I nodded and pronounced myself "satisfied".


Climbing off the bed, I let the Holland sisters sleep a little longer while I went into the bathroom to clean up. Once I was finished, I returned to get dressed and wake the girls so they could get started on their mornings. When Andie stirred, she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me to her for a tender kiss before murmuring, "That was awesome. I love you so much..."


"I know. That was great, cutie. Thank you."


She smiled before closing her eyes and dropped her head back onto the pillow for a little longer.


I figured I'd start breakfast for everyone, so I left my bedroom and immediately noticed that Sasha's door was open. A quick peek confirmed that she wasn't inside, per usual. Downstairs, Elyse's bedroom door was closed, per usual. Ever since Elyse had moved in with us, the two had slept together in there, and ordinarily I'd let them sleep while I made breakfast. But Sasha had an early class on Thursdays, so I knew I should wake her now rather than let her sleep in and potentially be late for class.


I turned the knob as quietly as I could, hoping that I might be able to wake Sasha and get her to slip out while letting Elyse get all the rest she could. Poking my head in, I expected to find the pair cuddled in the darkness. I certainly did NOT expect to find Sasha fully naked and sitting upright, her arms above her so that she could hold onto the top of the headboard with her knees in the air and Elyse's face pressed against her crotch.


"Oh, shit!" I grunted in surprise.


Sasha's eyes flashed open as she jerked her head around to me while simultaneously covering her naked breasts with her arms. At the same time, Elyse picked her head up out of Sasha's lap, the entire lower half of her face glistening with moisture that reflected the light from the table lamp. Both girls seemed in absolute shock to have been caught in flagrante delicto.


Wide-eyed, it took me a few extra seconds to get over my shock, seconds during which Sasha and Elyse had time enough to look at each other with matching deer-in-the-headlights expressions. But eventually I managed to regain enough presence of mind to back out through the doorway, and I firmly closed the door in front of me.


Okay ... Sasha is up. Guess that means I can start on breakfast.






Well fed and fully-dressed, Sasha and I went out the door and headed up the hill toward the campus. Even though we were alone for the first time that morning, I didn't quite know how to start a conversation. And so we walked in silence up the pathway and around the first turn away from the house.


I glanced over at Sasha, trying to figure out what to say when she glanced over at me. I jerked my face forward and blushed in embarrassment while she did the same, but two steps later I came to an abrupt stop and sighed, "This is ridiculous. I'm sorry I walked in on you two. I didn't mean to interrupt."


"Oh, no apology necessary," she said immediately. "We didn't lock the door or anything."


"Besides, it's not like this is the first time either of us has walked in on the other having sex."


"It's not. Totally," Sasha replied with a casual shrug, and we started walking again. But then she bit her lip and looked at me nervously. "So why does this feel awkward?"


I shook my head. "I don't know. Maybe because I didn't walk in on you with one of the Tri-Delts?"


"Maybe..." Sasha mused on that. "Maybe because what was happening in there was about more than just casual sex."


My eyebrows went up. "More than just sex? You mean like ... romantic?"


"What? No!" Sasha replied immediately, her eyes downcast as her ears turned bright red. "I like having sex with girls, but my romantic notions are pure hetero."


"Then..."


"I dunno..." Sasha pursed her lips and furrowed her brow in concentration. "This thing going on between me and Elyse ... it's different than with Andie or Jamie or any of the others. That's just sex, nothing more. This ... this ... I don't know how to explain it."


"How long has it been going on?"


Sasha flashed me an embarrassed smile and averted her eyes. "Tuesday..." she mumbled.


"Okay, okay..." I worked to wrap my head around it.


She shrugged. "Just kinda happened. It was nighttime and everyone was going to bed. Elyse and I always stay up late talking about whatever's going through her mind. She put her head down on my shoulder and I hugged her in reassurance that she'd be alright. The next thing I knew, she tilted her head back and kissed me. And things just snowballed from there."


"You had to have been pretty horny. Was that the first time you had sex since Saturday morning after the whole Rutledge thing?"


Sasha nodded.


I sighed. "I'm sorry about that. I've been neglecting you."


"Neglecting me?"


I gestured between her and me. "WE haven't hooked up since Saturday morning. That's what ... five days? That wasn't part of the deal. I was supposed to spend more quality time with you."


She shook her head. "You haven't been neglecting me. You've just been busy. First it was the Peyton thing with Rutledge, and Elyse showed up on your doorstep right after. It's not your fault."


"I could have gone out of my way to make time for you."


"If I was feeling neglected, I would have let you know. Really, I've been neglecting you, spending all of MY time with Elyse and talking to her instead of ... well ... putting out for you."


"You don't have to 'put out' for me and you know it."


"'Course not. Not with Andie and Kirstie and the rest of the harem still dropping by to keep you satisfied."


I frowned. "Does that bother you? Do you feel left out?"


"What? No. Relax. Not jealous. Just glad your needs are being taken care of while I've been ... well ... working on this Elyse Project."


"Elyse Project?"


Sasha smiled. "Look, I appreciate you being thoughtful and worried about neglecting me, but really this whole Elyse situation has been a blessing in disguise. Don't get me wrong – I've enjoyed everything about moving into the house with you – but at the same time, I wasn't really DOING anything. Hang out, socialize with the Tri-Delts, daydream about you ... it was all routine. Just marking time until graduation and not really being proactive about effecting change in my life. But Elyse being here has given me a sense of purpose. She's something I can ... someone ... for whom I can make a difference."


I frowned. "You felt like you couldn't make a difference for me?"


Sasha sighed. "Let's face it: I was just one of the harem. Yeah, I'm not a Tri-Delt, and you and I spend a lot of time together on campus and all that, but there wasn't anything I could do to change your mind about seeing me as more than a friend-with-benefits. Really, it was becoming quite clear that Andie's your favorite."


"I'm not trying to pick favorites..."


She shook her head and held a hand palm out. "No, it's okay. I get it. She's really sweet and devoted and attentive and I can't blame her for being in love with you."


"It's not like that."


"You don't have to explain yourself to me, and we're getting off subject. We were talking about me and Elyse."


I grimaced but mimed zipping my mouth shut. The last thing I wanted to do was get self-centered right now. Not everything was about me. Still, moments later I mimed unzipping my mouth and asked, "So what is it about Elyse that's interested you so much? Clearly she and you have clicked from the beginning."


Sasha shrugged. "She needs me, and it's nice to feel needed, you know? But besides that, I feel a sort of ... kinship with her and the situation she's in. We're both orphans in a way: abandoned by our parents, no other family. And then there's the obvious link to the skin trade. Now I've never been even remotely tempted to go as far as prostitution, but let's face it: I sell my naked body for money. I've been to that darker side of society, and I know how rough it can be for a girl without a lot of support."


I nodded slowly. "Guess I didn't really think about that."


"And it's been nice to be on the supportive side for once. I think I'm starting to understand why you have your White Knight complex. It's quite rewarding to feel like you're able to make a positive difference in someone's life."


I frowned. "But now I feel like I haven't been making a positive difference in your life lately."


"You've already done so much for me: Being there for me after my break-up with Rod. Accepting me into your social clique and helping me make friends. Introducing me to people like Paige and even the Tri-Delts. And of course, letting me move in here and be ... well ... even in your busy harem, you still let me be your Thursday night girl."


"Tonight's Thursday."


Sasha smiled. "I hadn't forgotten."


I arched an eyebrow. "So that means you're still coming to my room tonight? Or should I ask Andie to keep me company since you'll be downstairs with Elyse?"


Sasha laughed. "No, I'm still coming. Elyse and I talked about it last night. She's had me for almost a week straight and she thinks tonight is as good a time as any to try and sleep alone. She'll have to learn eventually, to face down her demons and get through the night by herself. And you're right ... I haven't been with you in five days now ... and I miss that part of our relationship."


"Elyse didn't get you off this morning?"


"She did, but..." Sasha shook her head. "I've told you before: You rock my world in a way that simply can't be matched."


I smiled. "Glad to hear it."


"And ... I've missed you."


"Missed me?"


"Missed spending time with you. Missed having that intimacy with you, being your 'constant'. I don't blame Andie for taking advantage of the situation to be with you as much as possible, but I can still be jealous of all the time she's gotten to have you and I didn't."


I frowned. "I thought you said you didn't feel neglected?"


"I don't. But absence makes the heart grow fonder, and I AM still in love with you."


I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.


"C'mon. You know what I'm talking about. Haven't you missed being with me, too? Or were you too buried underneath Tri-Delt flesh to notice?"


"Of course not." I shook my head firmly. "That's why I wanted to talk to you about all this."


She nodded. But then after a deep breath, she gave me a pained expression and asked, "Does me spending all this time with Elyse instead of with you bother you? I know I joke about the harem keeping you satisfied, but I never stopped to ask if you were okay with it."


"What? No, it doesn't bother me. If anything, it makes me appreciate you more."


"I'm keeping Elyse occupied so you don't have to constantly worry about how to handle her situation."


"Well ... yeah. Absolutely. But even besides the obvious, the support you've given Elyse shows me a facet of your character I didn't realize you had. Really, over the last few months I feel like I've been seeing so many different sides of your personality I didn't know about before, and every time I discover a new one, I appreciate you more and more. To witness your nurturing side in action has been very appealing. It shows me that you're capable and confident and strong enough to deal with a very difficult situation like Elyse's. That's impressive, and I'm impressed."


Sasha grinned.


"And as for you not spending as much time with me ... well ... actually, I like that you're able to be in love with me without smothering me. Don't get me wrong, I'm very fond of Andie, but she IS quite clingy. Long term, it would be nice to know that my girlfriend could operate independently of me."


"Oh!" Sasha chirped with a smile. "So I'm back in the potential-girlfriend conversation again?"


"You were always in the conversation. It's MY heart that's stuck in neutral right now. And honestly, it's probably going to stay that way until graduation."


Sasha stepped in front of me and stopped, forcing me to stop as well. From only inches away, she looked up at me with her big brown eyes and asked sincerely, "But what about after graduation? What happens to us then?"


I took a deep breath. "I don't know. Didn't you get some good job offers downtown?"


"I did. Really, I can't wait to get started on a real full-time job and be able to quit dancing." Sasha sighed and looked away into the distance. "In fact, I'm weighing the idea of never going back, period."


"What? There's still a month of school left."


"I told you," Sasha explained, "living here has really helped my savings. The lower expenses plus what I've already saved up, and I can honestly say I could get through the rest of my college career without having to dance for even one more night. Of course, that's four full weekends of tips I'd be giving up, and I'd be almost flat broke at the end of the month, but I could do it. And with everything going on, I'm not entirely sure I want to go back."


"And then what? Take a cushy job in the city, find a nice apartment, and move on with your life?"


Sasha shrugged. "Maybe. What about you? Where are YOU going?"


"Well..." I took a deep breath. "Right now the plan is to stick around and get my MBA. I'll just have to find a new place to live."


Sasha frowned. "You're not keeping the house?"


"And live with whom? Brooke and DJ are going to keep their apartment with Faye. And sweetheart deal on rent with my family's friends aside, this place is too big for me to stay here all by myself."


Sasha looked at me seriously. "Well what if I stayed here with you?"


My eyebrows went up. "None of your job offers are in Berkeley, if I recall."


She shrugged. "Rent here is still way cheaper than downtown. I can commute."


"Just the two of us?"


She shrugged again. "And whatever friends want to visit, like the Tri-Delts. Not so different from what you're doing now, really. Most of your harem are Juniors or younger, and if those girls have their way, they'll keep coming here to hang out and get great sex until THEY graduate."


"But that's just it: I don't know that I'll want to continue our current arrangement into next year."


Sasha's eyebrows went up. "Why not?"


"Well ... for example ... let's say I want to finally dip my toe back into the relationship world. Who's to say my next girlfriend would be okay with me screwing Tri-Delts on the side?"


Sasha gave me a bemused look. "Well... I would be okay with it..."


My eyebrows arched. "You would?"


"Mmm-hmm ... Hypothetically, of course."


"You mean under the hypothetical that you became my girlfriend."


"Hypothetically..."


"Riiight..."


Sasha put her hand on top of mine and then looked deep into my eyes. "I love you, Ben. I'm still in love with you. This is more than infatuation, more than a crush. I know you're not ready for a relationship right now, definitely not until graduation, and maybe not even then. But I have to say ... if you're interested ... Well whenever you are ready ... I will be too."





"And they just ... jiggle ... like that ... all the time?" Elyse asked. It was the middle of the afternoon, and while Sasha had a class, Bert and I had returned to the house to unwind through some digital exercise.


Bert turned and grinned at Elyse. "A bunch of horny Japanese men designed a video game featuring big-breasted girls wearing skimpy outfits while they beat the crap out of each other. Yes ... yes they put a lot of work into designing the digital 'jiggle'."


Elyse frowned. "I dunno. With a name like Dead or Alive 4 I would have thought the focus would be on ... well ... the fighting."


"It is!" Bert insisted. "This is one of the preeminent fighters in existence right now. It's just that the game makers know their primary audience is full of teenage males who probably spend more time with these digital avatars than they do with real girls. It's pure marketing."


Elyse raised her eyebrows. "So you two would rather be doing this than go out and be with real girls?"


Bert flashed her a sardonic grin. "My girlfriend is across the Bay and I don't have time to go visit her. Gaming lets me stress-relief without being tempted by ... well... them."


Elyse followed Bert's gesture over to the dining table where Andie, Jamie, Whitney, and Nora were doing their homework. Nora stuck her tongue out at him, and Whitney winked.


Elyse glanced over at me. "What's your excuse?"


I shrugged and focused on my button-mashing. "Gaming let's me stress-relief without being tempted by them," I replied in the exact same tone as Bert.


"But we like tempting you!" Andie protested from across the room.


I raised my eyebrows and smirked at Elyse. "If I don't occupy myself with games, those girls will do everything in their power to trap me in my bedroom 24/7. This is my downtime."


Elyse chuckled and finally put out her hand. "Fine then. Deal me in. Or ... whatever. Give me a controller and lemme try."


"Seriously?" Bert smiled broadly.


Elyse sighed. "I've been in need of a lot of stress-relief myself lately. Maybe by pretending I'm one of these big-titted babes, I can kick the crap out of some beefy, ugly dudes and feel better about myself."


Bert's smile turned into a smirk. "Absolutely. But be careful. The power rush can be addicting."


Elyse narrowed her eyes. "Don't worry about me. I think I already know all there is to know about addiction."


Bert's face turned white, and he started babbling out an apology that Elyse cut off with a raised hand. Finally he just mumbled, "I'm sorry."


"Don't be. Wasn't offended," she replied. "Just show me what to do."





We spent the better part of an hour gaming, with Andie joining in later for a team battle with Bert and Elyse ultimately proving themselves the better pair against Andie and me.


Then, Andie checked the clock and commented, "Hey, we still have a little time before we need to get to class." She didn't say anything else, but the innuendo in her voice and the expression on her face suggested exactly what she wanted to do with that bit of time.


I chuckled and replied, "Later, cutie."


She pouted and said, "Tonight's Sasha's night. We don't have a later."


"We have tomorrow, and every night after that until next Thursday, alright?"


She frowned and pouted some more, but sighed and went back to her books. In the meantime, I headed upstairs with my bag to swap out my books and binders. And as I got a whiff of my armpit, I decided a fresh shirt would be a good idea as well.


And so I was shirtless when I heard footsteps on the floorboards behind me. I hadn't bothered to close the door, and without turning around I sighed and said, "It's alright, cutie. I really don't need a blowjob just to go to class."


"I wasn't going to offer," Elyse replied in a rather huskier voice than Andie's. "But if you want one, I'll give it to you."


I jerked around in surprise, my new shirt still in my hands. "Oh, Elyse. I'm sorry, I thought you were Andie. She has a habit of not taking 'no' for an answer."


"It's okay," Elyse replied with a shrug before canting her head to the side and giving me an odd look. "But just so you know, I meant what I said."


"About what?"


The corners of Elyse's lips curled upwards, but there was something a little ... dangerous ... about her smile. "About giving you a blowjob if you wanted one."


"Elyse, of course you don't have to."


"Oh, I know."


"And I seem to remember you didn't even like giving blowjobs."


Her bright green eyes dimmed for a moment as she looked away. "There's a lot I've done lately that had nothing to do with whether I liked it or not."


I felt a bit of nausea in the pit of my stomach, which well and truly killed even the remotest chance of me becoming aroused. Swallowing the bile that had come up the back of my throat, I sighed and frowned.


Looking back at me, Elyse recognized my expression of distaste and she frowned as well. "Sorry. That came out a little more grim than I'd intended."


"It's okay. So long as you know you'll never have to do anything like that for me."


"I know. It's one of the reasons why I trust you. Getting laid isn't exactly a problem for you in this household, and you're not the type to force anybody. I just meant ... well ... ugh, this is gonna sound messed up..." Elyse grimaced, and she sighed while throwing her hands up before rambling, "I just meant that I'd do it for you as a way of saying thanks, alright? If you wanted one, I mean. It's just ... For you ... after everything you've already done for me ... I wouldn't find it a chore, or like I was forced into it, not like one of them ... It's just that I kinda owe you for putting me up here and I haven't repaid you but it's not like I have any money so I thought that maybe I'd ... I'd ... Shit. This is coming out wrong."


"Elyse..." I said gently.


Sighing, she picked her head up and looked at me. "Yeah?"


"You don't have to repay me anything, alright?"


"I knew you'd say that."


I shrugged. "Then you understand."


She scowled. "But I don't like the feeling that I owe you."


"You don't. There's no debt."


"But there is. There's always a debt. People don't do shit out of the kindness of their hearts."


"They do here. I do. Sasha does. The girls downstairs have. None of us expect a thing from you, alright?"


"I know, I know..."


"Your words say 'you know', but I'm not sure you really believe it."


Elyse's eyes blazed with green fire for a moment. "Let's just say that I've heard guys talk like you before. But in the end, there's always a catch."


I frowned. "So is that the real reason you offered me a blowjob? As a test?"


"What? No. Not a ... a test ... I just thought ... I mean, I want to believe you're really just a nice guy who can help me out, the kind of guy who helped Adrienne become who she is. But it's hard. Hard to trust, you know? And I didn't come up here to offer you a blowjob. YOU were the one who mentioned it."


"Because I thought you were Andie."


She shrugged and looked away. "I just ... If you let me blow you, I wouldn't feel so indebted to you, alright? I wouldn't be on pins and needles waiting for the other shoe to drop, for this idyllic vacation from the hellish existence that has been my life these last few years to finally vanish like so many pipe dreams. As it is, the longer I stay here without paying you back a single thing ... the more I worry you'll kick me out."


This whole while, I'd been holding my fresh shirt in my hands. Now, I took the time to pull it over my head and slip my arms through the sleeves. And only once fully-dressed did I take a deep breath, look Elyse in the eye, and explain, "Look, I only have this house through graduation. That's basically another month. I give you no guarantees about what will happen at that point, but until then, you are welcome to stay. No strings. No catches. No expectations, alright? I can't pretend to know what you're going through, or even how I can best support you. But letting you stay here, with a roof over your head, plenty of meals, and a little bit of safety from those people who hurt you, that I can do. And I'm going to do it, for another month at least, without needing you to 'pay me back' in any way, alright?"


Though she didn't look fully convinced, or even very satisfied, Elyse nevertheless nodded her agreement. The wariness in her eyes seemed to leave her as she exhaled slowly. And with one final deep breath, she muttered, "Alright."





Elyse left, and while I was smart enough to know this single conversation wouldn't be the end of it, I figured I wouldn't have to worry about her feeling the need to "repay me" for a few days at least. And from there I got back on schedule.


I went to class. I returned home with my friends. We did some homework. We made and ate dinner. And then Bert left to catch a BART train to go home.


He wasn't the only one leaving. Andie, Jamie, and Lakhi had joined us for dinner. Now that the meal was over, all three of the Tri-Delts were packing up to leave. But not all of them were going happily.


"Can't I stay here?" Andie whined as she dropped into my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck.


I chuckled and nodded. "Um, of course you can, cutie. It was your idea to head out for the night and reconnect with your sorority friends."


"I know, I know," the bottle-blonde sighed. "It's just ... I haven't spent a night outside of this house in weeks. I'm going to miss you."


"We'll see each other tomorrow."


"Or maybe I don't leave you tonight."


"Andie..." Jamie warned in a low voice from behind us.


Andie glanced up at her friend and pouted. But she closed her eyes and nodded firmly, and then took a deep breath before leaning in and kissing me firmly. "I love you," she muttered beneath her breath.


"I know," I replied before pecking her quickly. "See you tomorrow."


Before she could change her mind, Andie quickly swiveled her legs and hopped off my lap. Bouncing to her feet, she grabbed her backpack and headed for the door.


I watched her leave and slid my gaze over to Jamie. She smiled and blew me a kiss before following after. Lakhi and Bert were already by the door.


Once they were all gone, just three of us remained: me, Sasha, and Elyse. Sasha looked over at me and ordered plainly, "Ben, go take a shower."


I arched an eyebrow at her command tone, and asked, "Do you want to join me? After all, it's 'Sasha Thursday'."


The exotically-beautiful brunette smiled but shook her head. "Not tonight. I want to make sure Elyse is squared away."


I took a deep breath and pinched my lips before looking over at Elyse. "Will you be alright? This'll be the first time you've been completely alone in a while, not even a Tri-Delt hanging around to keep you company."


"I'll be fine," Elyse replied while darting a glance over at Sasha.


I also looked over at Sasha. "Maybe you can return downstairs and spend the night with her afterwards."


Sasha shrugged and said, "Don't worry, we've got it all worked out."


I blinked at that answer but decided to roll with it. With a smile for both girls, I turned and headed up the stairs. Minutes later, I was in the shower scrubbing away the day's dirt and grime.


Even though she'd declined to join me, I still half-expected Sasha to arrive before I was done. It really shouldn't take all THAT long for her to get Elyse situated and comfortable before returning to me, and fooling around beneath the shower spray was one of Sasha's favorite methods of foreplay. But I went through the routines of shampooing my hair, scrubbing my face, and washing my body without any interruptions from a buxom brunette. And so it was with mild disappointment that I dried off and wrapped the towel around my waist to walk back into my bedroom.


I stopped in my tracks two steps inside the door, that sense of mild disappointment vanishing into thin air. How could I possibly feel disappointed to see a gorgeous, big-titted brunette sitting up against my headboard wearing slinky lingerie, smiling and clearly waiting for me to come and ravish her. And yet while my disappointment evaporated, it wasn't arousal or excitement that took its place. Because although I was not surprised to find a gorgeous, big-titted brunette waiting for me in my bed, I WAS surprised by her identity: Elyse.


"Umm..." I mumbled in bewilderment. "Didn't we talk about this already?"


Elyse stared back at me, her smile a little nervous and her eyes a little wary. Her gaze moved from me to the sitting area of the room, drawing my attention over there as well to see Sasha standing up from one of the armchairs wearing a different set of slinky lingerie.


"Surprise," Sasha said cheerily with a teasing smile on her face.


I blinked. "This was your idea?"


Sasha glanced at Elyse and explained, "We both talked about it and mutually agreed to the plan. I get to have my Thursday with you. Elyse doesn't have to spend the night alone. But more to the point: I thought it would be a good idea for you to show her what lovemaking can be like when it's not about power or control. She's gone far too long without a man pleasing her for the sake of pleasing her, and not simply taking her because he can."


"I don't know if this is a good idea."


"Please, Ben," Sasha said quietly. "She wants this. She's spent almost a week here listening to you satisfy girl after girl after girl, all of whom walk out of this room singing your praises. She's never felt like the way they describe. And besides ... she wants to thank you for being so kind to her."


I made a face. "It's the 'thanking' part that doesn't sit well with me. Elyse, we talked about this."


"Then forget about the 'thanks' part," Elyse spoke up, "and just think of the sex part. I don't remember the last time a guy made me orgasm without the help of drugs. I don't remember the last time a guy 'made love' to me and didn't just fuck me. I've been a prostitute, and a fuck-toy, and a sex slave; I don't remember the last time I was simply a 'lover'."


I sighed, hearing her words and the plea in them and yet unable to shake my unease with the situation. "I just don't know."


Elyse frowned and her head stooped. "So I guess I AM just damaged goods to you."


"No ... it's not that. I let you come here to protect you from being taken advantage of, not to take advantage of you myself."


She shook her head. "It's not taking advantage of me if I'm the one asking for this."


"Still ... I let you stay here so you could heal, not so I could get into your panties."


"And what if getting into my panties is part of my healing process? I got addicted to more than just the drugs. As violent and as degrading as the sex could be, I got used to getting pounded on a daily basis. Yeah, the encounters weren't always entirely consensual and my partners weren't exactly interested in my pleasure, but most often I was wired up enough that I still climaxed and still felt the bliss of orgasmic relief. I felt an almost Pavlovian response to those climaxes, those brief moments where my mind went blank and I didn't worry about all the shit going on in my life. It's been really hard for me these last couple of weeks to not only go through meth withdrawal, but also sexual withdrawal."


I blinked. "You're a meth AND sex addict?"


Elyse shrugged. "They kind of go hand-in-hand, for me at least. I always said there was nothing better than getting laid while getting high. Hell, I usually HAVE to get high to enjoy sex, but I wondered if you – with your infamous Big Ben reputation – might be able to get me off without meth or weed."


I frowned. "Uh, correct me if I'm wrong, but hasn't Sasha been helping you in that regard, at least the 'getting off' part?"


She shook her head. "It's not the same thing. Girl-on-girl is nice, but I'm craving cock and it's stressing me out to go this long without. It's not so bad yet that I'd be willing to go back to Carter just to get laid or anything, but it's hard to fight BOTH cravings at the same time. If you were able to take care of my sex needs, maybe I'd have more strength to fight the drug addiction."


My eyes goggled. "You're serious?"


Elyse nodded firmly before eyeing the bulge in my towel. I wasn't erect or anything, but my package still made a dent. She licked her lips and sighed, "Yeah ... I'm serious. Sasha's right: I've watched the parade of girls walk in and out of this house, every one of them finding their satisfaction with you. No strings attached. No romantic complications. No threats if they don't put out. It's so completely different from life in Carter's harem, a total 180 from the life I used to lead. Here it's just good, clean fun for the sake of fun, and I can't help but wonder what that might be like for me. Really, I'm curious. And really, Ben, you're the first guy I've WANTED to have sex with – by real choice – in a long, long time."


I pinched my lips together, trying to understand. I still couldn't shake the feeling that there was an inherent conflict of interest here, and my whole body was tense inside. But I was trying to understand.


"Please, Ben," Sasha spoke up again. "You'll be helping us both out."


I arched an eyebrow in surprise. "You both? How would this help you?"


"By helping her. I'm trying to help Elyse get back on her feet, get her back into the real world. Help me show her she can find pleasure, find that energy she craves without crystal meth. She talks about her world being inky darkness and only drugs ever providing a little light. Let's find her a different source of illumination, okay? I've been trying my best, but this sort of thing is exactly what you're really good at. Help me. Help her. Please?"


As weirded out by the situation as I felt, I couldn't shake the plea in Sasha's voice. What she was saying made a certain logical sense, even if my conscience didn't seem to wholly agree. And as I watched her move to the bed and recline on one elbow in a seductive pose with her legs stretched out to the side, I found myself nodding reluctantly.


"Okay..." I began slowly before taking a deep breath and looking at Elyse. "Okay, I'll try. If this is really what you want."


She nodded and gave me a faint smile. "Show me the way to heaven, if you can." There was a little challenge in her voice.


I chuckled as my ego rose up against the tone. But while my ego rose up, my penis wasn't stirring much. Looking down at my crotch, I sighed and explained, "Still ... this whole situation hasn't exactly put me in the right mood."


Sasha grinned. "You let us worry about the right mood." And with that, she rolled over on top of Elyse's body. Putting herself on all fours, she kissed her way up Elyse's belly and nuzzled her face in the raven-haired beauty's tremendous tits. And after a few quick nips at lace-covered nipples, Sasha moved higher still and captured Elyse's lips with her own.


Taking a deep breath to calm my nerves, I moved over to the sitting area and dropped into one of the armchairs to enjoy the view. For a few minutes, I tried to figure out how to assuage my anxieties at the same time I was supposed to be getting sexually aroused. My heart didn't know whether it was supposed to speed up or slow down, and after a while I simply had to grab onto my forehead with both hands and order myself to get a grip.


On the bed, Elyse and Sasha were really getting into each other. Their bras had both come off, leaving two sets of firm D-cup melons to bounce and mash together while they frantically kissed and sucked at each other's necks. Elyse pushed two fingers into Sasha's twat, pumping rapidly while Sasha gasped and moaned like a fish out of water. And Sasha suckled one of Elyse's teats into her mouth, nursing fervently while squeezing and manipulating the other breast in her hand.


Still, I'd only managed half a chubby. As glorious as it was to see the two gorgeous babes dyking it out on my bed, I still had some nagging sense of wrongness in the back of my head. Elyse had by definition been sexually abused. She'd been manipulated and coerced into submitting to the merest whims of those who controlled her meth addiction, and I couldn't shake the feeling that I had only taken their place. True, I wasn't threatening her should she fail to sexually perform, but this afternoon's conversation about repayment and obligation stuck with me, and I couldn't help believing that if Elyse DID sleep with me, she would at least partially be doing so because she felt she HAD to.


And that idea simply didn't turn me on.


The girls found that out when they left the bed and came to me. Now both fully naked, Sasha and Elyse crawled to the front of my chair with big grins and Sasha reached up to open my towel. She frowned when she saw that my cock was not at full mast, quite possibly the first time she'd seen it lacking when presented with this kind of opportunity. But without further thought she simply bent over and inhaled my prick to the root, sucking me powerfully and bobbing her head up and down in my lap in an effort to get my shaft to elongate.


To some extent, she was successful. Despite my mental hang-ups, the physical pleasure was just too good. I felt myself growing in Sasha's mouth, and she certainly felt me thickening as well. She grinned around my meat before popping off and stroking me with her hands. And then she passed me off to Elyse.


For only the second time, and the first since that fateful Spring Break party at Candy Carter's La Jolla beach house, Elyse Laughton sucked my dick into her mouth. She looked up at me, electric green eyes boring into the back of my skull. She moaned erotically, savoring the feeling of a thick cock filling her oral cavity. And her tongue slithered along the underside of my shaft, teasing it with warm, wet texture.


It felt good. But it also felt wrong, and not in a good "wrong". It just felt wrong-wrong, and with my heartbeat suddenly accelerating, I jerked upright in my chair and grabbed onto Elyse's shoulders, physically moving her back and away from my crotch. Once my dick was free, I abruptly stood up and slid out from in front of the girls. And grabbing the towel, I whipped it in front of my crotch and held it like a shield while backing further away. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry," I babbled. "I can't do this."


"Ben--" Sasha started.


"I'm sorry. But I can't do this!" I groaned to Elyse. "It just doesn't feel right. I'm supposed to protect you, not become the next guy to use your body!"


"So that's it then," Elyse sighed, staring at the empty chair. "That's really all I am to you: damaged goods."


"Elyse, it's not like that."


"Doesn't matter," she muttered as she stood up, her gaze still firmly pointed away from me. "I already knew."


"Elyse, I'm sorry."


Suddenly her eyes fixed on mine. And in a cold, emotionless voice, she stated quietly, "You don't need to apologize. It is what it is." And then she walked out of the room.


"Elyse!" Sasha called as she scrambled to her feet. And then she turned and gave me an angry/disappointed look. "Dammit, Ben!"


I shrugged helplessly, still holding the towel over my naked crotch.


Sasha ran after Elyse, her footsteps thumping down the stairs.


I slept alone.





-- FRIDAY, APRIL 21, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



I made breakfast for the girls, and when they awoke there were apologies all around. I did my best to assure Elyse that I didn't see her as damaged goods, that she was a very attractive young woman who I'd be happy to sleep with under different circumstances. I tried to convince her that I actually saw her as more special because I couldn't bring myself to simply fuck her, and Sasha backed me up since I'd basically done the same thing to her for quite a while.


Sasha apologized for trying to push the issue, for springing the surprise on me and then going forward with it even though I was clearly uncomfortable. And Elyse apologized for being a burden in the first place, an apology for which Sasha and I both went out of our way to dismiss as unnecessary.


In the end, Sasha left for class and Elyse and I played video games for about an hour. Elyse joined us and Bert and Paige for lunch before returning home to hang out with the Tri-Delts. And Sasha, Bert, and I went back for our afternoon Isakova course.


After class, Sasha told me she was going back to Nocturne one last time. Even though she'd decided to quit dancing for a living, she figured that she owed the owners the courtesy of telling them her decision in person, and that she planned to work one last night so they wouldn't have to scramble to find a last-minute replacement.


"One last night, and them I'm all yours," she told me with a kiss and a smile.


"I'll wait up for you then," I told her. "We never did get to have 'our Thursday' last night."


She grinned and kissed me again.


And so it was that Sasha and I separated at our usual intersection as she headed for the BART station and I headed for home. I crossed Bancroft and made my way down the sidewalk. And all alone, I made the final turn for home, whistling as I approached the house. Andie would be waiting, and after nearly 24 hours away, I knew she would be extra-horny and extra-needy. A trip around the world would likely be in order, quite possibly all before dinner.


But just as I got close to the house, my cell phone started singing to me.


// Miss Independent, Miss Self-sufficient, Miss Keep your distance



// Miss Unafraid, Miss Out of My Way, Miss Don't let a man, interfere, no



// Miss On Her Own, Miss Almost Grown, Miss Never let a man help her off her throne.



It was the special ringtone I'd reserved just for Brooke. It got my attention immediately and, though it took me a while to dig my phone out of my pocket, I halted my progress toward the house and answered, "Hey, Brooke. Good to hear from you. What's up?"


"Hey, bro," my sister replied. "Something's come up, and I thought you deserved to know."


"That sounds ominous. What's up?"


"There's a get-together tonight at Carter's. We're all going."





I knocked, and after a little while the door swung open. Brooke gave me a tight smile and gestured with her hand. "Come on in."


I didn't move. "What the HELL are you girls thinking? I TOLD you that guy is bad news!"


Brooke folded her arms across her chest, leaned against the doorjamb, and leveled me with a look. "I said: come on in." And without another word, she spun on one heel and marched into the living room.


Sighing, I followed after and closed the door behind me. I then looked up to see Brooke turn back and sit down on the sofa's armrest, her arms still folded across her chest. Seated beside her in order were DJ, Faye, and Lexi Gilmore.


My eyes zeroed in on Lexi. She was the one girl I didn't expect to be here, given that she was the only one who didn't live in this apartment. She was also the one girl I thought was most in danger of Carter's predations, given that she was the tall, green-eyed brunette currently going through his "girlfriend process". And she was also the only one who hadn't met Elyse face-to-face.


Or so I'd thought.


It probably would have gone better if I hadn't lost my cool right from the beginning, but I did, going "overly-protective-Big-Brother-Nazi" as Brooke would have described it. Without bothering to say "hello", I immediately stomped over and repeated the same thing I'd barked in the doorway. "What the HELL are you girls thinking? I TOLD you that guy is bad news!"


"That's my boyfriend you're trying to slander," Lexi replied coldly from the other end of the couch.


"Oh yeah? Do you know how many other girlfriends he's running at the same time? Huh?" I shot back.


Lexi looked astounded. "Really? A question like that? From YOU?"


"Tell me, Ben," Faye spoke up. "How many girlfriends are YOU running at the same time?"


I twisted my face up and scowled, "This is not about ME."


"Isn't it, though?" Lexi stared daggers at me. "The mere thought of your pure, innocent little 'froshlings' perhaps being not-so-innocent and maybe even enjoying their college experience a little too much for your overprotective mind to handle? Hmm? Especially Brooke and DJ?"


"It's not about ME. It's about HIM. And YOU!" I jabbed a finger at Lexi before staring down the other three. Brooke, DJ, and Faye had all been there when I introduced them to Elyse and had her explain her history with Carter. "How can you let her keep seeing him? Did you not hear a thing Elyse and I told you last week?"


"We heard every word," DJ spoke up, looking apologetic. "And we don't blame you at all. I know that you believed everything you were telling us."


"'Believed' everything I was telling you?" I gawked.


Brooke nodded. "You were just looking out for our safety. Yeah, you can be a little overbearing at times, but we know your concern comes from the heart. The thing is, we've come to realize your concern is misplaced."


"WHAT are you TALKING about?!?" I yelled in bewilderment. "Misplaced? Did you not SEE Elyse? See her bruises? You think I want that to happen to any of you?"


"That would never happen to any of us," DJ stated emphatically.


"Oh, really?"


"Yes, really," DJ shot back with hardness in her eyes. "Give us a little credit to be able to fend for ourselves. Or is your opinion of our decision-making capabilities really so low?"


"Your capabilities aren't what concern me. It's the capability of amoral scumbags like Carter Sheridan to do anything and everything to get their way that makes me worry. He USES people."


"That's a lie!" Lexi barked. "And I won't have you spreading any more!"


My mouth slack, I gestured helplessly back and forth between the girls and some spot behind me toward the door. "Were any of you paying attention when I brought you to see Elyse?"


"She's a liar, and her story is made up," Lexi stated quietly.


I scowled. "I'll bet Carter told you that."


Lexi's chin rose challengingly. "I'll take his word over that druggie-whore's word any day. She's an addict. She'll say anything it takes to get what she wants."


"Or so says the silver-tongued devil who wants to get into your panties."


"I don't need to take Carter's word for it. I've met her myself."


I blinked in surprise. "Elyse? You have?"


"Of course! She was a regular at so many parties. Baggy-eyed, skinny bitch who'd gotten herself into some deep shit, that one. Would sleep with anyone... anyone ... to get her next hit. Carter let me watch her in action once. Absolutely depraved piece of trash. One minute, she's begging me to let her borrow money so she can buy her next fix and then next, she's accusing me of trying to steal from her! Unstable, unethical, amoral sack of shit is what she is. When the girls came to me with their horror story of the ... the creature you let into your house, I knew right away you were being scammed. They didn't believe me. Said your story was very convincing. But I let them tag along with me and we met up with Carter yesterday for dinner and he explained the whole thing."


I was still blinking in surprise. "What?"


"He said Elyse was an ex-girlfriend, which was why he was trying to be nice to her. But she got too addicted, and addicts can be dangerous. She started prostituting herself to get enough money to buy drugs, and then she began threatening his friends. A couple of months ago Carter kicked her out because she was too dangerous, and she ended up with this asshole Jasper. Now Jasper is a real piece of work; I met him once and believe me, I never want to see the bastard again. The point is: the guy really used and abused Elyse, and it was Carter who went out of his way to rescue Elyse back and try and get her some help. She had a meltdown like a month ago when Jillian overdosed and died. Carter paid out of his own pocket to put her into rehab, but she ran away two weeks ago. He had no idea what had happened to her until we told him just yesterday that she was with you."


My jaw was flapping up and down. "Um ... uh ... what?"


"It's simple: Elyse is a liar. Everything she told you has been to manipulate you into helping her out. Like this whole idea that Carter 'sold' her to Jasper? Preposterous! Carter detests Jasper and wouldn't go near the guy with a ten-foot pole. SHE chose to go to HIM, because she was willing to do anything to get her fix. Carter would NEVER have sent any of his girls to Jasper. Period."


I furrowed my brow. "But you DO understand that he's got a lot of girls around him."


"Psht. Like you don't?"


"That's different."


"Is it? Carter's charming. He's handsome. And he's rich. A guy like that attracts a lot of girls around him, but I'm his special one. Amongst a sea of hot babes, he picked ME. Don't get all jealous because you could have had me but turned down the opportunity."


I frowned. "Lexi, I'm trying to look out for you."


"Then at best you're misguided. I don't need you to save me. If anything, somebody needs to save you from Elyse. She'll say whatever it takes and fuck whoever she has to fuck to get her next fix." Lexi then sat up straight. "Or did she already fuck you?"


"What? No. No, I wouldn't do that to her."


"You expect me to believe you'd turn down a big-titted slut like that?"


"Turned YOU down, didn't I?" I shot back. Lexi scowled and I immediately held my hands up. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to imply you are anything like her. I'm just trying to point out that while everyone in this room knows that I get around quite a bit, I'm not capricious about it. There IS a sense of morals in this head, alright?"


Lexi pursed her lips, not happy but not quite angry, either.


My phone started vibrating in my pocket, but before the ringtone started up I reached in and thumbed the button to silence it. Taking a deep breath, I tried to work my head around the situation and rubbed my head for a moment before looking up at the girls and grunting, "There's nothing I can say that will stop you from going to that party tonight, is there?"


Lexi shook her head firmly. Faye, DJ, and Brooke were a little more hesitant, but in the end they looked at Lexi and shook their heads as well. Jerking a thumb toward Lexi, Brooke explained, "At the very least, I'll want to make sure she doesn't get into trouble."


"Get into trouble?" Lexi screeched. "You're on HIS side?"


"I'm on your side; that's the point," Brooke sassed in her inimitable way. "Let's say you're right and Carter's a sweetheart gentleman who only wants to see you happy while simultaneously plying you with drugs and alcohol so he can fuck your pretty brains out. Or let's say Ben's right and Carter's trying to manipulate you into getting addicted to drugs and alcohol to the point where he can fuck your pretty brains out any time he wants while finding himself a new girlfriend as well. Either way, there's a horny bastard who clearly wants one thing, and even if you really, really LIKE letting Carter fuck your pretty brains out, as your friend it's my job to make sure you don't get in completely over your head, alright?"


My phone buzzed again. Again, I silenced it.


Lexi sighed, shaking her head and looking away. "Alright fine. Elyse is a warning at the very far end of the spectrum of what drugs do to people, and I'll remember that to make sure I don't go off the deep end, alright? Now can we PLEASE end this conversation and get ready for tonight's party?"


Faye, DJ, and Brooke looked at each other and shrugged. And then as one, all four girls turned and looked at me.


I held my hands up defensively. "All I can ask is that you girls do whatever you do with your eyes wide open, okay? Brooke, Deej, I don't have to tell you how much you both mean to me. Faye, Lexi, we're friends, sort of. I just don't want to see anything bad happen to any of you. I'm sorry if I come across as overbearing; it's not my intent to ruin your fun. It's just that if something bad ever happened to any of you, something bad that maybe I could have prevented, I'd never forgive myself."


"We know," DJ said, smiling at me. But then her smile faded and she sighed sadly. "Ben, I need you to promise me you'll be careful. Elyse is still in that house of yours, and I want to make sure YOU are going about things with open eyes. You have a good heart, and a chivalrous attitude that's rare nowadays. But while some people may find your hero mentality to be admirable, I see it as a vulnerability that unscrupulous people will use to take advantage of you. And I'm worried that Elyse is one of those."


I pursed my lips and nodded, replying, "I hear what you're saying, but in this case, I trust my instincts. Elyse is a victim here, and Carter is the predator. I'm not basing all this just off of what Elyse has told me. I've been there. I've been in Carter's 'Entertainment' room myself, and I do mean 'in' it. Not my proudest moment, but I need you to understand that I'm not completely in the dark about what goes on at one of Carter's parties."


The girls exchanged wary looks.


"Just promise me you'll be careful, okay?" I looked straight at Brooke and DJ. "For me?"


DJ took a deep breath and nodded. Brooke actually replied, "I promise."


"Good." I sighed and head-nodded toward the door. "I'll just get out of your way then; let you girls get dolled-up for your party. Thanks for listening."


The girls murmured, and I started walking away. But right as I got to the door, Lexi called from behind me, "Ben!"


I glanced back, one hand still on the doorknob. "Hmm?"


Lexi had stood up and taken two steps toward me. "Carter's not the bad guy you think he is. I want you to know that."


"For your sake," I sighed, "I hope you're right."





Frustrated, annoyed, and angry with myself for not doing a better job of convincing the girls that Carter was dangerous, I found myself sitting in my car without having started the engine. I realized that should any of the girls look outside, they'd see that I was still there. And not wanting to appear any MORE of a helicopter big brother, I figured I should start the engine and get into my self-recriminations somewhere else.


But before I could, I saw Brooke walk in front of the car and around to my driver's door, her arms crossed around her midsection. She was wearing an oversized zip-up jacket, with the sleeves extending past her wrists so that only her four fingers and the tip of her thumb peeked out as she gave me a small wave from the other side of the glass.


With a sigh, I lowered the window.


"You gonna be okay?" my little sister asked with obvious concern in her eyes.


I took a deep breath and shook my head. "I'll be okay when you come home safely. Or better yet, stop going over there entirely."


"We're not children anymore. We can handle ourselves."


"I hope so. For your sake, I really hope so. It's just ... okay, maybe you don't need to trust what Elyse told you guys. Maybe she's not being entirely truthful, and she has her own hidden agenda in all this. But I want you to trust ME, alright? I'm not talking from hearsay, I'm talking from experience. I'm not proud of the situation I got myself into, but one of the girls I had sex with two years ago is now dead, that's fact. She's dead because she overdosed on a drug Lexi's boyfriend gave her, that's fact too."


"Accidents happen."


"And some things aren't entirely accidental. Sometimes things happen because bad people put girls in bad situations. Meth is an addictive narcotic, and I really don't think Elyse is the only addict up there. She used to be Carter's girlfriend, and now look what's left of her. Carter had me fuck this other girl named Rebecca: she used to be Carter's girlfriend, too."


Brooke's eyes widened. "I've met a Rebecca up there."


I arched an eyebrow. "What's she like?"


"Nice, but ... quiet."


"Carter's plaything?"


Brooke shrugged. "She's just a girl."


"Maybe now. Maybe that's all she's useful for. I watched Carter threaten Elyse with cutting off her drugs if she didn't perform for him. If that's the way he treats his girlfriends, aren't you the least bit worried about that being Lexi's future as well?"


"Worried, yes."


"Then get her out of there. Get yourself out of there. Go inside and talk the girls into NOT going to his house anymore."


Brooke gave me a pained look. "There's no way I can do that, not tonight."


I balled up my hands in frustration and just managed to keep myself from bashing the steering wheel.


"Maybe you're just seeing the worst in him," Brooke reasoned. "Maybe your sense of protecting me and DJ is clouding your judgement. Maybe things aren't as dire or as bad as you really think."


Closing my eyes, I took deep, calming breaths and tried to at least think of things from Brooke's point of view. "Maybe you're right, but you've gotta admit that any house with plentiful weed, some crystal meth, and a bunch of guys willing to take advantage of girls under the influence is NOT the kind of place where you should let your guard down."


"True enough." Brooke sighed and rubbed her nose with the part of her sleeve covering her palm. Taking a deep breath, she stood up straight and said, "I can't promise you I can talk Lexi into breaking up with her boyfriend. I can't promise you we girls won't drink, do some drugs, and have a good time. But I CAN promise you that I'll keep my eyes open, that I'll consider everything you've said, and that I DO trust that your heart is in the right place, okay?"


I wasn't satisfied, but I felt better than before she'd come to the car to talk to me. "Okay..." I muttered.


"I love you, big brother." Brooke leaned in through the window and wrapped her arms around my neck.


"I love you too, little one," I replied, rubbing my cheek against hers.


She backed away and gave me another small wave with just her fingers showing. "Take care."


I gave her a serious look. "No, YOU take care."





I turned the Mustang into my driveway, pulling in behind Andie's black Lexus ES in the front spot. Emotionally drained from that encounter at the girls' apartment, I remained in the driver's seat well after I turned off the ignition, my mind miles away as I pondered all the things that could happen tonight at Carter's "get-together". And I wondered if I should drop by unannounced just to make sure Brooke and DJ were alright.


I jerked in surprise away from the sudden banging on the driver's window to my left. Eyes wide, I turned to see Andie frantically slapping the glass with both hands, and I quickly grabbed the door handle and pushed the door open. Jamie was right beside her, and she actually had to hop out of the way lest the door hit her.


"Ohmigawd! You're not picking up your phone! I've been FREAKING OUT!" Andie screeched.


"Whoa, whoa. Calm down." I gestured with both hands as well. "I'm fine, I'm fine. Sorry I didn't pick up. Was kinda busy."


"Ben! BEN!" Andie screeched, still freaking out despite my efforts.


"What? What's wrong?"


"It's Elyse!"


"What about her? What happened?"


"She's GONE!"


I blinked rapidly, a full beat of silence passing before I barked, "WHAT?"


The next thing I knew, I was storming into my house with Andie and Jamie both trailing behind me. They were the only two present; apparently all of the other Tri-Delts had better places to be on a Friday night. I went first to Elyse's bedroom and confirmed that she wasn't in there. And then the living room, and then upstairs to my own bedroom as well.


"I told you: she's GONE," Andie whimpered behind me. "And she ... she took something from in here. A box."


"A box?" I jerked upright, frowning. "A box from where?"


"I don't know! I don't remember seeing it before. I just saw it in her hands when she went down the stairs!"


Suddenly, I knew exactly which box Andie was talking about. I went straight to my sock drawer, pushing aside the socks themselves and shoving my hand to the left where I expected to hit the small Nike shoe box I kept there. It was the box filled with two thousand dollars in emergency cash. And of course, the box was gone.


"Shit," I muttered, spinning around. "When did she leave?"


Andie was blubbering, but Jamie found her voice to answer, "Twenty, thirty minutes ago? We called you a bunch of times."


"Why didn't you two stop her? That was the point of you being here, wasn't it?"


"We tried to talk to her. She wouldn't listen. I even tried to physically hold her here, but she hit me." Jamie raised her fingers to her face, where I now saw traces of a bruise forming on her cheek.


I groaned and stomped over to the window overlooking the street. Elyse was out there, flush with two grand in cash. Certainly that could buy her a few rocks to feed her addiction.


There was nothing I could do.


Elyse was gone.


Chapter 24: April 22


-- SATURDAY, APRIL 22, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



2:47 AM



It was well into the middle of the night, and I was in bed, but I was still awake. Such a state of consciousness was not altogether unusual for me, though there were typically two or three naked females in my bed with me and we customarily would be fucking.


Not this night. Tonight there were no females in my bed, and I had been all alone with my thoughts. At least, I was all alone until the door swung open and Sasha poked her head inside, finding me sitting upright against the headboard.


"You did wait up for me!" she exclaimed happily, and only then did I remember that I'd told her I would wait up so we could have our missed "Sasha Thursday" tonight in celebration of the end of her stripping career.


Grimacing, I shot her an apologetic look and shook my head. "Uh, yeah. I'm up, but not for the reason you were hoping for."


Frowning, Sasha stepped into the room. She'd already changed into her pajamas, a familiar long-sleeved top and bottoms combo patterned in yellow with cute teddy bears. As she approached, I raised the bed covers beside me and she slipped into my waiting arms.


I hugged her firmly, but chastely, and let my head loll back and impact the wood headboard with a muffled [thunk]. Rubbing Sasha's arm, I exhaled slowly and sagged deeper against the pillows stacked behind my lower back.


"What's going on?" she asked quietly.


"It's Elyse."


"What about her? I know she was a little upset last night that you wouldn't sleep with her, but we talked before I left and she said she understood. Did something happen between you two while I was at work?"


I shook my head. "No, nothing like that. She's just gone."


"Gone?"


"As in... gone."


"What do you mean 'gone'?"


I glanced down to find Sasha glaring at me, her eyebrows furrowed in confusion. "I mean GONE-gone. She left. Stole two thousand dollars out of my drawer and left. Out the door. Goodbye. And I have NO idea where she is."


Sasha bolted upright. "Wait, WHAT?" She threw off the covers, slipped off the bed, and headed for the door.


"Hey, where are you going?" I called after her, sliding across the bed myself.


"To check her room," Sasha called over her shoulder, already two steps down the stairs.


"She's NOT in her bedroom. You think I'd be like this if she was?"


Sasha didn't answer, undeterred. But two minutes later she stomped back upstairs, folded her arms across her chest, and glared at me. "What happened?" she barked.


"It's complicated."


Sasha's eyebrow went up, and her feet started tapping the floor. "I'm waiting."


I sighed and perched my heels on the bed frame before planting my elbows on my thighs and dropping my chin into my palms. "Well first, Brooke called me to say that she and the girls were going back to Carter's tonight."


"Going back? With everything they know about what Elyse went through?"


"Apparently they met up with Carter and he explained his side of the story. In a nutshell, Elyse is a crazy drug addict who will lie through her teeth and say anything to manipulate people into giving her what she wants."


"And I suppose he insisted he's just an innocent victim in all this, a truly stand-up guy, nevermind that he plies women with narcotics so they can get loosened up enough for him to jerk off watching them get fucked."


I grimaced. "In so many words, sure."


"And they BOUGHT that?"


I sighed. "To some degree or another, yes. Lexi's in love, and DJ and Brooke and the rest wanted to keep an eye on her. Me too."


"You left Elyse alone?"


"Well she was actually gone before I went to Carter's party last night. I went there to go LOOK for her."


Sasha's eyebrows popped. "She was gone BEFORE? When?"


"I'm not explaining this very well," I said with a wince. "Let me start over chronologically: I went over to Brooke's place to try and talk some sense into the froshling girls. Andie and Jamie were here keeping an eye on Elyse. While I was out, Elyse stole my emergency cash and walked out the door. Jamie tried to stop her and got a black eye for her troubles. THEN, figuring that Elyse might have gone back to her original supplier, I sent Andie and Jamie home to the Tri-Delt House and I drove to Carter's to look for Elyse."


I paused to collect my thoughts, but Sasha impatiently stamped her foot, demanding, "And... ?"


I sighed. "Couldn't find her. The minute Carter saw me, he came over to say 'hi'. I asked where Elyse was, and he gave me a strange look and was all, 'I thought she was with you'. I explained that she stole my money and bolted, and he clapped his arm around my back and tried to console me for being only the latest guy of a few dozen to get screwed over by her. Said she'd pulled this stunt with another of his friends the day after Jillian died, claiming that she'd 'seen her own future as Jillian's body went cold on the floor'. Carter said she cleaned the guy out and showed up on his doorstep with enough money to buy more drugs."


Sasha frowned and thought about that. "Well then she's probably at Carter's again, looking to buy drugs with the money she stole from YOU."


"But he insisted that she hasn't shown up." I shrugged helplessly. "When his buddy told him about her stealing about a month ago, Carter said he checked Elyse into rehab. But then she ran away and he hadn't heard from her until Lexi told him she was with us."


"And you just took his word for it..."


"Of course not. I insisted on looking around for her myself, thinking that he might have stashed her away in some room. He let me look around, even hang out in his Voyeur Room while he had some wicked three-way on the other side of the glass. But I never found her. In the end I went back upstairs to keep an eye on Brooke and DJ. I could tell they were a bit more subdued than normal, but they stuck around with their friends until 1am. So I had to stick around as well, and only when they finally went home safe and sound did I leave, too. That's it."


Frowning and still with her arms folded across her chest, Sasha chewed on all that for a minute before glaring at me once more and barking, "That's it? Elyse didn't say anything to you before she left? Gave you no indications she was about to bolt?"


I shook my head. "No, nothing. I had no clue."


Grimacing, Sasha stomped her foot and did a quarter-turn to glare at the wall. "Why did you LEAVE her?"


"I HAD to. Once I found out Brooke and DJ and their friends were going back there, I HAD to try and convince them not to."


"You should have brought Elyse WITH you to help prove your point! Kept her within your sight!"


I groaned. "Okay maybe I should have. But this isn't the first time we've left her with Andie and Jamie. They know her. There's never been an issue before."


"There only had to be an issue ONCE. She freaked out and they couldn't do a thing to stop her. Fuck, this is my fault. I shouldn't have gone back to the club. If I'd BEEN here tonight then--"


"Then maybe she would have given YOU a black eye instead," I interrupted.


Sasha shook her head. "She wouldn't have. Not me. She was my friend."


"Was she? Or was she really a user who manipulated our compassion into giving her a soft landing until she could scrape up the money to buy herself another fix?"


Sasha leveled me with a look. "Do NOT tell me you believe a thing Carter said to convince your little sister. Now I've never met the guy, but from what you've told me – and from what Elyse told me – well let's just say that in my line of work I've seen enough guys like him."


I sighed and rubbed my forehead. "I don't know WHAT to think. Maybe Elyse is exactly the person we came to know these past few days, trying desperately to get clean but fighting so many mental demons along the way. Maybe she's a manipulative user like Carter says. Maybe she's somewhere in-between. I don't KNOW. That's what's got my head spinning tonight and that's why I'm still up right now, unable to think straight and unable to sleep."


Sasha held her forehead with one hand and put her other hand on her hip. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and exhaled heavily. Shaking her head slowly, she frowned and muttered, "I have no IDEA where she'd be now. Shacked up with some lowlife dealer, getting plowed while she drifts away to dreamland? Huddled in an alley leaning against a dumpster to get out of the wind? I don't know."


I opened my arms and reached out to her. "I know..."


She gave me a pained look as she slowly approached the bed. "Is it crazy for me to want to hop in your car and start driving up and down the streets screaming her name?"


I raised my eyebrows. "Crazy? Yes ... But I get it."


Slipping onto the mattress beside me, she shook her head. "The rational part of my brain knows I'm being ridiculous. Fuck, I only met her a week ago, but it's been kind of an intense week, you know? We got so close, so fast. I feel responsible for her, and I feel like I've failed her."


"I know the feeling," I replied, wrapping my arms around her and tugging her against my side while I sat back against the headboard. "But there's really nothing we can do. Elyse made her choice. She knows where we live, and she knows how to contact us. But she took that money, punched Jamie in the face, and walked out the door."


"So what? We just let her walk away?"


I sighed. "For tonight, at least, there's nothing either of us can do."





10:12 AM



"Hey there, stranger," Lynne greeted as she opened the door. "It's good to see you."


I blinked in surprise to see Lynne, and with a frown, I glanced around to make sure I hadn't mistakenly walked up to the wrong door. But although the physical layout was similar, there was no mistaking that I was standing on the second floor landing and was in front of the north-side apartment, not Lynne's ground floor/south-side place. "What are you doing here?"


"I invited her up after you called me to say you were coming over," Amber explained from just inside the doorway. The gorgeous blonde bombshell was still dressed in a sheer nightshirt and a bathrobe, the robe open from throat to tails and the nightshirt short enough to show off her long, long legs and make me wonder whether or not she was wearing underwear. Clearly, from the way her nipples poked through the satin shirt, she wasn't wearing a bra.


I gawked for a moment. It had been a while since I'd last gotten laid, by my standards at least. But remembering why I'd come here, I stood erect and got my brain screwed on straight. "Right. Hi, Lynne. I'm glad to see you."


The petite brunette folded her arms across her chest and gave me a withering glare. "Elyse Laughton shows up on your doorstep drugged out and disheveled, spends almost a week in your house, and you don't even CALL me? Did you forget I was her friend, too?"


I blinked rapidly and my jaw went slack as my memory darted back to the high school cheerleading squad. "Uh ... well ... yeah, I did forget. Sorry," I apologized before a new thought came to me. "Wait, shouldn't Bert have told you about her? On the phone or something? You guys talk all the time."


"That guy ... If he was here instead of on that family trip I'd strangle him with my bare hands." Lynne rolled her eyes and waved me off. "He told me you'd taken in a stray, so to speak. But he only told me she was a girl you'd known from Carter's party freshmen year, and he's been decidedly closed-mouthed about the whole thing. My guess is he's embarrassed and doesn't want to tell me too many details about what stupid shit he did or what crazy slut he hooked up with or something. I never knew it was ELYSE until Amber told me her name like twenty minutes ago."


I shrugged. "Well you know now. And to be honest, I don't think you being around would have made any difference. She's gone now."


Lynne sighed, and rather belatedly she stepped forward and wrapped her arms around my torso. I held her to me and gently patted her back. And she murmured quietly, "Well whatever the reason, it's good to see you."


"You too."


Lynne stepped back and smiled at my traveling companion. "Hi, Sasha."


"Hi, Lynne," Sasha replied from beside me where she'd been quietly watching the entire exchange.


"So ... how was your medical conference?" I asked, shrugging at Amber.


"It was fine, but not as important as this. Besides, I don't want to have this conversation out my front door," Amber said with a nod across the way while crossing her arms over her chest protectively. "The new guy in the apartment over there has been ogling me for the past month, and I wouldn't put it past him to be staring over here with binoculars right now."





Lynne and Amber listened patiently while Sasha and I recapped the events of the past week for them, only interrupting occasionally to ask a clarification question here and there. Then, I told Amber about meeting with the froshlings last night and Lexi claiming that Elyse was a liar who'd fudged the entire story. My inclination was to discount Lexi's claims as the product of Carter's manipulations, but at the same time I couldn't be entirely sure of Elyse's reliability, either.


According to Amber, the truth was somewhere in-between. She'd known Elyse from the first time she arrived on the scene with her ex-boyfriend Dexter a little more than two years ago.


"At the time, Elyse was one of Carter's 'girlfriends', although he didn't mean the term like you or I would mean it. He was a player, through and through, and he was charming enough to pull it off. Every couple of months we'd see some new green-eyed brunette on his arm. Sometimes the new girl stuck around; other times she never came back. But Elyse stayed around as part of Carter's harem for a long time – a couple of years or something – until last December or so when Cameron told me Elyse wasn't a 'girlfriend' anymore."


"Elyse claimed they had a falling out after she tried to get clean," I said, leaning forward in my seat with my elbows on my knees.


Amber shrugged. "I don't know the details, just what Cameron told me off-hand. At the time, I wasn't really interested in pressing her for more information."


"So that means you weren't around when all the other crap Elyse claims happened went down."


Amber shook her head. "I wasn't, but I'd been there to see others fall off the wagon. It wasn't pretty. Meth addiction is deadly, and I mean that literally. There was this one girl, Raleigh ... I only ever saw pictures, but let's just say she didn't die a quiet death."


Sasha shuddered beside me.


Amber winced. "Sorry. I'm sure Elyse is doing better than that."


"But you don't know, do you?" Sasha replied quietly.


Amber shrugged helplessly. "Sometimes girls find a way to get clean. Sometimes they get help. I'm proof of that."


"But sometimes a girl turns to prostitution?"


Amber winced. "It's not unheard of. Although to be fair, once a girl goes down that path ... well ... the rest of the party circle doesn't really want to have that girl around much, you know? Ruins the vibe. Party people don't want to associate with that sort of thing..."


"But would Carter ... well ... pimp out his girls that way?"


Amber winced again. "It's complicated. I can't imagine him ever sending girls out onto the streets the way you might think of a pimp. More like ... he'd run an escort service for his rich friends. Arrange a friendly companion. Play matchmaker a bit. But there was never a 900-number or an ad in the yellow pages. He just sort of did that stuff for people he was connected to, you know?"


"And you were part of all that?" Lynne asked with a rather obvious tightness in her eyes.


"Me? Goodness, no," Amber exclaimed immediately. "I was a party girl, not one of Carter's thralls. For one thing, I always had enough money to cover my expenses. For another, my ego would never let me stoop to that sort of thing. I did some crazy things while wired, and a few things I'm not proud of as well, but nothing like that."


"But you can see Elyse doing that."


"She did, I know that for a fact. It's part of being one of Carter's favorites, like being the entertainment in his Showroom. He arranges all that."


"And the thing with Jasper?" I asked. "Could Carter have 'sold' her to him?"


Amber grimaced and shook her head. "I kinda doubt it. I only ever saw the guy a few times, but your friend was right about that one: Carter DETESTS Jasper. Those two do NOT get along, and the few times he showed up, Carter went out of his way to make sure his goons kicked the guy out pronto."


I exhaled wearily, taking it all in. "So Elyse lied to me."


Sasha put her hand on my leg. "She didn't lie about everything."


"I don't know, maybe she did. Maybe everything she ever told us was a bald-faced lie designed to manipulate us."


"To what end? For two grand in cash and a roof over her head for a few nights? I don't think so." Sasha shook her head. "If she was that desperate of an addict, she'd have been getting high from the beginning. Instead, she was drug-free for almost an entire week right up until something snapped inside her Friday night and she ran away. I choose to believe that she didn't deliberately mislead us. I choose to believe that she's scared, and she's alone, and for one reason or another, she felt that she HAD to do what she did that night. For all we know, she's back at our house right now, crying on the doorstep and hoping you'll let her in again so she can apologize for stealing the money and running off to get her fix last night."


I blinked. "You really think so?"


Sasha shrugged helplessly. "I want to think so, don't you?"


I took a deep breath. "Then maybe we'd better get back to the house."





12:24 PM



Elyse wasn't crying on our doorstep, and there was no sign that she'd come by the house while we were gone.


Neither of us knew what to do. I called Adrienne, just to let her know what was going on since she was the one who'd sent Elyse to my doorstep in the first place. She seemed suitably concerned but of course couldn't do anything from where she was. And besides, she was pretty busy and couldn't stay on the phone long.


After a bit, I came up with the idea of calling the police, just to see if Elyse had been picked up or anything. The cops couldn't open a missing persons report or anything just yet, especially since I wasn't related to Elyse in any way. But I managed to convince the sergeant to put my phone number into the system so that if she (or if "Serena Grey") did turn up, somebody would give me a call.


Sasha wanted to go looking for her, and asked me to stay in the house just in case Elyse came back. I told her she was crazy, and asked where she planned to start looking. Her suggestion of heading into Oakland and asking random black people where she could buy some crystal meth was met with a wide-eyed look and even more accusations that she was being crazy.


"Beautiful, busty 21-year-old girl like you walking into the seedy parts of town looking for that kind of trouble? You're likely to get kidnapped and sold into sex trafficking!"


In the end, Sasha resigned herself to the fact that she had no idea what to do. She plopped down on the couch, turned on the television, and tried in vain to stare at it until she could stop thinking about Elyse. Then when that didn't work, she put her face in her hands and shook her head for a few seconds before looking up at me and saying, "Come here and open your fly."


I blinked. "Uh ... what?"


"I need a distraction."


"And your idea is to give me a blowjob?!?"


"Well ... I don't know what else to DO!" Sasha flailed her arms out and shook them before abruptly curling into a ball, pulling her knees up to her chest and wrapping her arms around them. Her heels on the edge of her seat, she rocked slightly and put her face down into her knees. "I can't take it, this feeling of ... helplessness. Not now. Not again."


I'd already moved to sit beside her, and I was in the middle of stroking her back when the word "again" finally hit me. "This isn't the first time someone's walked out on you," I stated in realization.


Sasha shuddered and pressed her face even deeper into her knees.


"Sasha, I'm so sorry I didn't realize it sooner."


"Not your fault," she mumbled.


Instead of stroking her back, I wrapped my arms around her and molded myself against her body. Her rocking stilled, but she still shuddered every now and again. Gently, I told her, "This isn't the same as what happened with your mom."


"What, doing drugs and disappearing?" she scoffed. "It's exactly the same."


I frowned and hugged her tighter. "But Elyse isn't your Mom. She's just a girl, a scared girl, and if nothing else I think we understand a little better why she would have left. Elyse is an addict, and she told us from the beginning there was a high probability that she'd bolt in search of another fix. I know it hurts. I know you invested yourself into trying to help her, but this isn't the same as a parent abandoning you."


"I know, I know. The rational part of me knows. But it still sucks to have someone walk away from you like that." Sasha took a deep breath, and some of her shuddering went away. "I didn't do a thing for my mom. I didn't help her, even as SHE spiraled into addiction. Maybe I wasn't the grown-up I am today, but I wasn't a child, either. I was old enough to do something, but I didn't. I lost her, and now I've lost Elyse, too."


"You can't compare what happened with your Mom when you were a teenager to what's happening with Elyse now. They're different situations, different people. You're a different person. And you can't let your guilt over what happened then affect what's going on right now."


"But it does. Different situation, different person, but the same feeling of helplessness. Same feeling that it's somehow my fault, that if only I'd done something different she wouldn't have abandoned me."


"The only one at fault here is Elyse. She's the one who walked out the door."


Sasha snorted and shook her head. "Can't believe she'd do this to me, especially after what happened in her own past. Did you know her Mom walked out on her, too? It was one of those things we bonded about from the beginning. I sometimes wondered if our two moms were out there somewhere, together, bonding over the daughters they left behind."


"You can't dwell on that. You've already let your pain from losing your mom impact the way you treated Elyse, but you can't let it continue to affect the way you handle the pain right now. It's too much for anyone to handle, it's misplaced, and you're smart enough to know that."


Sasha exhaled slowly, and she began to uncurl, so I backed away and gave her a little space. She sat up a little straighter, although she still had her arms wrapped around her knees. "Fine. So maybe my guilt over not doing more to stop my mom's addiction played a role in how fervently I wanted to help Elyse. But that doesn't mean I shouldn't have tried, and it doesn't mean it doesn't hurt like hell to have a second person walk out of my life like this."


"I know it doesn't."


Giving me a red-eyed, haunted look, Sasha swallowed thickly before mumbling, "I can't sit around and do nothing. If I do I'll go insane. So come here and unzip your fly."


I rolled my eyes. "Like I could even get it up right now."


"You're Big Ben. You're always ready."


I frowned and shot her a look. She simply sighed and rubbed her face with her right hand. But I reached for that hand, gently took it away from her face, and leaned in to tenderly kiss her on the forehead. "I get that you don't like feeling helpless. I don't either. It's just ... there's nothing else we can do, not for her."


Sasha shook her head sadly and put her face back down on her knees.


Not for her...


Not for her...


But maybe for someone else?


Here's a bright idea: Why don't you go get Kim?



Kim?


Yeah. Skinny little Japanese chick? Pregnant with your baby? Remember her?



Of course.


You've put her off long enough, don't you think?



Yeah ... Probably too long, in fact.


Damn fucking straight.



I took a deep breath and stood up from my spot on the couch. "Look, if you want a distraction, I've got something I need to do. Elyse will ... well ... I guess she's on her own for now. But for me, I'm going to get out of here. Still, especially after that talk we just had, I'm not just going to walk out on you. Why don't you come with me?"


Sasha looked up at me. "And go where?"


"To Kim. I feel as helpless as you do right now, and I can't do a damn thing for Elyse. But I've got to do something productive, and to be honest ... Even though I've been scared to go do something about Kim, I've put her off for Elyse's sake more than I should have already."


Sasha glared at me. "What? You can't give up on Elyse! You're Big Ben. Mr. White Knight himself, come to save the beautiful maidens from the terrible world we live in."


I shook my head. "I'm not giving up on Elyse. If she comes back, or if we find some trace of her whereabouts, I'll be right with you and do what I can to help her. But she's not here right now, and she's not here by her own choice. Nobody showed up in this house and kidnapped her against her will. She walked away, and after telling us she wouldn't hurt a fly, she punched Jamie to get out the door."


"That doesn't mean she isn't in trouble at this very moment and in need of our help!"


"There are a LOT of people out in the world that are in deep shit and in need of somebody's help, but we can't help all of them."


"I'm not asking you to help all of them, just Elyse. Come ON."


I sighed. "Okay, maybe I wasn't with her day and night for the past week the way you were, so maybe I'm not as ... attached to her as you are. She's not my guilt-replacement for a lost mom, so it's not as personal to me. But you have to remember that a week ago you didn't even know Elyse existed. She showed up needing our help, and we really did our best for her while she was here, didn't we?"


"You promised," Sasha glared at me with evil in her eyes. "You promised you'd never let her go back on the street."


I frowned. "I promised I'd never PUT her back out on the street, and I'll stick to that promise. If she wants to stay here, for this to be her sanctuary, I'll let her in immediately. But how far do we really have to go to rescue her? Sasha, we're WEEKS away from graduation. I've got a LOT of other shit on my plate. Really, I tried to do the right thing for her in the first place and look at where it's gotten us! Right now, there's nothing I can do about Elyse. But there IS something I can do about Kim. SHE means a ton to me as well, and I've stuck my head in the sand for waaayyy too long as it is. Can you please understand that?"


Sasha huffed and folded her arms across her chest, like she didn't WANT to understand, but a moment later she screwed up her face and looked a little peeved to realize I was right. "Fine..." she pouted.


I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. "I'm going to go and try to fix things with Kim, but I'm not sure I'd feel comfortable with you being alone. Do you want to come with me?"


She waved me off dismissively. "And if Elyse comes back here while we're gone? No, I'm staying. I'll change into some comfortable clothes, make a bunch of food, and stare at the TV for a while."


"All day? Maybe you should get your homework done."


"Are you kidding me? I can't think about my studies at a time like this. Could you? No, I'll wait as long as I need for Elyse to come home."


I made a face, not exactly liking the idea of my house being Elyse's "home", but it would be arguing semantics at a time like this. "How about we call someone to keep you company?"


"Like who?"


"Andie ... Jamie ... Peyton," I suggested. "You girls are friends now, aren't you? And Peyton promised she'd be available to help out with this situation."


"Maybe. But I'm not sure how Andie and Jamie feel about this place after what Elyse did to them last night."


"Still..."


"I'll be fine," Sasha insisted.


With a sigh, I replied, "Okay, okay. Call me if you hear anything. I'll come right back."


Sasha suddenly picked her head up. "But what if something comes up? I don't have any transportation."


I thought about that for a half-second and dug into my pocket. "You don't have a car, but you DID get your driver's license, right?"


Sasha popped her eyebrows. "Uh, yeah."


I tossed her my car keys. "Mustang's out front if you need it."


"But what about you?"


I shrugged. "It's Kim. I've got a bike now, remember?"
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It had been nearly three months since I'd last ridden a motorcycle, and while some might say "it's just like riding a bike", I can tell you that it's not that easy. Add in the fact that it was only my second trip riding this far, and it's a wonder I didn't kill myself along the way.


But I made it down to Sunnyvale in one piece, slowed down the Triumph, and made a right turn into the driveway of a now-familiar suburban house.


I'd expected to have a few minutes to compose myself. I'd figured I would park on the curb, remove my helmet, and take a deep breath to gather my thoughts. Then, once I was ready to face Kim – or more importantly, to face her father – I'd walk up to the front door, ring the bell, and let the chips fall where they may.


I wouldn't have that kind of time.


The garage door was rolled up when I pulled into the driveway. Two motorcycles were parked inside, and the two people hunched over them both looked up at my approach.


One of them was Kim.


At first, she merely gawked at me as I turned off the engine and bent to remove my helmet. But once I got my helmet off, I looked up to find that she'd bolted out of the garage and was only two feet away from me. Still straddling the bike, I could barely brace myself for the impact as she wrapped her arms around my neck and sealed her lips over mine.


No fireworks went off in my head, no explosions of joy and bliss and pleasure all mixed into one spectacular burst of all that is happy and good. Instead, I felt like a dark cloud of damp, heavy humidity that had been fogging up my brain suddenly evaporate into nothingness, leaving me lighter than air as Kim and I floated away in a sea of exhausted relief.


She still loved me.


After everything we'd been through, after three months of almost no contact and her obedience to her father to stay at home and stay away from me, she still loved me. Sure, she'd told me as much when she called a week ago to tell me we were having a boy, but that had come only moments before reminding me that if faced with a choice between me and her father, she would choose him.


This was different from hearing her say she loved me. This was Kim's kiss, a touch of longing and desire and... need for me ... mingled with the detachment of her aloof nature and the impish deviance of her Mona Lisa smile all rolled into one. It was everything I knew about her and everything she represented to me. And it was everything I'd missed about her over the past few months.


Because of her father.


No, because she'd chosen her father over me.


And speaking of her father...


"Ahem..."


Well, he didn't say "ahem" so much as that he cleared his throat in that low, rumbling way people do intentionally when they don't NEED to clear their throats but they want to get your attention anyway.


Opening my eyes, but still with my lips on Kim's, I tilted my head to look behind her and felt my stomach knot up as I realized that the second person who'd been in the garage this entire time was ... you got it ... Kim's father. Feeling his baleful glare on us, I sat up straight and gently but firmly pried Kim off of me, doing my best to project calmness and confidence. But inside I was freaking out as I realized that save for the exquisite relief of that first kiss with Kim, everything about this encounter was going exactly WRONG.


"Okay ... here comes the restraining order," I muttered beneath my breath, staring right back at Mr. Fukuzaki.


"I shouldn't have kissed you," Kim mumbled while letting her forehead fall forward against my chest.


"Probably not," I replied before bending down and pecking the crown of her head. "But I'm glad you did."


"Me, too..." she sighed rapturously before hugging me fiercely. But after only a few moments, she sighed and pulled away, holding her hands in front of her and bowing her head obediently.


Setting my helmet down, I finally dismounted the Triumph and unzipped my motorcycle jacket.


"Ben..." Kim mumbled quietly. "You need to be strong."


I took a deep breath and nodded. Summoning all my confidence and strength, I kept my eyes on Kim's father, ignoring Kim by my side as I strode up the driveway and into the garage to meet him.


Now face-to-face, I bowed my head momentarily before standing erect and stating evenly, "Sir, I apologize for coming here against your direct orders to stay away. But I would like to explain that despite what just happened there on the driveway, my intent is not to come and convince Kim to leave with me. I respect your authority over your daughter and your right to do what you think is best for her. At the same time, I ask that you please understand that I ALSO care deeply for Kim, especially now that she is carrying my son. I have come here not in an attempt to change your mind regarding your decision to keep her safe at home, or even to keep her away from me. But thus far you have not given me the chance to truly explain to you how I feel about her, how much she means to me, and how important both she and her baby are to my future. Please, sir, I have come here asking for the opportunity to talk to you. And once we are done, I will respect your wishes for me to stay away until such time as you deem appropriate."


Mr. Fukuzaki's eyes narrowed, and he scrutinized me for what felt like two full minutes. That's a hundred and twenty seconds of staring (one ... two ... three ... four ... five... ), and I wasn't exactly comfortable while he did it.


By the end of it, I was starting to wonder if I'd used too many complex English words for a non-native speaker to easily process, but just when I started thinking to repeat myself using simpler vocabulary, Mr. Fukuzaki cleared his throat again.


"Kimiko, stay here and finish the repair," he stated gruffly. "Benjamin ... follow me."
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Thoroughly exhausted, both physically and emotionally, after the hour-long ride back to Berkeley, I slowed down the Triumph and turned into my own driveway. The Mustang was still parked there, with no sign of it being moved in the time that I'd been gone. On the other hand, a semi-familiar BMW 5-series WAS in the driveway, so I figured that Sasha had found herself some company after all.


Indeed, I walked into the living room to find Peyton, Annette Bergstrom, and Natalee Kirby on the couches with Sasha, the four young women carrying out some inane conversation about nothing important. I was relieved to see that Sasha had found some company rather than be cooped up alone in the house, although I was quite surprised to discover exactly who had come to call.


"Uh, hi ladies," I greeted with a mildly perplexed smile. "Funny seeing you here."


"Ben!" Sasha exclaimed as she turned around in her seat, only now realizing that I'd returned.


"After Jamie and Andie told me what happened last night with Elyse and everything, I wanted to check in on you in person," Peyton explained as she stood up and walked around the couch to give me a hug.


I patted her back. With a shrug, I replied, "Well you know about as much as we know. She just took off and nobody has a clue where she went."


Peyton pursed her lips. "I'm sorry. Andie and Jamie are really sorry. They're holed up in the Chapter House blaming themselves. Well, Jamie's a little miffed at getting popped in the eye, but Andie's practically inconsolable."


I grimaced. "Ah, shit. I should go over there..."


"No, don't," Peyton said quickly.


I frowned. "Why not?"


She gave me a steady look, took a deep breath, and folded her arms across her chest. "Do you love Andie? I mean, 'in love'?"


I winced.


"Thought not. Andie will be fine. Just let her cool down on her own for a bit. Going over there right now to comfort her will only fan the flames of her infatuation with you."


I frowned. "But I can't just--"


"You can," she cut me off. "It's for the best. You don't need to baby her."


I shook my head. "At least tell them I don't blame them, alright?"


Peyton nodded. "Sure. I've told them so, but I can tell them you actually said so when I get back."


I nodded my thanks and turned back to the living room. Annette and Natalee were waiting patiently, but Sasha was giving me some questioning looks. When I focused my attention on her, she sat up straight and asked, "So how'd things go with Kim?"


I sighed wearily, closed my eyes, and reached up to pinch the bridge of my nose. Rubbing it, I muttered, "Well ... ah ... things didn't go quite like I'd hoped."


Sasha looked at me inquisitively, clearly expecting further detail, but I swept my gaze across Annette and Natalee before settling on Peyton.


She had already read the situation. "Private conversation?" Peyton asked.


I shrugged in apology. "Kinda, yeah."


She nodded with her head toward the stairs. "Go on. Take as long as you need. The girls and I will stay here in case Elyse shows up, okay?"


I smiled warmly at the Tri-Delt President. "Thanks."





I stood by the window overlooking the street, staring outside and mentally retracing the route between my house and Kim's, way south in Sunnyvale. I wondered what she was doing right now. I wondered exactly what her father was saying to her about our conversation.


Sometime later, I glanced back and found Sasha waiting patiently for me, curled up in one of my bedroom's armchairs with her feet tucked beneath her. I'd paused mid-explanation to pace over to the window, and she was ready to pick up right where we'd left off.


"You actually TOLD him his only daughter is a submissive?" she asked with a bemused smile.


I sighed. "I had to. I had to make him realize that I understand how Kim thinks, and that she's a very special girl with special needs."


Sasha shook her head wryly. "I still remember the first time you told ME she's a submissive, back when Kim's dad first kicked you out of his house. I didn't get it then, and I'm not sure I get it now."


"Took me a while to wrap my head around as well. It's complicated, and nothing like I might have expected from what little I've heard about Doms and subs."


"Certainly not like anything I've seen, either. We get that sometimes, guys or even couples wanting to role-play with me. But those are games, and I can't see Kim acting like that."


"She doesn't, not usually. At least, she doesn't with me. Like I said--"


"It's complicated," Sasha finished for me with a smile. "But did he get it? Kim's dad?"


I sighed. "Eventually. From the way he initially reacted, I knew I had to stop using the word 'submissive' right away. Instead, I tried to stress that Kim is a very obedient young woman who loves him dearly, so much that she derives great satisfaction from her obedience to him and great dissatisfaction from disappointing him, even more so than most children. He seemed to like that idea."


Sasha nodded.


"But I also explained that she can be very vulnerable at the same time. Absent a strong presence she can latch onto, it's in her nature to follow the crowd. I managed to elicit a few examples from him where he saw that pattern of behavior with her siblings at least. She doesn't volunteer new ideas, or even suggestions, always willing to go with the flow and do whatever everyone else wants to do. And if she ever ended up in the wrong crowd, she could easily be led into a bad situation."


"Ouch. I'll bet he didn't like hearing that."


"He didn't. Kinda amplified his paranoia and made him want to lock her up in the house for the rest of her life. But I needed to scare him a little because he's GOT to realize he can't be there forever, and even if he could, that's no life for a young woman."


"So what? You convinced him that YOU'D be there for her forever?" Sasha arched an eyebrow.


I sighed. "I tried to. Whether or not he believes me ... remains to be seen."


Sasha furrowed her eyebrows. "WILL you be there for her forever?"


I blinked and walked back to the chairs, sitting down across from her. Leaning forward with my elbows on my knees and my hands clasped together, I looked at Sasha seriously and replied, "Yes. Yes I will be, if he'll let me."


She took a deep breath and frowned. "That's quite the commitment, especially from you."


"She's carrying my child. It's that simple."


"It's not that simple. You're not the first guy to have a kid out of wedlock. There are many ways of being there for your kid that don't necessarily include being there for the kid's mother."


"Perhaps, but then that wouldn't be me."


"So what, if some other girl ended up pregnant, you'd commit to taking care of her for the rest of your lives? Someone like... Casey. Ooh, lots of love there."


I shook my head. "It's not about committing to my baby mama just because she's my baby mama. This is something specific to Kim."


"You really care about her that much? Don't get me wrong, I've always known you were friends, but let's be realistic: You went through Tri-Delt West and invited me into your home and had that little rescue-damsel-in-distress thing with Peyton and now this past week the whole fucked-up business with Elyse and Carter. And Kim's been out there this whole time, pregnant with your baby, and you've seemingly barely even THOUGHT about her."


"I've thought about her. I think about her a lot. But unlike Peyton or Elyse when either of those two came to me, Kim is actually in a very good situation. She's home, surrounded by family, and being given the best care. Sure, I'd rather have had her here with me, but the thing about my relationship with her that you might not realize is that even if she WAS here, all of these events with the Tri-Delts and Peyton and Elyse and yes, even you moving in ... all of those things would still have happened."


Sasha gave me a skeptical look. "Really?"


I shrugged. "Believe me or don't, but I know her and I know our relationship. Hell, right around the same time we were doing our level-best to GET her pregnant – on purpose, I'll remind you – she was also encouraging me to go on those initial 'dates' with Casey and Carolyn and Chevelle and the Tri-Delts. And she went ahead and let you make that video with me and Adrienne. My sex life is not in conflict with my relationship with her."


"You tell all of that to Kim's father?"


I rolled my eyes. "Of course not."


"Did you tell him you'd marry her?"


I took a deep breath, looked at the floor, and looked back up at Sasha. Shaking my head slowly, I replied, "No."


She scrutinized my expression and correctly guessed, "But he wants you to."


"Yes, he does. But I won't."


"Why not?"


I blinked. "You mean besides the fact that Kim won't marry ME?"


"Yeah, besides that. If his big problem is that you won't make an honest woman of her, then why don't you insist to him that you would marry Kim? Then his problem wouldn't be with you, but with convincing HER to marry you."


"But I wouldn't marry Kim."


"And ... why NOT?"


"Because she doesn't want to marry me. Even pointed out how much of a mistake it would be when I suggested it."


"That's circular. IF Kim would marry you, would you marry her?"


"No."


"And why not?"


"Because I wouldn't."


"She's not good enough for you?"


"Not the reason. I wouldn't marry ... Jamie ... Do I need to go out of my way to explain why?"


"No, but then Jamie's not Kim. Or at least, I don't think she's as special to you as you claim Kim is."


"I wouldn't marry anybody right now. I won't even DATE anybody right now, remember?"


"That's different. Kim is a completely different situation: she's pregnant and carrying your child. You've known her for years already, and you've told me point blank that you impregnated her quite intentionally. Went out of your way for about a week to make sure she was good and plugged up with sperm during her fertile time if I recall. So boom, she's pregnant. Congratulations, you're going to get the kid and family you always wanted. Now the only thing standing in the way of getting her and your baby boy back into your life is your willingness to marry her, so the choice is simple: Do you marry her and get her back into your life? Or do you NOT marry her and continue to be estranged from your only child and your only child's mother?"


"I can't marry her because Kim can't be my wife, period."


"Why not?"


"Because I don't love her that way, not in that forever love, romantic partner 'from now until death do us part' way."


"You know that for sure? And even knowing that, you spent a whole week making good and sure she was knocked up?"


"I did."


"That's fucked up, man."


I barked a short laugh, shook my head, and stood up to walk to the window again. I was still smiling, but when I looked back at Sasha she was scowling at me. "You don't approve?" I asked.


She sighed, dropped an elbow onto the armrest, and flopped her cheek into an open palm. "I don't get it. And I don't get my feelings for you. Every time I stop to think about our relationship, I find myself wondering why the hell I'm in love with you. You show me a million reasons why I shouldn't be in love with you, about how you represent the absolute WORST qualities a boyfriend and future husband should have. You ARE a man-whore, and watching you mow down girl after girl in this house only confirms it. You know full well that Andie and I are head-over-heels for you, and know that we'd both love to be your girlfriend, and yet you continue ... What's the phrase?... 'getting the milk for free'. It's borderline sociopathic."


I started to speak, but Sasha held both hands out to cut me off.


"I know, I know. You've been upfront and honest with us this whole time, and you 'acknowledge' our feelings even if you don't return them, but still..."


"I DO care about both of you."


"Equally? Don't answer that. Trap question." Sasha winced and covered her forehead with one hand. "And now this whole thing with Kim. This ... promise to her father to be there for her forever and yet NOT marry her because you don't love her like that ... It's hard for me to wrap my head around."


"It's complicated."


She sighed. "Look, I know you came up here to tell me about how things went with Kim, but I can't help but wonder where I stand in all of this."


"You?"


She gave me a puppy-dog look. "I've made clear to you that I'd like nothing better than to become your girlfriend, now and beyond graduation."


I sighed and nodded.


"But you don't take me up on it. You tell me you're not ready for a serious relationship and that you've set this arbitrary time of graduation to wait things out and see where your life is at, which I can sort of understand. But still, I can't help but wonder if your reasons are less about waiting for graduation to decide and more that you've already decided that you simply don't love me and never will." Her voice had started to crack.


"Sasha, that's actually not--"


"And now this thing with Kim! She hasn't been here all semester, and you say you already know you'll never have that kind of romantic love for her, yet you're totally willing to commit to taking care of her for the rest of your lives. That's big. That's HUGE. That's incredible. But if you can commit like that even though you KNOW you don't love her, what does it say that you can't give ME any kind of commitment, period? Certainly it seems to imply that your love for me is even lower than what you feel for Kim, and if that's the case then what the hell am I even DOING here anymore?"


"Sasha..." I soothed again, putting my hand on top of hers. I'd crossed the gap between our chairs and now knelt in front of her while rubbing the back of her hand. "Please don't doubt my feelings for you. We HAVE talked about this, and we've talked about how I simply haven't been ready to make those kinds of romantic commitments to anyone. Not to you, but not to Kim, either. Not to Andie, not to anyone. It's more than an arbitrary date for graduation; it's about reevaluating my life once I come to that point where school is done and I can stop and face my future. But you DO need to know this: I don't want to lose you. I WANT you in my life, and I hate the idea of you leaving it. You've been my constant these past few months. You've given me companionship, friendship, and intimacy at a time when I needed it most, and for that I'll be forever grateful. And as for love ... well ... I've been holding back that part of me for a while now. I've been scarred by what's happened to me, and I'm ... well ... terrified about being hurt again. But I told you that I KNOW that I don't love Kim in that forever love, romantic partner 'from now until death do us part' way. And the honest truth is, I don't know that I CAN'T love YOU in that way. In fact, I kinda think that I CAN and WILL feel that way about you."


Sasha's eyes blinked rapidly as she gawked at me, her brain processing what I'd just said. Her jaw had gone slack, and after a few more moments, she stood up straighter and gave me a look of total and utter confusion. "Um ... what did you just say?"


I chuckled and smiled before reaching forward and taking both of her hands in mine. Still kneeling in front of her chair, I raised my eyebrows and gave her an earnest expression, explaining, "I said that I'm falling in love with you, Sasha Serafian. I said that after everything we've been through together, from the first confessions in the immediate aftermath of both our break-ups, to the way you stood by me as a friend while I went through all that drama with DJ, and how you've finally become my constant to help me get through all this shit with Kim and with Rutledge and with Elyse ... Well, it's not yet graduation. What precious little brain power I have left is kind of devoted to holding up the bare minimum amount of academic focus I need to ensure I pass my classes and get my degree. But right here, right now, I'm telling you that I want to do more than just acknowledge your love for me. I'm telling you that when school is finally over, I'd like to take the chance and find out if you and I can develop into something more."


She was blinking fast again, and trembling just a little bit. Her hands were limp in my grasp, but presently she began to grip them back. And in an excited, breathless voice she asked quietly, "Really?"


I squeezed her hands. "Really, Sasha. Really."
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"Unnngh..." I grunted, my legs muscles screaming in agony as I dug my toes into the mattress and forced myself to thrust forward as deeply as I could go. Despite the exhausting day, the warm-wet pleasure surrounding my cock felt too good to NOT thrust forward as deeply as I could go, and besides my own selfish quest for pleasure, both my ego and my heart refused to let my lover down.


"Ohhhh..." Sasha moaned blissfully beneath me. She was face-down on my bed and still fully-clothed, save for her panties which were currently dangling around one ankle. She'd worn a comfortable knee-length skirt for the trip to visit Amber and despite saying she'd change into comfortable clothes, she never actually changed out of it. That skirt was now bunched up around her waist, leaving her firm asscheeks exposed to meet my pistoning pelvic pumps. Her hands were stretched out in front of her, fingers gripping the bedsheets while my fingers interlaced themselves with hers. And my chest was pressed flush against her back, pinning her beneath me as I aggressively fucked her to her next climax.


"I'm cumming again..." she whimpered into the mattress, hands bunching up the bedsheets as she quivered and came. As her inner muscles spasmed around my invading rod, she trembled and repeated, "I'm cumming again!"


"Unnngh..." I grunted once more, forcing my way through her clenching tunnel to continue fucking her through her orgasm while feeling myself approaching my own.


To be honest, I was still surprised to find myself in this situation. Still reeling from the emotional exhaustion of the past twenty-four hours or so talking to Brooke, DJ, and Lexi, finding Elyse had left, searching for her at Carter's house, visiting Amber and Lynne, and finally the conversation with Kim's father, the absolute LAST thing I expected to be doing was getting laid. But my confession to Sasha that I was falling for her and that I would be willing to explore a deepening of our relationship once school was over had put her in a mood that would not be denied.


She'd kissed me immediately. Kisses turned to groping. Groping turned to a hand-job. And then she'd fallen backward across my bed, pulled me with her, and demanded that I immediately make love to her.


I'd already cum in her pussy once. That previous load was even now leaking out of her while simultaneously lubricating our current coupling. Five seconds after I blew my first load she was already going down on me to make sure I stayed hard for Round 2. And without bothering to strip off any more of our clothing she flopped onto her belly, grabbed onto the sheets, and ordered me to climb on.


She'd whimpered "I'm cumming again..." three times already since we'd started in this position, and that doesn't even count her very first "I'm cumming..." I'd learned Sasha's buttons pretty well, but even so she'd never been THIS multi-orgasmic in THIS short of a time period. I wasn't even stimulating any of her other senses; once I grabbed onto the backs of her hands and intertwined my fingers with hers, she'd insisted I keep my hands right where they were and continue pinning her down while I pistoned in and out of her from behind. And of course she immediately started cumming again.


It's amazing how a girl will react when you sincerely tell her you're falling in love with her.


"One more..." Sasha now whimpered, squeezing her eyes shut and quivering so cutely. "I'm gonna get one more. Cum with me! Cum in me! Fill me up with your love and never let me go! Cum with me, Ben! Cum! Cum! I'm cumming again! FILLLLL MEEEEEE!!!"


I'd been nibbling on her exposed neck when she started her next orgasm, but the sudden pulsing of her pussy muscles wracked me with such pleasure that I couldn't focus on nibbling any longer as I picked my head up and groaned gutturally. Clenching her hands against my palms, I used them as grips to leverage myself to thrust HARDER and DEEPER and FASTER into Sasha's spasming snatch, hammering her so rapidly that I started to hyperventilate. But there was no stopping myself at this point, and as my vision began to cloud over with inky blackness, I felt my balls compress and then suddenly go slack, releasing great gouts of hot sperm to spray out of me and splatter the insides of Sasha's waiting womb.


"FUUUUUUUCK!" I roared, firing away.


"AHHHHHHHHH!" Sasha screamed, thrashing beneath me.


And finally, my cock ran out of ammo and I slowly lowered myself back down onto Sasha's body as I felt the tension flow out of me while I crushed her beneath my limp weight.


Sometime later, Sasha hummed happily, "Hmm ... That was awesome..."


"Glad you enjoyed it," I murmured into the bedcovers.


Flipping her hands palm-up, Sasha re-interlaced our fingers and squeezed my hands. She turned her cheek so that we were facing each other, a well-satisfied smile dominating her face. She looked far less worn-out than I was feeling, and if anything, she looked energized.


"I love you, Ben," she said sincerely, her eyes big, bright, and luminous.


I smiled back. "I know."


She smirked. "Not ready to say it back yet?" There was no accusation in her voice, but amusement instead.


I blinked. "Eventually. Maybe. But I'm willing to find out."


"Good enough," she replied before leaning forward and pecking me. Taking a deep breath (not an easy thing with a guy's limp body on your back), she collected herself and gave me another easy smile. But after a moment's thought, her smile began to evaporate, leaving an expression of puzzlement in its wake. "One thing though..."


"Hmm?" I asked drowsily, weighed down by weariness from both the emotionally-draining day as well as the recent energetic sex.


"What changed? What's different? I probably shouldn't look a gift horse in the mouth, but what changed your mind? Why did you decide now to tell me you'd take a chance on a relationship with me?"


I blinked. "I can't say, exactly. I certainly didn't walk up here planning to tell you that. I kinda ... I dunno ... I said what I felt, and what I felt in that moment is what I said."


She arched an eyebrow at me. "It's because I doubted our future, isn't it? When I implied that I mean even less to you than Kim does, you started to panic that you'd actually lose me, and something in you decided you didn't want that to happen."


I blinked again. "Uh ... well ... maybe..."


She smirked. "Shoulda tried to walk out on you months ago."


I furrowed my brow. "Don't take this the wrong way, but I don't think it would have worked on me months ago. Too much has happened to us since then, things that have only recently brought us closer than ever."


"Like Elyse."


"Yes."


"And Jamie moving out."


"Yes."


"And Kim leaving school."


I took a deep breath. "Yes."


Sasha now picked her head up, pushing herself upwards so that I took the hint and finally slid off her back and onto the mattress next to her. She rolled onto her side and tucked one arm beneath her head. And with a frown, she stared at me and stated, "And because of whatever happened to you just hours ago with Kim and Kim's dad."


I sighed, pursing my lips and taking a deep breath. "Well ... yeah. But that doesn't mean what I told you isn't true," I added quickly. "I still want to be with you."


She grinned. "And I want to be with you. But the truth is: I interrupted your explanation of what you and Kim's dad REALLY talked about. I think that before -I- jump into anything resembling a serious relationship with you, -I- need to understand just what the hell is going to happen between you two and your baby, fair enough?"


"Completely fair," I replied immediately, and just then, my stomach gurgled quite loudly.


Sasha giggled and glanced down at my tummy. "Hungry? Did you ever manage to go get lunch?"


I shook my head. "No, actually. Been pretty busy. No wonder I'm feeling so tired."


"Then let's get some food. We can talk about Kim and her dad over dinner."


I nodded. "Sounds good."





6:45 PM



Although my first suggestion was to eat dinner in the house and carry out our very private conversation alone, Sasha felt cooped up for far too long already and wanted to get out. Peyton, Annette, and Natalee were still downstairs, and they agreed to camp out until we returned just in case Elyse returned to the house.


So Sasha and I went out and picked up a simple dinner: organic wraps, fresh veggies, and fruit smoothies from a local joint. We took the food with us up into the hills and to the Lawrence Hall of Science with a great view of the city beneath us. And since the hall itself was closed while sunset was still an hour away, we pretty much had the entire plaza to ourselves with plenty of privacy in a wide open space.


The weather was nice, cool enough to encourage cuddling but not so cold as to be uncomfortable. We sat side-by-side on the retaining wall "bench" surrounding the fountain, eating our food and enjoying the view. But once the food was gone Sasha turned herself to sit cross-legged facing me, and setting down her drink between us she gave me a frank look and said, "Okay, let's have it."


"'Let's have it'?"


"You've been avoiding the topic this whole time. We came up here so you could have someone to confide in about this whole Kim-thing, but you've been deflecting and making small-talk about unimportant crap ever since we left the house." She put her elbows on her knees and folded her hands together beneath her chin. "Before, I felt bad because I thought I'd been selfish by changing the subject to your feelings about me instead of letting you talk about Kim, but now I'm wondering if you've been avoiding the subject yourself."


I had the straw of my smoothie in my mouth as she finished, and after one final sip I set my drink down between us as well. Leaning back on my hands, I stared off toward the horizon, drinking in the view of the San Francisco Bay and the Golden Gate Bridge in the distance. And I sighed wearily.


"Maybe I made a mistake," I said finally.


Sasha waited an extra beat to see if I'd continue, but when I didn't she leaned forward a little and asked, "A mistake?"


I sighed. "Getting Kim pregnant."


Sasha blinked. "That's only occurring to you NOW?"


I glanced over at her and rolled my eyes. "I'm serious."


"So am I. I'd like to think you're an intelligent guy; you certainly seem to breeze through your classes so effortlessly that just kills me. And yet I could never figure out how someone as smart as you actually DECIDED to have a baby out of wedlock. With Kim. Hell, I could never figure out how someone as smart as HER could LET you impregnate her. You two weren't married, or even DATING as far as I could tell. You were still in college and both had been accepted into the MBA program and had years and years ahead of you to settle down and raise a family together if that was the sort of thing you ever wanted to do. Not to even mention the whole bit about you telling me you don't love her in 'that way' and never will. And only NOW does it occur to you that you may have made a mistake?"


Still staring at the bridge, I replied quietly, "The decision Kim and I made back then made sense at the time. I don't particularly expect you to understand it, no matter how many different ways I try to explain it. There's something very unique about our relationship, something special. But it's a relationship that's very different from romance, different from family, and otherwise different in any way from any other relationship I can really explain..."


Sasha raised her eyebrows, waiting for me.


I sighed. " ... or at least it was."


"But not anymore?"


I shrugged. "I'm not so sure. Kim and I crafted that very unique relationship all last year, right up until I broke up with her in the aftermath of the whole Dawn-thing. I didn't know what to expect from her when we returned to school, but she knew exactly what she wanted from me. Coldly dumping her hadn't stopped her from continuing to be in love with me. If anything, the summer apart only amplified those emotions – absence makes the heart grow fonder, after all. And when she came back it was with a carefully crafted plan to not only position herself by my side in that little spot between girlfriend and friend exactly where she wanted to be, but also guide me to an emotional place where I could understand what she really wanted from me."


"She wanted a baby?"


I frowned and turned to look at Sasha. "Well, no, not exactly."


"You mean about her wanting you to be her Master."


I smiled. "That's just it: she doesn't actually want me to be her 'Master'. Master is a term, like 'submissive', that doesn't really do justice to the role either of us has played in each other's life. When people talk generically about Masters and subs, they're talking about kinky sex and bondage and stuff like that. I'd imagine that very few people actually have a submissive mental makeup in the way you might read about in some trashy Penthouse letter, and those that do might very well have a diagnosable mental illness. Kim's not actually a 'submissive'. She's just a young woman who really, really wants someone to care about her, to TAKE care of her, and assure her that everything in her life will be alright in the end. And really, aren't those the sorts of things that EVERYONE wants?"


Sasha furrowed her eyebrows, thinking it over. "Well ... yeah. But not every girl goes about finding that the way SHE does."


"Too true. Kim's certainly unique. I'm just trying to point out that at her most basic level, she's really not that different from you or me."


"Then what's the big deal?"


I sighed and stared forward again. "The big deal is that she's pregnant, and that's my fault. You see, Kim's in love with me, and she wants me to love her and take care of her and do those things for the rest of our lives, even knowing that I don't love her in the same romantic way I might love someone else ... like I might love you."


Sasha blushed, smiled, and stared at her lap.


"I don't get it sometimes. I mean, why me? Like you pointed out just this afternoon, there are a million reasons NOT to be in love me. But she is, and I think it's because she truly believes that I'll move Heaven and Earth to protect her – it's that White Knight thing you all keep harping on about. She knows I'd never take advantage of her, to abuse my dominant position in our relationship. And even if we never get married or become that kind of romantic couple, she believes she'll have her happily ever after."


"Sounds great, except that you're here with me, and she's back home with her dad and a tiny life growing inside her belly."


"Yeah, that. Like I said: my fault."


"Obviously."


"I mean more than just the sperm." I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly before focusing my attention on Sasha. "I loved DJ. No matter what she or anybody else might say about me 'settling' for Dawn's little sister, I loved DJ. I honestly, truly, and wholeheartedly believe she and I would have been deliriously happy together for the rest of our lives. And despite what you may think of me after the whole Tri-Delt West harem and all the time I've spent porking you and Andie while knowing about your feelings and yet not returning them, I'm a complete romantic at heart. I was there. I was engaged, I was already married in my heart, and we were expecting a baby. I was right there. I had it all in my grasp: the family I'd always wanted. And with one little medical procedure, it all was taken away from me."


Sasha took one look at me and averted her gaze. I could only imagine the kind of expression on my face that would have made her do that.


Taking a deep breath, I turned away again and looked off at the horizon. And in a grave voice, I murmured, "Kim's father actually came out and said it: 'You cannot simply replace your lost girlfriend with my daughter. And you cannot simply replace your lost child with this one. That is not fair to Kim.'"


Sasha blinked. "He said that? He knows about you and DJ?"


I nodded. "Kim told him. Kim told him everything, I'm sure. For her dad, she's an open book, and she'll answer any question he puts to her. I just don't think it ever occurred to him to ask if she was his submissive before."


"Wow. You mean ... like everything?"


"Pretty much. He practically knows as much about my relationship with Kim as -I- do."


Sasha whistled. "THAT'S gotta be weird. Knowing that your ... uh ... well not father-in-law but the dad of your baby mama ... that he knows all your secrets."


I briefly thought about Brooke, and about how Sasha had never known about my incestuous relationship with my sister, and how I couldn't be sure how she might react if she ever found out. And then I realized that Kim's father did NOT know about me and Brooke. After all, he'd thrown quite a few other indiscretions in my face during our conversation, including my summer affair with Viktoriya Isakova.


"Actually, he doesn't know ALL my secrets," I replied tightly, still processing this new realization. "I think Kim only told him anything that was directly connected to HER. Personal secrets ... things I still haven't even told you ... Kim still kept from him. Huh ... I hadn't realized that until just now."


"So there ARE limits to her obedience to him."


"I suppose. Very little about Kim is black and white. She's..."


"Complicated," Sasha finished with a smirk.


I nodded and looked back at her. "But we'd found a good balance, a near-perfect relationship, although I'm loathe to ever call anything 'perfect' at this point. I promised Kim I would take care of her, and in turn, she would take care of me. Being my common sense, saving me from my own stupidity sometimes, managing my household affairs, and even satisfying me in the bedroom: all of these things made her happy. They gave her contentment and satisfaction. The reality is that if I HADN'T knocked her up, she'd be right here in this house finishing out her degree, and we'd have maintained that kind of relationship all this time. But I DID knock her up. And she's not here anymore. She's down there with her dad. And it's all my fault."


"You couldn't have known."


"Couldn't I? I knew how protective her father is. I knew how devoted she is to him. I've told you that I impregnated Kim on purpose, and that she willingly accepted my decision. But the truth is that it was a rash, spur-of-the-moment impulse. I never gave her the option of saying 'no'. We were having sex. I was inside her. She warned me that she wasn't protected and that she was in the middle of her cycle, and all I did was tell her that everything would be alright and fire away. Not her choice. Mine. My fault. And now here we are."


"It's not your fault that her dad locked her up in the house and won't let her out. It's not your fault that he's keeping you away from her."


"He's keeping me away from her because he wants more for his daughter than what I'd give her."


"You'd give her exactly what she wants, wouldn't you? The love and protection and White-Knighty/Heaven-and-Earth stuff?"


"But not what HE wants for HER. I suppose it's a father's prerogative to want what's best for his child, and in his eyes that means marriage ... devotion..." I sighed and let my shoulders sag, adding mournfully, "fidelity."


Sasha frowned at the way I stressed that last word. "Something else he said?"


"Something else I did." I snorted and looked up at the view again. "Something WE did, actually."


"We did?" she asked in confusion.


"He found the sex tape. Or more accurately, Mike found the sex tape. You know the one I'm talking about."


"And showed it to his DAD?"


"I guess so. It's not really important how or why he did. The point is that he did. And let's just say that Mr. Fukuzaki doesn't exactly want his daughter being the unmarried baby mama to a guy whose penis is on the internet. Doesn't want his grandson being asked awkward questions in the schoolyard about his, quote, 'porn star father'."


Sasha made a face. But after a moment's thought, she sat up straight and said, "It's not THAT bad."


"It's not GOOD, either. Doesn't exactly cast me in the best light."


"A youthful indiscretion. Nothing in that video says that you'd be a bad parent to his grandchild."


I shook my head. "He'd probably disagree with you, but really it doesn't matter. In the course of explaining to him that Kim and I are actually on the same page about not getting married to each other, I admitted that I do eventually want to marry someone else. He really doesn't like that idea, being married to my true soulmate while HIS daughter sits on the sidelines and raises our kid for me. Even though Kim and I know that is exactly what she wants, it still doesn't sound good when you say it like that."


"I suppose."


"Plus, Kim admitted that she's bisexual, and I think that's made him even more emphatic about keeping her home where he can watch over her. Her bisexuality doesn't sit well with him, and he blames me for being an enabler for such improper behavior. I tried to tell him that if he truly values Kim's happiness, then he needs to respect the way she wants to live her life, and acknowledge the possibility that I'm in the best position to let her do that."


"You are."


"But again, he's her father. He insists that she's too young to KNOW the best way to live her life, to understand that HIS way is the best way to live her life: monogamous, heterosexual, and married." I took a deep breath and gave Sasha a serious look, one filled with a lifetime of pain after what I'd gone through with Dawn.


She saw the hurt in my eyes and blinked in confusion.


I sighed and finished, "After all, how can a young woman truly know what she wants for the rest of her life when she's only experienced so little? How would YOUR life have turned out if you'd stayed with Rod and never hooked up with me?"


Sasha frowned at me bringing up her ex-boyfriend, but I'd started looking away to stare off at the horizon.


"How would MY life have turned out if Dawn had stayed with me?" I mumbled before glancing back at her.


Sasha raised her knees up and hugged them, looking thoughtful.


I sighed. "And how can Kim be certain that I'm what she wants if she's never experienced another? Because the truth is, I'm the only man she's ever slept with."


Sasha blinked. "Really?"


"Long story. I didn't know it myself until her dad told me today. I took Kim's virginity."


Sasha whistled.


"Maybe he's right. Maybe Kim deserves to find her Mr. Right, a man that will give her the care and protection she needs AND love her as a wife. Am I really so selfish as to deny that to her? Have I really been so inconsiderate as to make her an unwed mother at the age of 21 without giving a known submissive the option of waiting to have kids with a husband who will love her the way she deserves? I know she loves me right now. I know she believes she'd be happy for the rest of her life being unmarried and yet by my side while we raise a son together. And maybe she would be. But the fact is: she HASN'T known a life with any other boyfriend. She HASN'T had the opportunity to discover a life beyond me. And given that I KNOW that I don't love her in 'that way', how could it possibly be fair to her to trap her into a life as a second-class concubine?"


Sasha's eyebrows popped. "Did he really call her that?"


"What?"


"'Second-class concubine'."


I shook my head. "No. Just thought of that right now."


She frowned. "Is that what YOU really think of her?"


"Of course not. But in a way, is it really such an inaccurate description? Never married. Not my wife. Still have sex with her."


"You're trying to belittle your relationship with her, only moments after explaining to me how special it really is despite the lack of formal title." Sasha sat up straighter and stared at me intently. "Why? You've told me a lot about how you and Kim feel about each other, and a few things about what was actually said between you and her dad. But you went down there with an ultimate purpose: to talk him into letting you back into Kim's life. Well?"


"Well what? You mean: Is he going to let me back into Kim's life?"


Sasha merely popped her eyebrows and gave me a 'well, duh' look.


I took a deep breath and stared at her with a wistful expression. "She's having my baby."


Sasha frowned. "That's ... not an answer."


I shrugged and replied, "And I promised I'd be there for her."


Sasha's frown deepened, and now she arched an eyebrow. "That's not really an answer either."


I sighed, pulled my right foot up onto the bench and dropped my forearm onto my upraised knee. Tugging absentmindedly at my fingers, I collected my thoughts and eventually raised my eyes to meet Sasha's gaze. And shaking my head slowly, I replied, "No. He told me to leave and never come back, even AFTER the baby is born."


Sasha gasped and covered her mouth.


I shrugged. "Can't be all THAT much of a surprise after all the negative things I've just told you about our conversation."


"Still ... I mean ... Kim still LOVES you. You said she just ran up and kissed you the moment you arrived, right?"


I nodded.


"Can he DO that to her?"


I shrugged. "He's her father; of course he can. Now the matter is clearly not finished yet. This was one conversation, and even though it didn't end the way I would have hoped, well ... a lot can happen in the future. Maybe he shut me down today but after sleeping on things he'll start to come around. Maybe our conversation will stimulate conversation between him and her, and maybe SHE'LL convince him to change his mind. Bottom line, though, is that no matter what anyone says about Kim being a submissive and following the orders of those around her ... she's her own human being. She's a capable young woman. If I tell her to come to me, and her father tells her to stay with him, in the end it's HER choice."


Sasha mused on that. "I guess..."


I sighed. "I believe that she's desperately searching for some way to keep us both. She knows that if she defies him and leaves the house to be with me, she could damage her relationship with him forever. But by staying with him and working things from the inside the way I already KNOW she's capable of doing, she might change his mind. In the meantime, I'm more likely to wait around for her and wait for the time when she's able to be with me again."


Sasha mused on that. "I guess..."


I sighed. "That is ... IF she'll want to be with me again."


"Of course she will."


"Will she? Because again, I'm the only guy she's ever truly known in that way. A lot can happen in the future. And maybe ... just maybe ... she'll find someone else. Maybe she deserves to find someone else. Because after all, if I'm capable of being away from her for months and months, drowning in Tri-Delt sorority girls and living the good life without making MORE of an effort to get myself back into her life ... well what does that say about how much I truly care about her, huh?"


"You DO care about her. You committed to taking care of her."


"Psht," I snorted. "I 'said' I would. In practice, I haven't done diddly squat. Hell, I've taken Paige to more OB/GYN visits than I have Kim."


"But if her father DID let you back into her life, or – heaven forbid – if something happened to her father that meant he wouldn't be able to take care of her anymore, you'd step up, wouldn't you? No hesitations?"


I shrugged. "In a heartbeat. She's carrying my child."


"Then stop beating yourself up for now. There's nothing you can do. It sucks, I know. I've been beating myself up all day about Elyse. But there's nothing -I- can do about HER right now. It doesn't mean we don't care. It doesn't mean we're horrible people, no matter how horrible we might feel. It just ... is."


I sighed and dropped my forehead down to the arm still perched on my knee. "I just feel so ... helpless."


"I know. Me, too."


"I don't LIKE feeling helpless," I growled as I picked my head back up. "I always feel like I have to DO something to make things better, to take action to rectify what's wrong. It felt AWESOME to take down Rutledge after what that bastard did to Peyton. And it felt GOOD to bring Elyse in off the streets. But you're right: Elyse is gone. Kim is gone. Fuck, DJ and Brooke are gone. And I feel like there's nothing I can do to help ANY of them!"


Sasha smirked and reached out to caress my cheek. "Sounds like you need a Tri-Delt or three to take your mind off things."


I snorted and shook my head. "The harem's over, remember?"


Sasha shook her head. "The charter may be off the wall, but that doesn't mean the girls wouldn't be there for you if you wanted. But you're right: they're not here right now. I am. And I've got just the solution."


I frowned and arched an eyebrow. "Are you seriously suggesting we just go back to the house and have sex as a form of distraction?"


Sasha smiled warmly at me before glancing back toward the parking lot and turning her smile into a smirk. "Actually, no, not yet. The sun's about to set, so I'm suggesting that we walk over to the railing, you hold me in your arms and nibble on my neck while we watch it go down, and then we hop in your car and drive to a little place I know."


Both eyebrows went up. "A 'little place you know'?"


Sasha grinned. "You'll see."





8:41 PM



// I'm on tonight and my hips don't lie and I'm starting to feel it's right



// The attraction, the tension, don't you see baby this is perfection



Turn, turn, back, duck, back, copa, back, spin-check!, spin-back, swap, back, and grin.


Sasha giggled and got into the groove of the salsa beat while Shakira wailed on about her hips not lying. Meanwhile, I continued leading her as best I could throwing in whatever I could think of, dredging up half-forgotten moves from my ballroom dance class, a few of which probably weren't even salsa moves.


Not that Sasha minded. No matter how poor my lead, she effortless flowed into each move like she was born to it. Even when I screwed up, she somehow managed to make me look good by pulling off some twist or turn one way or another as if doing what I'd meant her to do all along.


// Hey girl, I can see your body moving and it's driving me crazy



// And I didn't have the slightest idea until I saw you dancing



// And when you walk up on the dance floor, nobody can ignore the way you move your body, girl



// And everything so unexpected – the way you right and left it, so you can keep on shaking it



Sasha was shaking it. She'd been shaking it ever since we got here. Never mind that she wasn't wearing dance shoes, or that we were both quite casually dressed for a Saturday night in a ballroom dance club. Her hips still made that spring skirt move like it was a living thing, and the combined beauty of her face, body, and physical movement had half the place staring at her in rapturous awe. She was THAT good.


// I never really knew that she could dance like this. She makes a man want to speak Spanish



// Como se llama, bonita, mi casa Shakira, Shakira



Of course I'd known she was a dancer, but there's a big difference from doing a solo jazz routine on stage or spinning from aerial rings and partner-dancing a salsa in a Berkeley club. Still, it was no real surprise that she could move so expertly on the dance floor, and for almost an hour we'd been burning the floor almost non-stop. It was all I could do just to keep up.


But keep up I did. I may have only taken a semester's worth of ballroom dance classes, but it's kinda true what they say about sex and dancing: if you know how to move, you know how to move.


Plus, it would be too embarrassing to fail.


Of course, it really helped that Sasha was so good at what she did. Waltz, Tango, Foxtrot: it didn't matter, she excelled at it. Swing, jive, and even a Lindy hop, she had it down (although I sometimes didn't). Cha-cha, rumba, and of course, the salsa, Sasha could do it all, and do it well.


She was kind enough to not make fun of me, and even encourage my rudimentary leading. I had a spontaneous ballroom dance class right there on the floor, while she reminded me of half-remembered moves and taught me a few brand new ones. We'd dance our asses off, take a song off to gulp some water and rest our feet, and jump right back in.


Like I said, we weren't the most well-dressed couple in the club. A few guys had dressed to the nines with tuxedo tails and ties, and a few girls were in what looked like competition dresses. But I can state with confidence that nobody was with a date as smoking hot as mine, casual skirt and blouse or not. And certainly there was no more affectionate couple on the floor than us.


Sasha kept stealing kisses from me every chance she had, and I gave as I good as I got. Pre-dance, post-dance, and even mid-dance she'd find a way to lock lips with mine, just short pecks before backing away, and her hands strayed down to my ass more than once. The evening started off with the more formal ballroom styles, but as the minute hand ticked on, the song choices moved into swing and finally to Latin, and by the time we got to that Hips Don't Lie song Sasha was practically oozing sex appeal.


Our sweaty bodies wrapped around each other as we moved, grabbing and groping and writhing together on the floor. She looked at me like every step she took made her hornier and hornier, to the point where it felt like she wanted to MOUNT me right there on the dance floor whenever our faces came within inches of each other. And while I knew it was Shakira singing the next lines, it was Sasha's voice coming through to me.


// I don't, don't really know what I'm doing, but you seem to have a plan



// My will and self-restraint have come to fail now, fail now



// See, I'm doing what I can, but I can't so you know that's a bit too hard to explain



// I'm on tonight and my hips don't lie and I'm starting to feel it's right



// The attraction, the tension, don't you see baby this is perfection



And then her tongue was in my mouth. The singing itself had ended, Shakira's voice fading away with that last line about this being perfection. But the brass horns and bass kept going, busting out their fanfare as if cheering on our kiss. With one leg wrapped around my hips and both arms wrapped around my neck, she kissed me with a frenzied passion that made me start to wonder if she really WOULD mount me right there on the dance floor. This wasn't a short, teasing peck; it was a full on SMOOCH. But as the music faded away, our ears picked up the sounds of actual applause surrounding us, and cracking an eyelid open, I peeked out to find a couple dozen people in a circle around us, grinning and clapping from only a few feet away.


"Woo-hoo!" somebody hollered while somebody else let out a cat-call whistle.


Blushing furiously, Sasha and I separated our lips but clung to each other for support. We turned and grinned at each other, and out of breath I took her hand and led her off the dance floor while the next song was already starting up.


"Take a break?" I asked, still panting.


Sasha gulped for air and shook her head in the negative. Her skin flushed and her forehead dotted with sweat, she squeezed my hand and urged, "Take me home."





9:09 PM



"Bye guys. Have fun tonight," Peyton said with a smug grin, her green eyes dancing as she took one final look at us. Sasha and I were standing in the doorway, our bodies practically melded together from shoulder to knee and an arm wrapped around each other's waist.


"Bye," we replied with waves for Peyton, Annette, and Natalee as they headed down the sidewalk. "Thanks again for house-sitting."


"Anytime," Peyton assured us. She looked like she wanted to add something else, but her eyes flicked to Sasha for a moment before she swallowed her comment and turned away. "See you later."


In another minute, the BMW 5-series pulled out of the driveway and headed up the street. We watched it go for a little while, at least until the brake lights came on as it came to the first stop sign. But that was the last I saw of it as Sasha bolted into the house, dragging me by the hand after her so hard that I barely had time to reach out and fling the door shut behind us.


Pulling hard, Sasha yanked me up the stairs and into my bedroom before she spun around and slammed into my chest. Once again her arms were wrapped around my shoulders and her leg around my hips as we found the same smooch we'd left on the dance floor. Only this time there was no applause, only the roar of my own heartbeat as blood and adrenaline raced through my veins while my hands dug beneath the hem of her blouse and up her naked spine to stroke her back.


From the beginning it was clear that Sasha would take charge of this encounter. It wasn't about me working my Sex God magic to give her pleasure tonight, but about her working off her extreme arousal and doing something about the overabundance of energy roiling inside her. She bunched up the front of my shirt in her hands and practically flung me around so that the back of my calves hit the foot of the bed. She yanked my shirt over my head hard enough that it actually stung for a second when the material bunched up under my chin. Once I was topless, she abruptly shoved me in the chest so that I fell backward across the mattress. And before I even knew it, my pants were around my ankles and my cock was halfway down her throat.


"Awww ... shit, Sasha!" I groaned as she went to work, going from zero to sixty in no time flat. Licking my knob, Sasha massaged my mushroom head with her lips for a moment while jacking the shaft with both hands. And then she planted her palms on my thighs while ducking her head to shove me back down her throat, gagging herself audibly while trying to cram the rest of me in before pulling back and wetly gasping for air before starting over.


"You don't have to--" I began before she jerked a hand through the air between us to cut me off.


Pulling off my dick, she stared up at me with those big brown eyes and growled, "I'm gonna do this. Tonight! Okay?"


The intensity in her gaze and the roughness in her voice brooked no dissent, and I didn't respond in any way. Bowing her head, Sasha went back down on me, slurping and sucking with abandon to maximize my pleasure while simultaneously gathering herself for her next deep-throating attempt. And when she tried again, she once again got about halfway before gagging and backing up.


It was less than a month ago when I woke up to the almost routine sensation of shoving my dick an inch into a girl's throat and found, to my surprise, that it was Peyton Kent gagging on my cock for the first time. I remembered believing at the time that my morning fellatrix was actually Sasha, due to her rudimentary blowjob skills compared to Andie and Jamie.


Well she wasn't performing like a novice any longer. Weeks of Tri-Delt instruction and repeated practice on yours truly had already shown that Sasha had the potential to be really, really good. But even so I was completely unprepared for the energy and gusto with which she attacked my cock right now. Right hand, left hand, both hands, and the tight suction of her mouth took turns surrounding my shaft, pumping up and down with complete and utter abandon. Her tongue slithered along my nerves, teasing and titillating and tweaking my senses so that all I could do was lie limply across my bed with my arms flung wide and let her have her way with me.


Over and over again she kept trying to deep-throat me. Over and over again she came up just short. But she kept trying and despite her audible discomfort each time she gagged, the wet sounds were erotically exciting in a way, making my rod stiffer and amplifying the mental pleasure assaulting my brain.


And then she did it.


Abruptly, I felt Sasha's lips press down around the base of my cock, the full length of my shaft imbedded in the tight constriction of her esophagus. She hummed at full depth, her entire throat vibrating against my sensitive skin, and I very nearly lost my load then and there.


But I didn't, and I had just enough presence of mind to pick my head up and gawk at the sight of Sasha staring back at me with her face completely stuffed by my manmeat. Her dark mascara was running down her cheeks from her tears, but there was no mistaking the triumphant pride in her eyes at accomplishing her goal.


Of course, she couldn't last long. She had to breathe, after all, and she abruptly gagged and backed off my prick. For the first time since she'd started, Sasha took a break from blowing me as she rested her forearms on the mattress and gasped for oxygen, staring at me with a silly grin. And buoyed by her enthusiasm, I reached down to hook my hands beneath her armpits and hoist her up on top of me while I brushed her bangs back from her face and tilted her jaw to meet my kiss.


"Mmm ... I love you so much..." Sasha hummed between lip-locks, her eyes closed as she continued smooching me.


"I know," I replied with a smile. "I can tell. Thank you for that."


She giggled. "I can't believe I finally DID it! I almost wish Andie and Jamie were here so I could show them."


"Ha!" I chuckled and shook my head. "Not important right now. Right now I want to give your jaw a break. I think it's my turn, no?"


"'No' is right," she replied with a big grin. "No. I want this monster IN me."


"As you wish," I replied with an equally big grin.


Sasha's hands were already between us, her right hand jacking my prick while she dug into the waistband of her skirt with her left. Planting her knees on the mattress to either side of me, she re-positioned her left hand in front of her like a tripod and elevated on her feet to tug her skirt and panties both off with her right hand. Once they were out of the way, she kneeled again astride me and took my cock in hand once more. And with her dark eyes glittering and her lower lip quivering, she centered me into position and sank her body down.


"Ohhhh..." she moaned rapturously as I filled her up. With her eyes closed, she lowered herself all the way down. And once she was fully seated, she placed her hands on my chest and smiled before opening her eyes and gazing down at me adoringly. "Hey there," she said, as if seeing me for the first time.


"Hey there back," I replied with a warm smile.


She rolled her hips once, experimentally, and felt the way my cock carved out her insides. With a sigh, she murmured, "I don't know why I don't take the top position more often. I love this feeling of sitting on you like this."


"I think it's because you usually love feeling me crush you into the mattress even more, but I wouldn't mind it if you wanted to be on top more frequently in the future." I reached up and began unbuttoning her blouse, starting at the bottom and working my way up. "It would mean I'd get to play with these babies more often."


Sasha giggled and preened while I opened up her blouse from throat to tails and finally flipped the front-catch on her bra. Once released from their restraints, her big bosoms popped forward and pushed aside the bra cups as if opening a set of double-doors. And as her dusky rose nipples called to me, I sat up to take one into my mouth.


"Mmm..." Sasha sighed as I nursed at her breast, cradling my head in her arm. She let me switch and suckle at the other one before tilting my chin up to meet her next kiss. And when we parted for air she pushed me back down to the mattress while planting her hands on my chest for leverage to go for a rolling ride on my pole.


Besides the spectacular view of Sasha's big tits in my face, another nice benefit of the Sasha-on-top position was her dancing skill. She really knew how to use her hips on the dance floor, and she put that skill to use right now, rhythmically shifting her weight as if gyrating to some unheard music and really working my cock with her inner muscles with pinpoint control.


"So good," I crooned, reaching up to palm her tits while grimacing from the pleasure she was giving me. "You're fucking me so good."


"Take it, my lover. Let me show you how much I love you. You've given me so much physical pleasure this past year, and now it's my turn to give some back. And even more than the physical pleasure, let me love you. Let me stay by your side even after graduation. Let me do this with you every night. No more hesitation. No more fighting to keep my emotions in check by limiting myself to only Thursdays. No more forcing myself to not cuddle in a futile effort to not get used to the wonderful bliss of falling asleep in your arms every night lest I cry myself to sleep on the nights I don't get to be with you. No more."


I blinked and opened my eyes, staring up into Sasha's face as she continued to ride me. With a frown, I studied her face as she now looked at me with a little uncertainty, and with a little fear. And brushing a long lock of her dark hair back and behind her ear, I asked, "You were holding back from me?"


Breathing heavily even though we weren't moving very fast, Sasha bit her lip and averted her eyes for a moment. But she didn't stop fucking me, keeping her hips rolling in an unhurried counterclockwise motion that was more than enough to keep me hard despite the sudden injection of uncertain emotion into our coupling. "I had to," she said quietly. "I've always had to."


"But why?"


"Because it would have hurt so much more if I didn't!" she pouted, the sudden intensity in her voice accompanied by a few seconds of more aggressive fucking. But she quickly slowed back down as she took a deep breath, and when she focused on me again her voice was much calmer as she explained, "I knew I was falling for you from the beginning of the semester after I broke up with Rod. I told myself it was rebound behavior and that I shouldn't get carried away by my emotions. But it was just so nice getting to know you better and seeing the man behind the legend. It was too much fun to flirt with you and to daydream about becoming your girlfriend. But then one day I opened my eyes and realized just how special you and DJ were to each other, and I practically ordered myself not to be infatuated with you anymore. But it was hard, and I was horny, and even when you got together with DJ, the opportunity came for me to make a move on you and I did, and I've been on this inevitable, unstoppable ride ever since."


"'Inevitable, unstoppable ride'? You're gonna have to explain that one."


Still slowly rolling her hips, Sasha nodded. "In the beginning, I told myself that it was just the orgasms talking. You made me feel pleasure in a way I'd never experienced before, in a way I'd never dreamed before. I seriously didn't know sex could possibly be that GOOD, and once I had you, I was addicted. I think Paige said it best: that I wanted to make sweet passionate monkey love to you until your semen started leaking out of my pores. But that was just in the beginning."


"What do you mean?"


"At first it was the rebound infatuation. Then, it was the horniness after discovering GOOD sex for the first time." She paused to take a deep breath and sighed. "I think the actual falling in love part – the TRUE falling in love – only happened after I moved in with you, while all the Tri-Delts were around."


"You fell in love with me while the Tri-Delts were around?"


"I know, crazy, huh? I didn't want it to happen. I believed that it shouldn't happen. I mean, you're a man-whore, right?"


I rolled my eyes. "I'd appreciate it if you'd stop calling me that."


"Oh! I'm sorry!" Sasha was instantly apologetic and she bent over to kiss me. I held her head for an extra second, keeping our liplock going before letting my hands stroke down her naked spine and rub her skin with my palms while feeling her big tits crushed against my chest. But eventually I let her go and she sat up, still looking sorry. "I'll stop, I promise."


I smiled and nodded.


She sighed and continued her explanation. "The point is: you'd think it would be the worst situation to fall in love with a guy: while he's building a harem of sorority sluts to service him at the drop of a hat. And yet I did."


I blinked. "Apparently."


"It was the little things, like the way you handled a very unique situation with this whole Tri-Delt West thing. I can't think of a single other man who could have handled it, period. Either they'd get overwhelmed and the girls would end up totally dominating him, or he'd find some way to piss a girl off and cause the whole thing to collapse. But you didn't."


I frowned. "Tri-Delt West IS over now."


"NOW ... What really put a sock in it was Elyse's arrival, and what, I'm supposed to have a lesser opinion of you for taking her in and giving her safety and shelter?"


"Well..."


Sasha shook her head. "Maybe it was because of the time we spent together outside of the house. Yeah, the Tri-Delts were always around inside, but at class and walking back and forth across campus ... it was just you and me. We've spent a lot of time talking just you and me these last few months. You call me your 'constant', after all."


"You have been. My closest friend."


"And you've been mine, and even more. That's when I could feel myself falling for you again. And that's when I told myself not to ... again. I didn't want to try and monopolize you, or fight for your attention. That wouldn't be fair to the other girls, but at the same time, I knew I was on a slippery slope. In the beginning I spent more than one night a week with you, and I was sooo perfectly content to cuddle with you all night and feel your warm body wrapped around mine. But ... well ... I hope you can understand: I've got some severe abandonment issues."


I blinked, and for the first time, I stopped fucking her. "Oh, Sasha. Your parents. I'm so sorry."


"Don't be. What they did isn't even remotely your fault. You've done the exact opposite they did. You've welcomed me into your circle of friends. You've welcomed me into your home. And it's through you that I've made such good friends with the Tri-Delts. But at the same time, I HAVE to always be wary of the idea that I could lose it all. If I fell hard for you, and if you rejected me ... well ... I'd be alone again."


She choked up at the end there, and I quickly sat up to enfold her in a hug. Clutching my back, Sasha shuddered for a moment and buried her face into the crook of my neck. But after a deep breath, she gathered herself and sat up straight once again. "It's okay. I'm okay."


I remained sitting up with her, my arms wrapped around her back while I stared her in the eyes. "I'm here for you. You know that, right?"


"I know that now. But before ... I couldn't be sure. I was falling in love with you, but you ... well ... you always told me that you couldn't return my feelings."


"I'm sorry about that."


"Don't be. I understand." She sniffled and took a deep breath. "But that's why I always tried to hold myself back. Tried not to fall in love with you. Tried not to get too attached or too used to the wonders of being so intimate with you. Because I always knew in the back of my head that someday it could all go away. And I don't think I could bear that happening to me again."


"It won't. I'm here."


"You're here now..." Sasha now looked at me with fear in her eyes again. "But will you be here tomorrow? Or the day after that? Maybe this is a mistake. Maybe we shouldn't get into a relationship. Because again, if we do and this doesn't work out ... where will that leave me then?"


"I won't leave you. I have no intention of leaving you. Hell, I just gone done telling you today that I want to explore and find out what we can be together. But even IF we discover that maybe that kind of a relationship isn't quite right for both of us, I'm still your friend. I'll always be your friend."


Sasha blinked and gave me the saddest look I'd ever seen from her. "Until maybe you won't be my friend anymore. I may not be the most experienced girl in town, but I have seen what's happened to some of your other girlfriends. Where's DJ right now? Where's Kim? And where's Dawn right now? How do I know that won't happen to us?"


I pursed my lips and shrugged. "You don't. I don't. And yes, that's the very reason why -I- haven't wanted to start any relationships with anybody. I've gotten my heart broken more times than I care to think about, and I've just barely turned 22. But maybe that's because I've put way too much pressure on those relationships to last forever, to be sooo intimate to the point of marriage and children and family. I think that maybe it's time I had a relationship that DIDN'T have so much pressure on it, that didn't have the weight of such expectations. And maybe I can have that with you. I'm not saying that marriage and family is completely out of the question, if that's what you want to have someday. But I'm saying that I don't need that sort of stuff right away. I'm saying that I'm okay with being a 22-year-old college student still finding his way through love. And I'm saying that I'd like to find my way with you."


Sasha blinked rapidly again and smiled nervously. "With me?"


I smiled warmly. "With you."


Sasha smirked and arched an eyebrow. "Not with Peyton?"


I popped my eyebrows. "Peyton's great, and she's sexy as hell, but we're not right for each other and we both know it."


Sasha pursed her lips and furrowed her eyebrows. "Not with Andie?"


I grimaced. "I like Andie. A lot. She's my cutie, and she's devoted, and yes, I know she's in love with me too. But ... well ... she's not YOU. She's not my constant. And as fond of her as I am, I just don't ... It's sad, but I don't feel the same way about her. But I DO feel that way about YOU."


Sasha beamed now. "You do?"


I nodded. "I do."


And then I was suddenly on my back again as Sasha loomed over me with her tits crushed against my chest and her tongue sticking down my throat. Having never exited her pussy, my cock was already in place when she started working her inner muscles to squeeze and caress my manhood. What little bit I'd softened during the conversation I regained almost immediately, and moments later Sasha's circular grinding turned into up and down humping. And as I slid my hands down her back to grab hold of her buttcheeks, Sasha moaned and moved her lips over to my ear.


"I want you to fill me again," she crooned huskily. "I want to feel your hot, sticky cum spraying down my insides and stuffing up my cunt. I want to feel your heat seeping into my body until I'm practically drowning in your spunk. Cum in me, please? Pretty please? I'll do anything if you let me feel that, because there's nothing in the world I want more right now than to feel you absolutely explode deep inside my body and fill my senses with the power of your cream. Fill me, please! Fill me! Fucking FILL ME!"


And then I was filling her. While I thought her blowjob had gone from zero to sixty in no time flat, the way she pulled my ejaculation out of me wasn't much slower. One minute I was deflating ever so slightly from the emotional intensity of our conversation, and the next she was humping her body on my cock so hard and so fast that it made her earlier deep-throating attempts seem tame by comparison.


"FILL ME!" Sasha screamed as I felt the first wave of hot lava erupt from my upright prick.


"FILL ME!" Sasha she screamed again as I groaned and blasted out another load.


"FILL ME!!!" Sasha howled to the ceiling as she threw her head back, all while holding my head in her hands and shoved it into her cleavage while she rabbit-humped me and thrashed about in her own climactic fury.


And then we collapsed, my neck sore as I only belatedly realized I'd been holding my head up to keep my face pressed against her tits. Sasha's body went limp like a rag doll's atop my body as her arms splayed out to the sides and her face dropped into the bedsheets. And as my chest heaved from the effort of replenishing my body's lost supply of oxygen, I cradled her body in my arms and grinned the happy grin of well-fucked satisfaction.


"Fucking hell I'm so much in love with you, Ben..." Sasha wheezed, panting for breath with her forehead still on the mattress.


I smiled, stroked her back, and took a deep breath. With one final sigh – and a mental 'to hell with it' – I said what came naturally. "Well ... I think I'm in love with you, too."


To her credit, Sasha didn't freak out at my admission. Instead, she merely turned her face to me and smiled, a deeply-satisfied expression on her face. And after leaning forward and pecking my lips, she set her head back down and sighed dreamily.


Just then, the door cracked open with a squeak. Too worn out for the moment, neither Sasha nor I jerked in surprise, although we both looked over curiously to see who had arrived.


Andie poked her head around the corner. It took a moment for her to zero in on us, but once she did her face lit up into a brilliant smile. And with a twinkle in her eye, she asked buoyantly, "Is this a private party? Or is there room for one more?"


Umm ... shit.


Chapter 25: Too Much Boobage


-- SUNDAY, APRIL 23, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



The early morning air was cold against my right cheek, the pillow reassuringly warm against my left. Instinctively, I turned my face deeper into the pillow and inched my shoulder up to carry the warm blanket higher toward my ear.


Little by little, my body came alive as sensory input crawled along my nerves. The lone exception was my left arm, slightly deadened from being trapped beneath her pillow for some time, the tips of my left fingers somewhat frozen from exposure off the edge of the king-size bed we were snuggled upon. But my right hand was nice and warm, layered not only beneath the blanket but also beneath the baggy T-shirt she used for pajamas. As consciousness slowly trickled into my brain, I became more aware of the large breast I currently palmed in that right hand, and of its matching twin squished against the back of that same hand.


I squeezed, reveling in the mammary's pliant firmness, as well as the feeling of a hard nipple circled by the curvature of my thumb. I also became aware of her soft yet deep breathing, accompanied by a low erotic tone of pleasure. And as I listened to the sounds of each inhale/exhale pairing, I realized that their cadence was incongruently out of sync with that of another sensation coming from lower down my body.


A firm yet supple hand gripped my cock, stroking up and down with its own rhythm that didn't match my cuddle-partner's breathing. Only now did my brain fully activate and flood my consciousness with a sea of information. I now remembered where I was, who I was with, and how I had come to be here. And I now remembered everything I had done last night with the TWO young women currently in my bed.


I'd ridden an emotional rollercoaster yesterday. Having gone through an insanely taxing period spanning 24 hours of Elyse-drama, Kim-drama, and finally Sasha-drama, I was exhausted, plain and simple. I'd been running on very little sleep, and the very last emotional catharsis of opening my heart once again to the possibility of real love with Sasha had put me in a mental state where all I wanted to do was wrap her up in my arms and drift away to blissful sleep.


But then Andie had walked through the door, and I really can't blame the girl for what she did next. My petite little Tri-Delt cutie had no idea what kind of special moment Sasha and I were sharing, and she simply behaved in the same way she'd behaved the other few dozen times she'd walked in on me and another girl: She joined in, asking, "Is this a private party? Or is there room for one more?"


While unexpected, I can't say I was surprised by Andie's request. I was however QUITE surprised by Sasha's reaction. While I pondered some nice way to ask Andie to give us five minutes because my potential new girlfriend and I were having a moment, Sasha propped herself up on her elbows and replied cheerily, "Hey girl, there's always room for you!"


My jaw dropped open and I gawked at Sasha in surprise, but she was already rolling off me, my deflating prick pulling free of her saturated snatch with a wet [slurp].


"We went dancing at this ballroom club and we're all sweaty and grimy," Sasha explained, oblivious to her nudity as she moved to sit beside me and pat my tummy. "Care to help me get Ben all squeaky clean in the shower?"


Andie, of course, was only too happy to help. I gawked at Sasha for a bit longer, until she and Andie both dragged me from the bed and into the bathroom. Sasha deflected my questioning eyes with head nods and sharp looks to pay attention to Andie, and while perhaps I should have called a timeout to get some kind of a verbal explanation, I didn't, and I let myself be pulled along into the threesome as if it were any other night with the two of them.


Andie, Sasha, and I were no strangers to having sex with each other, and once I decided to go with the flow, I found my sexual energy reserves and formed a fresh erection in the shower. But rather than start something in the bathroom, Sasha turned off the spray and had us dry off before we re-assembled on my bed. There, Sasha gleefully showed off her new deep-throating skills, much to Andie's amazement and happiness for her good friend. So of course Andie had to show off HER deep-throating skills, and the girls kept switching back and forth until my rod was hard enough to etch glass.


As tired as I felt, I let the girls do most of the work while they rode both my face and my cock to starter orgasms. Then, Sasha explained that she'd already gotten a load out of me before Andie's arrival, so she graciously offered up my next one to the Tri-Delt cutie. Andie rolled onto her back and spread her limbs aside while beckoning to me invitingly. I found enough energy to climb aboard and sink my prick into her achingly tight pussy. And then the two of us humped and bucked on my bed, thrusting away to our final climaxes while Sasha reclined beside us with a dreamy smile on her face.


In the end, Andie pulled my face to hers so that my tongue was in her mouth while she screamed in orgasmic ecstasy. I delighted in the feeling of my wonderful cutie quivering beneath me as she clutched my body with all four limbs. And as her inner muscles milked my cock, they drew out my final load as well.


Sasha had gone after the creampie while Andie lay dazed in post-orgasmic bliss. Afterwards, the girls hopped into their sleep attire before cuddling up on either side of me. And only then was I finally allowed to get some much needed sleep.


So even though it was now the following morning, Sasha and I STILL hadn't gotten a chance to talk about the parameters of our budding relationship. And as I opened my eyes to look down and confirm that it was indeed Andie stroking my morning wood in her hands and grinning up at me, I wondered what the hell I was supposed to do.


It wasn't that I liked Andie any less, or that I hadn't enjoyed last night's threesome. And it wasn't that I'd made any commitments to Sasha for fidelity or exclusivity in our relationship going forward. If anything, I would strongly resist any proposals of monogamy, knowing that I really LIKED having sex with Andie and others and had come to terms with my sexual identity as a guy who would ALWAYS have multiple partners.


But sex is sex, and love is love, and as fond as I was of Andie, I could feel myself falling in love with Sasha. I wanted, for a little while at least, to be ALONE with Sasha to cherish this new milestone in our developing relationship. And I wanted to confirm from both sides that the sentiments we'd shared last night were still true today.


And we simply couldn't DO that with Andie still around.


But Sasha was still asleep in my arms, my left arm a little numb and my right hand trapped between her big boobs. Andie was already up and active, stroking my cock and ... nevermind ... she was sucking my cock. And well, once a girl's got your cock in her mouth, it's kind of rude to tell her to go away.


So with a sigh, I gently rolled onto my back, taking care to remove my right hand from underneath Sasha's T-shirt without waking her. Andie kept slurping on my dong, make wet squelching sounds as she bobbed her head up and down with her lips sealed around my shaft. And with one more sigh, I draped my right forearm over my eyes and let my little cutie have her way with me. I'd talk to Sasha when she woke up.


Thing is, Sasha didn't wake up for another twenty minutes. By then, Andie was kneeling on an armchair and bent over the backrest, shivering as my renewed cock burrowed inch after inch up her tight asshole while my previous load trickled out of her cunt and down her inner thigh.


We'd talk later.





"Hey, I'm serious. It wasn't your fault." Sasha emphasized her words by reaching over and stroking Andie's left forearm. The three of us were seated around the dining table with Sasha at the head and Andie and me to either side of her, remnants of our breakfast still on our plates. Andie had just finished trying to apologize for her role in letting Elyse leave the house Friday night, but even our assurances that we didn't blame her weren't enough to completely assuage her guilt.


"I just wish there was something I could do to make it up to you," Andie pouted. "Something I could do to help find her again."


I sighed and leaned back against my chair, rubbing my temples. "Elyse made her own choice, and she's gone now. There's nothing any of us can do right now, and really, we all have our own things to deal with. Finals are just around the corner."


"I guess..." Andie said glumly. She sighed, and then sitting up straight, she surveyed the table and announced, "Well at least I can clean up these dishes for you guys."


Again, my eyes flicked over to Sasha's. I still wanted to talk to her about our confessions of love from last night. Catching my gaze, she read my eyes and took a deep breath before nodding slowly. But just before I could tell Andie that Sasha and I needed to talk and that we'd be upstairs while she finished cleaning up, Sasha spoke up instead.


"Actually, leave the dishes alone for a minute." Sasha put her right hand on top of Andie's left to stop the other girl's movements. "There's something Ben and I need to talk to you about."


My eyebrows popped as I sat up straight and looked over at Sasha. Wait, what?


Sasha looked back at me with a calm expression, nodding slowly again. And then with a deep breath, she turned her head and re-focused on Andie. "You and I have talked a lot about how we both feel for Ben, and about his feelings for each of us. And part of those talks centered on what would happen if he ever fell in love with one of us, do you remember?"


Andie started nodding, but then she got the implications and her eyes went wide as she muttered, "Oh, shit!"


Sasha pursed her lips and reached out to stroke Andie's forearm again. Taking a deep breath, she glanced down at her stroking hand and murmured, "Well ... last night Ben and I had a pretty intense talk along those lines." She then picked her head up to stare into Andie's eyes and read the other girl's reaction.


"Oh, shit!" Andie muttered again as she sat up straighter and retracted her arm away from Sasha's hand ever so slightly.


Frowning, Sasha pouted and gave Andie a wounded expression. It seemed to work because Andie immediately moved her arm back and actually reached up to capture Sasha's hand with her own.


With raised eyebrows, Andie gave Sasha a questioning look and asked, "Did he..." She glanced at me before returning to Sasha. "Did he tell you he loves you?"


"No..." Sasha shook her head immediately before thinking about it as she glaced over at me. "Well sorta..."


I took a deep breath and began to try and explain, but before I could Sasha spoke up again.


"He said that he's going in that direction. And he said that after graduation, he'd like to explore our relationship and find out if he and I can become something more."


"That's..." Andie pinched her lips and furrowed her eyebrows in thought. She blinked a couple of times, looked away, and took a deep breath before looking back and finishing, "That's ... that's great. I'm happy for you, Sasha." Her smile was a little forced.


"But nothing's set yet," Sasha said quickly. "We both talked a lot about how we'd handle things if he showed these kinds of feelings for either of us, and we both talked about how we'd react to each other as well. We both promised we'd never be jealous of the other, to never try and nudge the other one out, and I'm sticking to that promise. Nothing changes. I'm not his girlfriend yet, and we both are his special favorites."


"One of us a little more 'favorite' than the other," Andie muttered while flashing me a dark look.


"Don't be like that. You're my friend, and more than that, you're like the sister I never had. I like Ben, and of course I've fallen in love with him, but I don't want to lose your friendship over this."


Andie frowned. "What, you'd pick me over him?"


Sasha shook her head. "I don't want to HAVE to pick between you two, period. He's the guy I fell in love with, yes. But we've become so close these last few months, closer than I ever thought we could be. I don't want to lose you, and I'd like to think that even though I'm not a Tri-Delt, you think of me like a sister, too. Really, if our roles were reversed and he expressed those kinds of feelings for you, I know I'd be happy for you. And besides ... this is Ben... Big Ben."


I arched an eyebrow, wondering where she was going with this.


Sasha smirked at me and drawled, "And I know that alone, I'm not nearly enough woman for him. I need help keeping the beast tamed, and we already know we both love trying."


Andie started to brighten. "So nothing changes? You, me, and him ... however the three of us work out?"


"Well, some things will change. I know you've gotten a little used to having him all to yourself at night, at least for six nights out of the week."


Andie shrugged, "You said you're not much of a cuddler."


"I lied. I was deliberately avoiding those times in a futile attempt to keep my emotions in check." Sasha shrugged. "Didn't help. Maybe even only made me miss him that much more."


Andie smirked. "I sorta figured. I mean, for someone who supposedly didn't like to cuddle, you sure looked happy whenever he spooned up behind you on the nights all three of us were in bed together."


Sasha nodded. "So I do want to spend the nights with him now, but it doesn't have to be exclusive. There's plenty of room for all three of us on the big bed."


"Of course," Andie sighed and started shaking her head. "But there's one thing we never talked about regarding AFTER he said he was in love with one of us."


Sasha frowned and asked, "What's that?"


"We agreed that we'd never be jealous, and that we'd never try to push the other one out." Andie wistfully looked over at me, biting her lip and giving me big puppy-dog eyes. "But I'm still in love with him, and it's only fair that you know that I'm going to do my damndest to make him fall in love with me, too."


Sasha barked a short laugh and reached a little higher to rub Andie's upper arm. "Oh, I know. I know. But you already know I won't be jealous. I love you too, Andie, and I'm only too happy to share."


Andie beamed, and the two girls came together to rub noses and giggle.


I blinked, somehow feeling that I shouldn't be surprised by this turn of events, and yet for some stupid reason, I still was. Blinking again, I started scratching my head before opening my big mouth and asking, "Um, do I get a say in any of this?"


The girls both looked at me, Sasha smirking and Andie pursing her lips in thought. They looked at each other again, and back at me. And Andie tapped her lips before chirping, "Nope." And they started giggling again.


Still holding Andie's arm with her right hand, Sasha reached out with her left and interlaced her fingers through mine. "Come on, loverboy. I think we've had plenty of time to recharge, and the dishes can wait."





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. Moaning in ecstatic pleasure, she dug her heels into my ass and tightened 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.


"Fuuuuuck ... yeah..." Andie groaned, letting her head drop back against the mattress while her arms uncurled from around my back to flop limply to the sides.


I held myself at full depth for a couple of extra seconds, reveling in the feeling of her tight cunt wrapped around my cock just a little longer. But then I too relaxed all the tension in my body as I let my weight collapse onto Andie beneath me.


"Hmm..." she hummed, accepting my weight and patting my shoulder while nuzzling her nose into the crook of my neck.


"That sounded like a good one," Sasha commented from her spot in the armchair at the foot of the bed. After a lazy Sunday, night had now fallen and the moonlight peering through the curtains cast her in an ethereal white glow, enhanced by the way the light played off my white button-down dress shirt she was wearing.


Gazing dreamily at the ceiling, Andie sighed, "They're all good when they're with him."


"You'll get no argument from me," Sasha agreed.


Andie closed her eyes and resume rubbing her nose against my neck before working her way up and pecking my cheek. "I still love you, too. You know that, right?"


I blinked and gave her an apologetic look. "No promises."


"I know. Still ... it's there." And she turned my head so that her next peck was on my lips.


"You don't have to go," Sasha spoke up. "We talked about this. Nothing has to change. Any other Sunday night and you'd stay right here."


"I know I would," Andie replied, taking a deep breath against my crushing weight on her chest before patting my shoulder and giving me a 'get up' look. As I rolled off her, she much more easily took another deep breath and exhaled slowly, saying, "But it's because you're my friends that I want to let you have tonight alone with each other. When I walked in last night, all I was thinking about was how I'd let you both down by allowing Elyse to walk out the door. I didn't realize it was a special night for you two, and for realz, I'll feel better about it this way. Besides, you've already gone out of your way all day today to make me feel welcome and prioritized. By my count I've gotten Ben twice as many times as you have in the last 24 hours. I appreciate it, but really, I'll clean up and get out of here, and I'll see you both tomorrow night before dinner, okay?"


Sasha sighed. "If that's what you want."


Andie now rolled onto her side, keeping her thighs tightly closed to control the leakage of our mingled cum.


"Want me to suck it out?" Sasha offered.


Andie shook her head and smirked. "Wanna keep him inside me as long as I can, actually." She bent, collected her panties off the floor, and snaked them up her legs.


Sasha smiled, and she glanced down at the floor where Jamie lay in the same spot she'd been for the past twenty minutes: face-down, unconscious, and with my previous load of cum still leaking out of her ass. "Well, we'd better wake this one up too."





"Bye, cutie. See you tomorrow." I kissed Andie and smiled to see her glow a bit before she turned around and hopped down the front porch steps toward her Lexus parked on the curb. But despite her glow, I still felt bad for not being able to return her level of feelings for me.


"Bye, Andie!" Sasha called one last time after her as well, and Andie turned back for a moment to flash another smile and wave.


"Bye, lovely!" I called after Jamie, who was waddling a little uncomfortably ahead of Andie, although her fellow Tri-Delt was catching up quickly.


Jamie didn't turn around, merely holding a hand up without waving and without looking back. I felt bad for her as well, but not for emotional reasons. Really, it was Jamie's fault when you think about it, since she'd kept screaming at the top of her lungs for me to cornhole her harder and harder and deeper and deeper.


Still, I felt bad.


Soon enough, both girls were in Andie's car and on their way back to the Chapter House. Sasha and I watched them go and then headed back inside.


"Have a fun night?" Sasha asked.


I smiled and nodded, thinking of the past eight hours or so spent with a good chunk of the original Tri-Delt West harem. After spending the morning with Andie, studying, and making another round of fruitless phone calls looking for Elyse, Sasha had spontaneously come up with the barbecue suggestion, and Jamie, Jocelyn, Tonya, Lakhi, Whitney, and Nora had all come by to hang out. "It was nice to get the gang back together again. That was a good idea, and I feel much better."


"I'm glad you enjoyed it. I did, too. This is going to sound horrible of me, but Elyse's presence the whole last week is really what killed the whole thing. I'd still rather she was here, so that we could know that she's safe, but it felt like old times to see the house full of girls again."


I nodded. "But now it's just you and me."


Sasha smiled. "Are you thinking what I'm thinking?"


I grinned right back. "Well to be honest, Jamie and Andie together pulled three loads out of me. Now that may not seem like a whole lot, but after the morning we had, I'm actually a little tired."


Sasha rolled her eyes and lightly shoved me in the chest. "No, silly. Although if you want to, of course we can fuck before falling asleep. What I meant was that you and I are finally alone. And I can tell that you've been itching all day to sit down and talk, haven't you?"


I blinked twice, thought about it, and grunted, "Oh, yeah. I have ... I guess I just got a little distracted by the girls."


Sasha beamed. "I'll bet you did. But come on. Let's take a shower together first to clean up AND put us in the right mood."





Taking a shower with Sasha, and letting my hands roam all over her fabulous, curvaceous, bodacious naked body definitely put me in a good mood. Getting out of the shower and rubbing a towel all over her fabulous, curvaceous, bodacious naked body kept me in that good mood. And then she went and blew up the mood by neutering my ego.


"I realize that you're Mr. Project Team Leader and Harem Master and all that jazz," Sasha began with a light smile that couldn't quite make up for the slight condescension in her tone. "But your track record with romantic relationships sucks so if you don't mind, I think I'd better start laying down the parameters of our relationship."


"Hey, I..." I began instinctively to defend myself before her words sunk in, and the full weight of my romantic failures settled around my shoulders a bit. We were sitting in our usual conversation spot: the two armchairs in my sitting area. And taking a deep breath, I gestured for her to continue. "Fine, go ahead."


"We're not actually together yet, not as 'boyfriend/girlfriend', and we won't be until Graduation at the earliest. Maybe not even then."


My eyebrows went up. "Okay..."


"Well let's start with a simple question: Are you in love with me?"


I blinked and raised my eyebrows a little higher. "That's a simple question?"


"You didn't seem to have a problem answering it last night. If I recall, your exact words were--"


"I think I'm in love with you, too," I finished.


"Well, yeah," she grinned. "But I was actually thinking right before that, when you said 'I kinda think I can and will feel that way'. You really know how to sweep a girl off her feet there, you silver-tongued devil."


I arched an eyebrow. "As I recall, you pretty much grabbed me and fucked my brains out immediately after I said that."


"Well, I bent over and had YOU fuck MY brains out."


"To-MAY-to, to-MAH-to."


Sasha grinned. "The point is that 'kinda think' was the way you felt BEFORE we had sex, and now it's MY turn to tell you that an 'I love you too' AFTER having sex is the orgasms talking. You're not really there yet."


I took a deep breath. "You don't mind?"


"Mind? No. Again, I didn't particularly mind the way our relationship was BEFORE last night. We've been friends, and we're very close friends. Intimate, even."


"But you always told me you wanted to be my girlfriend. From the time this semester started and I broke up with DJ, to that time you confessed you loved me after we had sex in the private room at Nocturne, hasn't that been your goal?"


"Yes and no. Yes, I've long thought I wanted to be your girlfriend, but you have to remember that before this semester the ONLY way I knew how to have an intimate relationship with a guy was as a 'girlfriend'; I couldn't imagine being close to you in any other way, so I put my hopes on being... 'girlfriend'. But what we've meant to each other these last few weeks – being your constant – I don't think in such narrow terms anymore."


I arched an eyebrow. "So what, you don't want to be my girlfriend anymore?"


"Didn't say that." Sasha giggled. "Sure, I still fantasize about being a happy couple, but I don't have that fantasy for the sake of being your girlfriend. Rather, I dream about having the emotions you and I would both have for each other if we ever actually got to that point, even if it means sharing you with others." Sasha took a deep breath, propped her elbow on an armrest, and dropped her chin into her hand while staring dreamily at me. "The reality is that we're NOT at that point, not yet. So as of right now – and until at least Graduation – you and I are NOT a couple."


I mulled that over and nodded. "Makes sense. I've always tried to make it clear that I wasn't looking for any serious relationships until that time anyway."


"Me, too. I told you how detached from the whole dating scene I was in high school. I'd like to think that I do a good job of keeping my emotions in check, even my emotions for you. Plus, I don't need to remind you how important my academic career is to me. Sure, I've already got a great job lined up downtown – and I don't think they'd pull their offer if my grades tanked or anything – but still, school has always been my top priority, and I'm not going to flake this close to the finish line, not even for you."


"I'd never--"


"I know you wouldn't," she interrupted me with a smile. "But it doesn't hurt to SAY it plainly, just to make sure there's no confusion on either side."


I snorted. "This is the 'open communication' thing Bert says I suck at, right?"


Sasha smiled easily. "Something like that."


I arched an eyebrow, "But here's the thing: if you and I are NOT a couple, then what really changes between us? Or is it really like you told Andie: nothing changes?"


Sasha mused on that for a moment. "I guess nothing does. It really is just like I told Andie: from here until Graduation at least, nothing changes. Once we get to that point, we can stop and think about it. Except, of course, for me sharing your bed a little more often."


I shook my head. "Well one thing has changed: the admission of my feelings for you. I haven't committed to you per se, but I've taken a step beyond considering you just a fuck-buddy. And if there's one thing I've learned through all my failures, it's that every relationship hinges on our expectations for each other. So what is it that you expect from me going forward?"


"That's just the point: you're NOT my boyfriend so I don't have any right to have expectations of you."


I shook my head. "Whether you have the right or not, you HAVE expectations. Andie's got expectations, expectations that are starting to worry me right now. I've given her even less of a commitment than I've given to you, but I can already tell she's expecting me to love her back someday the way she loves me. You've told her that nothing changes and our little three-way arrangement will continue for the foreseeable future, but I already know the sand is running and at some point, time's up and she's gonna demand an answer."


"And when it does, what are you going to tell her?"


I sighed. "I don't know yet. I mean, I like her, but I don't know that I can ever love her the way she really wants."


"Did you know whether or not you could ever love ME the way I want?"


I took a deep breath before looking Sasha right in the eyes. "I wasn't sure about ever getting to 'love', but one thing I realized from the very beginning was that you had a way of getting me to open up to you, to share my thoughts and feelings in a way that I couldn't share with anyone else. You were becoming a very special person in my life, becoming my 'constant', and the bond we formed built from that."


"But it wasn't a romantic bond, not then."


I shrugged. "Were YOU ready for a romantic bond back then?"


She sighed. "I suppose not. That close to my break-up with Rod? And before I learned everything about myself after moving in with you? No, I wasn't ready. But after all that's happened over the past six months, I've changed. Our circumstances have changed, and we've grown a lot closer, haven't we?"


"We have. We wouldn't have been right for each other last semester, but I think now is the right time for us. It's not that we hadn't developed real feelings for each other back then, but only now are we both ready for a relationship."


"Yeah..." Sasha smiled and nodded. "As for Andie ... well ... Who knows? You didn't realize you could love me at first. Maybe the same will be true for her."


I blinked. "And you really wouldn't mind that?"


Sasha shook her head. "She's my friend, and she's one of my closest friends at this point. How could I ever begrudge her being happy? I certainly can't fault her taste in a man to fall in love with."


"Even though you want me to be YOUR boyfriend someday."


"So we'll share. It's not like Andie and I aren't used to doing that already."


"And there's Kim to consider. I've told you from the beginning I've already committed myself to taking care of her and our baby."


"I know. I didn't forget her, either. But like you said, your relationship with Kim is a little different, and a little outside of what's going on between you and me. I think I can handle it, even if you two resume a sexual relationship as well. At the very least, I'm not going to give up on us just because of her."


"So you really have no expectations of monogamy from me?"


"Monogamy? You? Puh-lease..."


I blinked. "Uh, I seem to remember you saying the exact opposite at the beginning of the year."


"Yeah, well, a lot has changed since then. I've changed since then. The 'me' who said that was probably the 'me' that was a lot more buttoned-up and traditional about these things."


"But you're not 'her' anymore?"


Sasha shook her head. "I suppose there were two of me before: the studious, sexually reserved, conservative Sasha with the loyal next-door neighbor/boyfriend and equally conservative friends; and the stripper who started enjoying the power rush of sensual manipulation with lesbian inclinations and a box full of sex toys under her bed. The two sides of me were never in harmony. As a teenager, I was all about my studies and completely suppressed the seductive side of me. Once I got the job, I realized I liked certain aspects of what I was doing. But I had to keep the two halves completely separate: Rod and my old friends never understood. And I guess I was so used to feeling guilty about my ... depravity ... so used to keeping that side of me under wraps, that I said to you what I thought I should be saying: that we would never be together because your way was just wrong and immoral."


"And you don't really think 'my way' is immoral anymore?"


"Well it's certainly naughty. But I don't have the guilt anymore, no. Spending all this time with you and the Tri-Delts, seeing how they're still genuinely nice and caring people even though outsiders would label them as sluts, well it's been an eye-opening experience to say the least. I feel like a bird set free from a cage I'd been in for more than twenty years, because when I'm with you, I don't have to choose a side anymore. With you I get to be both student AND sexpot. And just as important, for me at least, I don't feel so alone anymore."


She smiled, and I smiled at the honest look of contentment on her face.


Sasha took a deep breath and looked me in the eye. "We've talked about my parents abandoning me and then losing all my friends when Rod and I broke up. Well the whole Tri-Delt West thing meant that this house was full of girls, full of friends, at all hours of the day. Even when you were out, or even when you were IN but occupied upstairs in your bedroom, I had people to talk with and keep me company. I haven't felt alone at ALL since I moved in here, and even though the charter has been taken down from the foyer wall, I don't want that to change."


I frowned. "I thought you had a roommate in San Bruno."


Sasha shrugged. "That was a Craigslist thing to save money. She and I had nothing in common and we barely spoke. Seriously, going from that apartment to this house was like night to day."


"So part of the reason why you don't want to become monogamous with me ... is because you want to stay close friends with Andie?"


Sasha blushed and shrugged. "I guess, yeah. But really, I don't mind sharing you."


I blinked. "Okay then, back to expectations: Would you want me to restrict myself to just the two of you?"


"Restrict you? No. To be honest, I think DJ had the right idea with the 'Green List'. In some cases, go right ahead whenever you want. Andie, Jamie ... well, the whole Tri-Delt harem, for that matter. Anyone beyond that, I guess I'd like to know beforehand. But we're getting ahead of ourselves; that's the sort of thing we might settle when and if I actually become your girlfriend. Until then, you're still free agent."


I frowned. "But the thing is: I know I don't want you hooking up with any other guys without my express permission."


"That's fine."


"But I'm not your boyfriend yet."


Sasha shrugged. "No biggie. Granted, I don't have much history to compare, but I haven't even been attracted to another man since you and I started fucking. And I know how jealous a man can get about quote 'his' girl being around a potential rival – after all, Rod never liked me hanging around you. So even though you and I aren't a 'committed' couple just yet, I know full-well that hooking up with anyone else could very well derail that potential future, and that's the last thing that I want. Relax ... I'm good with just one dick."


I furrowed my forehead but didn't question her further on the subject. On a different subject, though, I said, "Well if you are really okay with other girls being around, then there WILL be occasions where I'm ... how did you put it?... occupied without you. Are you expecting any sort of priority or rank you can pull to garner my time and attention?"


Sasha blinked and thought that over. "Would you GIVE me such a rank if I expected it?"


I thought it over. "Well ... yeah, kinda. We're NOT a committed couple yet, but we're on that path, and so I guess what I'm saying is that amongst the harem of fuck-buddies, you're ... well ... you're number one. Andie's number two. My favorites."


Sasha blinked. "I like that."


"But still, I don't want you barging in while I'm gettin' busy to kick girls out of my bed and claim your rights mid-coitus or anything."


Sasha laughed. "No, of course not. I might invoke some sort of right to cuddle overnight once you and I become that couple, but for now I'm perfectly content to have a bedroom across the hall. I like cuddling with you, but I'm used to only one night a week as it is."


I chuckled. "Good to know. Anything else?"


"Other expectations?" Sasha mused on that. "You know, for a pair that supposedly ISN'T committing to each other, we certainly seem to be setting down a lot of boyfriend/girlfriend rules."


"Not 'rules', just 'expectations'. And YOU were the one who opened this conversation by wanting to 'lay down the parameters of our relationship'."


Sasha laughed. "Fine, fine. Uh, expectations: Fidelity? Check ... Status? Check..."


"What about the future?" I asked. "What are your expectations about our future, long term?"


"Well that's just the point: it's long-term. I don't really have any."


"None?"


"No, but I'm sure you do, Mister Can't-wait-to-have-a-family-so-I-knocked-up-KIM-only-hours-after-DJ-left-me."


I winced. "That was unkind."


Sasha blushed and looked down with a sheepish expression on her face. "Sorry."


I sighed. "But it's accurate. And that's just the thing: I've been taking things slow, trying to reevaluate my life and the way I approach relationships so that I don't put the cart before the horse anymore. But the simple fact is that long-term, I DO want a family. And even though you've stated all along that you're into your career and you're not all that keen about having kids, I might very well want that with you."


"Someday."


"If we make it that far."


"Then there's your answer: if we make it that far. I love you, Ben. I'm head over heels for you and I cannot currently imagine a future where I'm NOT in love with you. But to be perfectly honest, my level of commitment at this point is at a place where it wouldn't kill me if our romance fizzled out and we decided to stay friends, although I'd hope we could stay friends-with-benefits. I really want to take things one step at a time, and we haven't even made it to the 'boyfriend/girlfriend' committed couple step just yet. I'm not in any rush to get to that commitment, and I'm certainly not in any rush to get married. I want to become your girlfriend, and I want to spend the majority of my free time with you by my side. I'd like to think you want the same. But as for marriage and kids and all that jazz, I think it's in BOTH of our best interests to table those discussions and put them off into the future after we've both graduated, after we've both started our careers, and when we're BOTH ready to really consider how those things will shape our futures. For now, we're barely 22 for God's sake. Let's enjoy our time together without worrying so much about where we'll be when we're 30, alright?"


I took a deep breath and nodded. "Alright."


Sasha grinned. "Anything else?"


I thought about it. "Uh, nothing else immediately comes to mind."


"So that's that then. We continue as before. Nothing really changes."


I reached out and caressed Sasha's cheek. "Something changes."


She pressed her face against my palm and smiled dreamily. "What's that?"


"I'm falling in love with you."


Sasha giggled. "That's a good change."


"Yes it is." And then we kissed.





-- MONDAY, APRIL 24, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



"Hey there, stranger," Bert greeted me with a fist bump and hooked his thumbs into the straps of his backpack. "How was your weekend?"


"Long story."


"With you, when is it not? Me? My weekend is a pretty short story. I get sucked into a family trip up to Sacramento for my cousin's wedding. I come home, I play video games, and then I go back to school. You? Never a dull moment. I mean, maybe there was ONE dull moment somewhere amidst Elyse running off to who knows where with your emergency cash, Kim's dad forbidding you from ever seeing Kim or your son ever again, and you falling in love with Sasha while keeping Andie, too."


After staring slack-jawed at my buddy for a moment, I blinked, rolled my mouth up, and asked, "How the hell do you know about all that?"


Bert shrugged. "Lynne, of course. And Sasha."


I frowned. "Sasha TOLD you already?"


He shrugged again. "She's excited and I like to keep in touch. You never go out of your way to keep me in the loop about this stuff, so I talk to your friends. Dude, with all the shit you go through, your life is the best reality TV show on air."


I lowered my eyelids and glared at him. "Do NOT tell me you're watching The Real Housewives. I'll end this friendship right here and now."


"Psht, no. Lynne and I prefer Paris Hilton and The Simple Life."


I shot him another look, but Bert was chuckling too much for me to believe he (or especially Lynne) would actually watch that crap. We continued making small talk and giving each other a hard time for the next few minutes, right up until our lunchtime rendezvous was within sight. And only then did it occur to me that in addition to discussing my über-complicated life with Lynne and Sasha, he had probably talked to Kim as well.


"Whoa, whoa, whoa," I said, stopping dead in my tracks and holding my arm across Bert's chest like a crossbar, stopping his forward movement as well. It took me a moment to wrap my head around this realization, but after that moment I turned to him with an accusing glare and said, "YOU talk to Kim all the time! Now maybe Sasha would've told you about me and her and Andie and all ... But the stuff about Kim's father cutting me off, that had to come from Kim herself!"


He blanched, screwing up his face and scratching his head. "Uh ... well..."


I frowned. "You must have talked to her since I went down there. And the fact that you're hiding it – or at the very least not coming out and volunteering to me how she's reacting to everything – can't be a good sign."


"What do you want from me, man?"


"What I want is for my trust in my best pal," I emphasized myself by shoving Bert lightly in the chest, "to be validated by him TELLING me how Kim has been doing since I went down there. Dude, you KNOW you're my only line of communication to her."


Bert gave me a frank look and held his hands out helplessly. "I know. But ... well ... I don't have anything new to tell you."


I leveled my gaze at him, staring with infinite doubt in my eyes that he was telling me the truth. Mentally, I started counting, 'Three ... two ... one... '


"Okay, okay. It's just that Kim's explicitly told me to NOT tell you things that would make you worry about her."


"Oh really?"


"She wants you happy and doesn't want you stressing out about her. She's fine. She insists that I tell you she's fine."


"Then why are you hiding things from me?"


"Because she doesn't want you to know that things are getting worse!"


"Worse?" I blinked and gave him a look of alarm.


"No, no. Not like that. Kim's fine, she's fine." Bert sighed. "But her dad banned you from ever seeing them again, even AFTER the baby's born, right? How is that NOT worse?"


I groaned and shook my head. "He's overreacting."


"Of course he's overreacting. He overreacted the first time and he's going to overreact again in the future. But he's her father and of course Kim's going to let him. I realize that you've never talked to me about this, because you've been trying to protect her, but don't think I'm stupid; I've known about her submissive personality for a while now."


I picked my head up. "You have?"


Bert shrugged. "She's my friend."


I sighed and gave him a pleading look. "How is she? Please tell me I didn't make things worse for her."


Bert shrugged again. "This whole 'submissive' thing has kind of thrown her dad for a loop. If anything, this new knowledge has amplified his sense of protectiveness. He always kept her at home, but he used to let her go around the neighborhood at least. But now he won't even let her go to the grocery store without an escort."


I put my forehead into my hand. "Ah, shit. So it IS worse."


"But she's fine. Her dad just needs some time to process, but in the end it's all status quo. She's fine, the baby's fine, and ... well ... that's that."


"That's that?"


Bert sighed. "You're gonna have to think of something else if you want her back. Or, you're gonna have to decide you don't want her back."


"I'm not giving up on her."


Bert stared at me for a long moment.


"I'm not!" I insisted. "I went down there yesterday, didn't I?"


He continued staring at me expectantly.


"Look, what do you want from me?"


Bert sighed and shook his head. "Look, it's not about what -I- want from you. It's about what KIM wants from you."


"And you'd know that?"


He immediately raised his eyes and looked up and to the left.


I stepped forward and lightly shoved him in the chest. "Hey!" I growled a little angrily. "What are you not telling me?"


"Nothing."


"Has Kim TOLD you what she wants from me? Something she's said that you're actually HIDING from me?"


"No, of course not. For one thing, even -I- wouldn't trust myself to keep a secret from you, so I know that Kim wouldn't."


"But you ARE hiding something from me."


"It's just my opinion."


"Then spit it out!"


"But you're not gonna like it."


"For gawd's sake, Bert. I swear I'm going to castrate you right now if you don't--"


"There! Right there!" Bert suddenly shoved ME in the chest, not hard but enough to stand me up straight. "That FIRE. That's what you're not giving Kim, and that's what she wants."


"She wants me to castrate you? Hmm, I can work with that."


"Gahh..." Bert sighed and let his head loll back as she gazed up at the sky. Taking a deep breath, he got his bearings and fixed me with a serious look. "You know what? Nevermind."


"No, I'm serious. What's your opinion?"


Bert shrugged and shook his head. "My opinion is that if Kim's a submissive, then she's going to respond best to someone who takes charge and gives her commands. I think you know that, and I think that if you really wanted her back you would have gone to fight for her a LONG time ago."


"'Gone to fight for her', 'gone to fight for her'," I muttered in disgust. "You know what? For once I'd like someone to give me an actual plan of action more than 'go fight for her'."


"I think waiting for someone to GIVE you the plan would defeat the purpose."


I rolled my eyes. "What does 'go fight for her' even mean? Drive down, tell Kim's dad that he can go fuck himself and order Kim to get into my car? Tear her away from her father and her brothers and insist I can take better care of her than they can? Hell, no. I can barely take care of myself. I'm a fucking MESS right now, and I'm smart enough to not drag her down with me any further into the goddamn sinkhole of my life than she already has. She's better off without me."


"So that's why you didn't go to her until yesterday? Because you believe she's better off without you?"


I sighed and shook my head. "You care about her too. What do YOU think?"


"I think she's in love with you. And I think she wants to see you become all you can be. And in her mind, that means becoming her 'Master'."


I shook my head. "She's got one. Her dad. And he's a better 'Master' than I'll ever be."


"Because you're not even trying."


I stopped walking and stared straight ahead. "No ... I'm not."


"Why IS that?"


"Because ... I'm not..."


"You're not trying because ... you're not trying?"


"What?" I picked my head up, only now getting a grip on my train of thought. "No, not that. I'm not trying because ... because we're incompatible."


"Incompatible? The fuck is that supposed to mean?"


I sighed and shook my head. "Kim's a submissive, right? That means she needs a Master. And where might we find an example of such a man? Hmm, how about ... oh, her DAD? You've been there. You've met him. Strong. Decisive. Focused. And damn fucking sure of exactly what he wants. Right?"


Bert shrugged and nodded. "Right."


"Remind you of me at all?"


Bert snorted. "Are you kidding me?"


"I'll take that as a 'no'. Let's face it: I'm NOT that type of guy. Despite whatever successes I've had with women, I am NOT an 'Alpha' male. I don't get laid because I'm aggressive or über-masculine or even charismatic. I get laid because I'm technically good at it and girls share that information, that's it. I don't take the dominant lead in my relationships, whether the girls are submissive or not. I value their happiness above my own, and usually that's meant going along with whatever THEY want. THAT'S why I get laid. I'm a woman-pleaser, and I do it on THEIR terms, not mine. Dawn, Adrienne, Amber, my high school girlfriends, even Lynne. They called the shots. They dictated the terms, and Adrienne even called me a pussy over it, saying that I always let her manipulate the hell out of me. She's right. I let the girls run all over me, I go along with making THEM happy without getting upset or annoyed by it like some guys would, and they love me for it. But it all goes to show that I'm too flexible to be an Alpha. It's just not in my nature."


"Kim certainly seemed to think you took charge of her when you were together."


"Psht. In the bedroom; that's different. But in our personal lives? Even when she was, quote, 'my' submissive, she pretty much drove our relationship from the bottom."


"So what are you saying?"


"She wants me to be an Alpha, but I'm not it. She wants me to be her Master, but I'm not it. Seriously, when have I ever been that kind of guy? Even with an entire harem of Tri-Delts in my house, it's not like I'm the harem Master. Fuck, Jocelyn did most of the organizing, and I didn't even fuck her most of the time because she has a boyfriend!"


"Kim's not asking you to be a 'harem' master, just HERS."


I shook my head. "I told Kim way back in the beginning that I wasn't the Master type, and I honestly don't believe I have it in me to cast aside my empathy and take command of someone."


"Look, I'm not arguing with you about not being that kind of guy."


I sighed. "I think I realized that I'll never be that kind of guy. And for me to go down there and ORDER her to come with me? To take her away from her family, her FATHER, her real master? No. That would have been abusing her love for me for my own selfish reasons and taking her AWAY from the best Master she has. You wanna know why I never went down to fight for her? THAT'S why. Because even though you and Brooke and Viktoriya and everyone else seems to think I should have gone down there and commanded her to come with me, deep down I knew I shouldn't. Because it wouldn't be fair to her. Because I'm NOT the right guy for her. And because ... well ... because knocking her up in the first place was a huge mistake."


Bert snorted again. "You think?"


I shot Bert a harsh look, but he shrugged me off.


"What do you want from me?" he scowled. "Even if YOU don't think you're the right one for her, SHE still loves you. She still believes in you, and whether or not you consider knocking her up to be a mistake, she's certainly still pregnant. And because of that I don't want to see you abandon her!"


"I'm NOT abandoning her! Look, I realized that I couldn't take her away from her family, but I still went down there promising to care for her and our son as best I could. I can't be her Master, but I CAN be the baby's father."


"Then BE the baby's father. Do something. Say something. Toss aside this 'lifetime ban' and go back there and change his mind. I'm not saying you have to do it now. It's still April and she'll still be pregnant after you graduate in month. Maybe things'll be better then. But don't forget about her."


"I won't."


"You sure? Because you've certainly been doing a good job of forgetting about her the last few months."


I sighed. "I've been busy."


"Too busy, if you ask me. And that's something else you might want to think about changing."


"What?"


Bert took a deep breath and looked away, shaking his head. "It's Lynne."


I frowned. "What about Lynne?"


Still shaking his head, Bert explained, "We get into our disagreements, like any couple, but one particular sticking point between us has been this thing with Kim. I've been of the opinion that you shoulda pulled your head out of your ass months ago and gone to do something about her, but Lynne says you're better off cutting your losses and moving on."


I blinked in surprise. "She said what now?"


"Obviously, with how much I care about Kim, I vehemently disagree with you abandoning Kim. But Lynne thinks you're stretching yourself too thin. It goes back to your White Knight nature, this ... almost pathological need you have to try and make the lives of those you care about better. You remember all our talks about self-interest? The stuff about collective utility?"


"Yeah."


"Well Lynne says that you and Kim are more alike than you think, at least in terms of valuing the happiness of others. She talked about everything you did for Adrienne, all that shit that happened with her family and her brother. She talked about your high school relationships, the thing you did for some girl named Summer. And she talked about how you voluntarily gave up Amber at the expense of your own happiness."


"Well, I don't know how 'voluntary' that was so much as we both realized--"


"That's not the point," Bert cut me off. "I've seen the same thing here. Look at Paige! Look at how much of a fucking mess her life had become before you literally rescued her out of the gutter and got her back on her feet. Who knows what would have happened to her if you hadn't done that? Sasha? An orphan who turned to stripping to make ends meet. Now she's here, with you, surrounded by a whole network of girlfriends because YOU took her into your house. Peyton? You set everything into motion to get her out from under Rutledge's thumb. You'd barely MET the girl but you did all that out of the kindness of your heart."


"Well I DID get to sleep with her."


Bert shook his head. "Not until AFTER you'd started helping her. And like that was any big chore for her, either."


"Fine."


"And this thing with Elyse? Just your latest Goodwill project. The girl screams DANGEROUS and LOST CAUSE and you didn't even think twice before jumping in to help."


"So what IS your point?"


Bert gave me a steady look. "On the one hand, you're a fucking hero. You've changed peoples' lives. But on the other hand, you can't be everywhere at once! Where's the time for you? Where's the time to take care of Ben?"


I snorted. "Have you not been paying attention for the last few months? I think the whole Tri-Delt West thing was about taking care of Ben."


Bert shook his head. "Bullshit. The sex is great, yeah. But seriously, the girls are using you. You've given them your home to be THEIR personal playground, and you've given them your time, too. They show up and ask for sex and you give it to them. They get nice stress-relief on THEIR schedules without the complications of dating or boyfriends or clinginess. And you've been sooo occupied taking care of dozens of them that you've had almost NO time for yourself! Seriously, until Elyse put a lid on things, I only saw you at class and at lunch, remember? No more dinners. No more evening study sessions. No more Project Ben. You were busy entertaining THEM. Making THEM happy. Making OTHER people happy makes YOU happy, and if that's the way you function, then so be it. But that didn't leave you any time to deal with YOUR shit ... like ... oh ... a particular Japanese girl in Sunnyvale carrying your BABY. And what does it say that you go so far out of your way to help all these different girls you barely know and apparently can't lift a finger to do something about Kim? Huh?"


"So what are you suggesting? I kick out all the Tri-Delts and stop worrying about Elyse and go get myself back into Kim's life?"


Bert blinked for a moment before nodding his head vigorously and saying, "Well, YES!"


I arched an eyebrow and look at him questioningly. "And what does Lynne think I should do?"


He scowled and turned his head. "You know, I love Lynne to death but sometimes she doesn't know what the fuck she's talking about. She's not HERE, she can't SEE what's going on and--"


"She actually agrees with what I've been doing, doesn't she?"


Bert's scowl deepened, but he exhaled and nodded. "She's actually glad for the Tri-Delts. After everything that's happened to you, she was worried you might crack – or 'break', as she put it, actually. Dawn, her, Amber, DJ, Kim ... That's a lot of failures for you in the last year."


"Don't remind me."


"Sorry." He took a deep breath. "Anyway, she says Tri-Delt West is the best thing that could have happened to you. At a time when you could have felt most abandoned and maybe gone off the deep end if left alone with your thoughts and regrets, a whole gaggle of girls showed up to soften your landing and distract you. Couldn't have turned out any better."


I mused on that for a moment and thought about the LAST time I went through a horrible break-up and how I'd gotten through it. "Well you tell Lynne that even the whole of Tri-Delt West wasn't as comforting or supportive as those couple of months I spent with her and the Stanford girls."


Bert blushed and smiled. "They ARE good people, aren't they."


I nodded. "The best."


Bert sighed and shook his head. "Fuck."


I blinked in surprise. "What?"


He sighed again. "You know all that stuff you said about NOT being an Alpha? Lynne said all that to me before. It's not that you're a Beta, per se, and you're certainly an Alpha in the bedroom. But it's simply not in your nature to enforce your will on others. And because of that, from her perspective, Lynne thinks you – AND Kim – are better off apart. Well, maybe you can raise the baby together, but not as Master/sub. You're too ALIKE, remember? It would be a disaster for both of you."


"Maybe she's right."


"Don't tell me that. I really don't want to go back there and tell her she's right because she's gonna waggle it in my face." Bert smirked and shook his head good-naturedly, but then he sighed and took on a more melancholy expression. "But I DON'T want you to abandon Kim."


"I'm NOT going to abandon Kim. No matter what."


"Do you really mean that?"


"I do. She needs me, in some form or another. I'll be there for her. It's in my nature, remember?"


"I guess. But I need you to REALLY mean it."


"I do."


"Ben, you're my bro, and because of that I'm giving you the benefit of doubt that others might not give." Bert's eyebrows went up and his eyes hardened into lumps of frosty coal. "But you know I've always had strong feelings for that girl, and I swear to God, if you fuck this up I will never forgive you."


"Dude..." I stood up straight and spread my arms a bit, palms out. "I care about her, too."


For a few seconds, neither of us spoke. And then with a deep breath, Bert turned his head and started walking again.


I followed after.


For a couple of minutes, we simply walked, and soon enough we were nearing our destination.


"Meantime, we finish classes. We finish our exams," Bert said out of the blue. "And of course, there's your new relationship with Sasha to figure out as well."


There was an odd tone in Bert's voice, so I frowned and asked, "You don't approve of me and Sasha getting closer?"


He shook his head immediately. "No, no. That's not it at all. If anything, I'm happy that you're finally giving her some kind of commitment after everything she's done to stick with you. But I have to admit, dude ... I'm a little jealous."


I arched an eyebrow. "Jealous?"


He chuckled and shook his head. "I love Lynne, man. Ain't no question about it. She's incredible, and I still can't believe she actually likes ME."


"What can I say? You make her laugh."


Bert rolled his eyes. "The point is that I'm happy, and I wouldn't want things any other way. But at the same time, the horny male inside can't help but envy you. We both know the way I felt about Kim, but she's always been in love with you. Not me, you. And now you get to have Sasha, too."


I frowned. "You had feelings for Sasha?"


"No, no, of course not. But I can still be envious that she picked you."


I shook my head. "Never forget, Lynne could have had either of us. And SHE picked YOU."


Bert grinned. "Damn straight."


I clapped him on the back. "Let's go."


We continued on then, and my stomach growled in anticipation of lunch, and a short time later we came within view of our destination.


We weren't the only ones. Paige and Sasha turned the corner about twenty yards away from us, and as soon as she spotted me, Sasha took off straight for us at a dead run. "Hey!!!" she squealed excitedly.


The obvious excitement on her face coupled with the adrenaline rush of newly blossoming love lit a fire in my heart, washing away the melancholic aftermath of my conversation with Bert. I wouldn't forget about Kim, but for a few brief seconds all I could think about was the gorgeous girl sprinting straight for me.


I had a few moments to brace myself, so I was prepared when my new 'not-girlfriend' vaulted into my arms and wrapped her legs around my waist. Her tongue speared into my mouth and we kissed each other madly for about three full minutes. What can I say? It was the first time we'd been apart since our 'almost in love' declarations.


It was Bert who finally cut us off by tapping impatiently on my shoulder. I flipped him the bird, but he kept tapping, and so with a groan I finally released Sasha and glared at him. "Dude!" I complained as if it were a four-letter swear word.


"I'm hungry," Bert said matter-of-factly.


"Then go order and get us a fucking table!"


He brightened. "Oh, right."


And then I went back to kissing Sasha.


Paige giggled and patted my ass. "So what now? You two fall madly in love and ride off into the sunset to your happy ever after?"


Still lip-locked, neither Sasha nor I answered her right away. But after a minute, Sasha sighed and pulled back. "We'll see," she replied while keeping her eyes on mine. "For now, I just want to enjoy today."





-- TUESDAY, APRIL 25, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



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 bottle-blonde head bobbing up and down in my lap before my heavy eyelids closed themselves. I smiled, knowing that Andie would be looking up at me, and I was rewarded for giving her positive feedback by the sensation of her sliding my morning wood into her throat once again.


Just another morning in my ordinary life. Eat your fucking heart out.


"Mmm..." Sasha moaned quietly in her sleep. I'd awoken in a typical position, cuddled up behind Sasha with my left arm wrapped around her. With my sexual arousal climbing with every passing second that Andie continued to fellate me, I'd started fondling the naked breast I held in my palm. And as I reached across with my right hand to stroke Sasha's side as well, I slowly coaxed her to join us in the land of consciousness.


When she did wake up, Sasha sighed languorously and stretched as she leaned back against me. A moment later, she spun in place, twisting around to face me while I pulled my right arm out of the way and used that hand to hold Andie's head down against my crotch.


"Mmm ... morning, lover," Sasha murmured.


"Good morning to you too," I replied before smirking and patting Andie's head. "And definitely good morning to you, cutie."


Andie smiled and deep-throated me again for an answer.


Sasha leaned over for a kiss, which I happily gave her. But instead of joining us, she sighed and rolled off the bed.


I frowned and asked, "You don't want in?"


"Believe me," Sasha replied with a smile, "I've gotten laid plenty in the last couple of days. I love you to death, and I love the orgasms, but I don't have your libido. Besides, Andie's doing all the work right now. You should reward her."


"Mm-hm!" Andie agreed around a mouthful of meat.


I chuckled and nodded while watching Sasha head for the bathroom to go through her morning routine. In the meantime, I reached down and gestured for Andie to come up to me, which she did quite happily. We kissed, we fondled, and she slid a hand between us to elevate my cock into the proper position.


Andie did deserve a reward for being such a good sport about this. Despite my confession that I was developing feelings for Sasha that I didn't yet have for her, and even though Sasha had started sleeping with us on nights that used to be hers and Jamie's, Andie hadn't pouted or complained even once. I did my best to put Sasha out of my mind for a little while and simply focus on how happy my perky 'cutie' made me every time we were together. And when I stopped to realize that I'd probably slept with Andie more than any other girl over the past couple of months, I resolved to truly show her how much I appreciated her loyalty.


So the morning was all about her. Rolling us over, I re-slotted my dick into the perky bottle-blonde and held her cheeks tenderly while making love to her mouth with my lips and tongue. I drove her crazy, taking her to the precipice of orgasm three times without letting her go over, only to finally push her over the edge in such a way that she had three cascading climaxes back-to-back-to-back. And just when she thought she'd had enough, Sasha returned to suck out the creampie I'd left inside, giving Andie one more orgasm to leave her limp and exhausted in my bed.


"I love you, Ben," Andie crooned once Sasha finally left her alone. Her eyes were closed, and her limbs were askew as she lay flat on her back.


"I know, cutie. I know," I replied, pecking her on the lips before I got off the bed and headed for the bathroom myself. But just before I got there, Holly Brook started singing.


// Where'd you go? I miss you so. Seems like it's been forever, that you've been gone...



When I'd started customizing my ringtones, the instant I heard the Fort Minor track I'd immediately thought of Adrienne. Sure, upon second and third listens, my relationship with her didn't quite fit the theme of the song, as I didn't really resent Adrienne for prioritizing her career and moving off to New York. She certainly deserved to do what she enjoyed so much, and I had no right to tie her down to stay near me. But I still liked the melody of the hook, so I kept it as Adrienne's personal tone.


And ... well ... okay maybe I harbored a little resentment for her absence.


The point is: I knew immediately that Adrienne was calling me, so I backed up to my dresser drawer and snatched up my phone, putting it to my ear as I continued on my way into the bathroom. "Hey, what's up?" I greeted as I patted Sasha's butt while she put on her makeup in the mirror.


"Hey, Tiger. I didn't wake you, did I? I know it's early over there, but you've got class on Tuesday mornings, right?"


"Right, right. No, I'm already up and going through my morning routine," I replied while spreading my feet shoulder-width apart and aiming my penis at the toilet bowl. A moment later, I let out my morning flow. Sasha glanced over at me and smirked, shaking her head before returning her attention to the mirror.


"So I'm assuming there's been no word on Elyse? Otherwise you would have called me."


"Right. No word." I sighed. "I'm of course still concerned about her, but I've got other stuff going on in my life, too."


"Totally understand. Kind of the situation I'm in myself right now."


I finished up, did the jiggle, and wiped the tip before flushing and moving over to wash my hands. Sasha was still leaning forward doing something with that eyelash contraption that looks like it's meant for extracting eyeballs, and I leaned over to casually peck her cheek before heading back to my room to get dressed.


Meanwhile, Adrienne continued talking into my ear. "So I wanted to let you know that I'm planning to come back to Berkeley for a little while, as long as you won't feel like I'm intruding or anything."


"Intruding? Never. You're welcome back at any time."


"I was hoping you'd say that."


"Now you mention 'a little while'. Does that mean this trip'll last more than your usual in and out in a single night routine?" I reached over and rubbed Andie's naked thigh. She still looked wiped out, but she opened her eyes and smiled at me. I turned back to my dresser to start fishing out my clothes.


Adrienne chuckled and then sighed mournfully, her tone rapidly become less mirthful. "Unfortunately, yeah."


"Unfortunately? Is it such a drag to spend a little time with me?"


That got another giggle out of her, and she sounded better. "Never. In fact, I find myself wondering why the hell I ever moved away from you in the first place."


"You and me, both. Every now and again I stop and wonder about how different my life would have turned out had you stayed these last couple of years. Maybe I..." I sighed, feeling a little world weariness weigh down on me. "Nevermind."


"No, I get it. Things would probably have been a lot simpler that way."


"Perhaps. Of course, things might've ended up a lot more complicated, too. But enough with that. What's up? What's prompting this sudden trip?"


"So I take it you haven't seen the latest tabloid news about me?"


I blinked and muttered, "Uh ... well not personally. My universe has kinda shrunk down to Berkeley these last couple of weeks, partly your fault after sending Elyse to my doorstep. But some of the girls have mentioned stuff to me, usually about such and such guy – or such and such girl – that you're rumored to be dating. Let's face it: you're ALWAYS in the tabloids one way or another."


"Hey, I behave! ... Mostly ... Anyways, have the girls mentioned the latest bit of news to hit the stands?"


I glanced back at Andie, who'd been one of my regular sources for Adrienne tabloid news. She was sitting up now, although still buck naked. I'd only ejaculated the one time, and as I stared at her perky tits with even perkier nipples, I started thinking about going for Round 2 despite having a class to get to. Rather absentmindedly, I replied, "I'm not sure. What's new?"


"There's a second sex tape that got released of me."


I jerked my gaze away from Andie and frowned. "Did you just say there's a second sex tape of you?"


"Don't worry, there weren't any guys involved," Adrienne explained hurriedly. "Just me and this other model I met about a week ago. Apparently she whipped out a camera phone while I was going down on her, and even though she promised she'd delete the video, apparently she didn't."


"And one of her friends found it and uploaded it?"


"Not exactly. Turns out she did it on purpose."


I had pulled on my boxer shorts, but my jeans were now forgotten as I abruptly sat down on the foot of the bed and stared at the wall with my jaw dropped. "Why on Earth would somebody DO that to you?"


Adrienne sighed, "They say in New York that there's no such thing as bad publicity, especially for a virtually unknown girl looking to make a name for herself. At the very least, this is getting HER name out there a million times more than it would have been otherwise."


"She did it just for scandalous fame?"


"Apparently."


I grimaced, but then a new thought hit me. "But wait, you just said there's no such thing as bad publicity. Why would this second sex tape make you run back here to Berkeley?"


"I'm not running. I'm just ... um ... okay maybe I AM running." She sighed. "The first sex tape was one thing. I'm not a high fashion model and my livelihood depends on sex appeal, and specifically male-oriented sex appeal."


"So this second tape is turning you back into a lesbian despite what we did?"


"No, but a second sex tape has made my agency nervous. Ford Models is a top-end agency, and they don't like scandal. One sex tape is an aberration, but two within a span of three months? I'm super-popular and I make them a ton of money, so they're not firing me or anything just yet; but if I'd been a lesser star I'd have been kicked to the curb for this."


"Even if they fired you, surely you could get another agency to represent you."


"Sure, but maybe not with the connections they've got. So many gigs get funneled through the agency, companies that use them exclusively. If I'm not a Ford Model anymore, then I don't get access to those opportunities, period."


"I'm sorry."


"It's not your fault."


"So you're coming back here to what, lay low for a bit?"


"Something like that. My agent is setting me up with shoots on the West Coast and I'm instructed to stay out of the news. If I turn into one of those tabloid princesses, then 'super-popular' or not they'll drop me."


I winced. "I'm sorry. Well ... come back here. I'll keep you out of trouble."


"Thanks, Tiger. If there's a silver lining in this, I'll really love getting to spend more time with you."


I grinned. "Me, too."





-- WEDNESDAY, APRIL 26, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



"Nnngh..." I stopped at full depth, slowly relaxing the tension in my fingers so that I was merely resting my hands on the shapely hips before me rather than gripping them. My eyes remained closed, all my senses turned inward on the sensations crawling up my nerves and spreading throughout my body from their origin point at the tip of my cock.


Once again I was buried deep inside one of the most highly-sought after pussies in the world. Once again I was making love to perhaps the sexiest, most gorgeous woman I had ever met. Once, seemingly an eternity ago, she had been mine, only mine. But then our lives took separate paths, first in love and later in actual geography. For nearly two years we had been apart, save for the occasional visit that never lasted long enough and always left me missing her even more than before. But while I would never wish her recent events upon her for my own selfish reasons, I could still be glad those events had caused her to come back to me. And I would savor every moment she remained a part of my life.


"Ohhh ... fuck me, Tiger," Adrienne moaned, raising her head and arching her spine to push her crotch back against my pelvis in our doggy-style position.


My eyes still closed, I let my hands leave my lover's hips to roam across her naked body, feeling each bump of her spine with one hand while caressing her ass with the other. She squirmed a little bit, reacting almost as if my touch was ticklish. But my movements were too firm and deliberate to cause such a reaction, and when I felt the tongue swipe across my balls I knew Adrienne wasn't squirming because of me.


Adrienne was squirming because of Sasha. Lying on her back beneath Adrienne in a classic sixty-nine, my roommate/teammate/lover/"not-girlfriend" worked her lips and tongue over both Adrienne's clit and my swinging balls. Sasha's tongue danced like it was doing a jazz number on the very spot where my thick shaft disappeared into the famous supermodel's snatch, and her hands came up to hold onto Adrienne's buttcheeks and tug our mutual lover's crotch back down against her face.


"You guys are so fucking HOT," Andie breathed beside me, stroking my arm and twisting my head around for a kiss. My bottle-blonde cutie knelt behind me, rubbing her hard little nipples against my naked back while her hands caressed my pectoral muscles. She pressed her damp crotch against my lower back, urging me to pump slowly in and out of Adrienne even while we continued Frenching. And then she squeaked in excitement when I reached back with one hand and started fingering her cunt.


Overall, it was about as perfect a reunion as I could have imagined for Adrienne's return, filled with food, friends, and fun.


The food was provided by yours truly, as I showed off my Project Ben skills by making quite the spread, with both Andie and Sasha volunteering as my sous chefs.


The friends were the abundance of Tri-Delts in my house, which was typical for a weekday. Tri-Delt West was more or less still in practice, albeit without the charter on the wall or the randomness of my hookups. The girls were Sasha's and Andie's friends, that's all. And my house had been their hangout spot for the majority of the semester. In addition, Bert and Paige had come home with us after Isakova's class to welcome Adrienne back as well.


And of course, the fun. Jocelyn noticed the airport shuttle van pull up to the curb, and the girls practically poured outside to greet her. Adrienne was welcomed like a long-lost sister, which according to Sorority Law she really was. Once a Tri-Delt, always a Tri-Delt. Heading inside, Adrienne settled on a couch and started chatting a mile a minute in her inimitable social butterfly way that charmed everyone around her. She wowed the girls with stories about life in the fast lane as a jet-setting supermodel and even deftly handled the inevitable questions about her current sex scandal, putting the blame entirely on her betrayer and the blood-sucking media while giving the girls nothing they hadn't already read about on the Internet.


Meanwhile, Bert and I were ferrying in her luggage, and there was a lot of it to ferry. I'd noticed right away that she'd arrived with way more luggage than she'd ever brought over before. There were multiple suitcases of clothes, multiple suitcases of shoes, and an entire suitcase dedicated solely to beauty products. Throw in assorted knick-knacks and it was immediately clear that Adrienne wasn't coming to visit for only a few days; she was truly moving in. And I couldn't be more excited.


My excitement was tempered somewhat by the fact that Adrienne had yet to greet me personally. She'd been surrounded by Tri-Delts from the moment she stepped out of the van, and she'd barely sent a glance my way while Bert and I put all of her things into her old bedroom.


But after about ten minutes of telling stories to the girls, she looked up and found me leaning against the archway with my arms folded across my chest and a ... well... hunger in my gaze. There was something Adrienne and I always did best, and I couldn't help but think about it constantly as I simply basked in her radiant beauty.


Apparently, she had the same idea. Excusing herself from the girls by explaining that she and I hadn't properly greeted one another just yet, Adrienne stood up and smoothly glided across the living room like she was on a Fashion Week catwalk. But instead of kissing or hugging me, she simply strode right past me on the way to her bedroom door while asking over her shoulder, "Help me unpack?"


Wordlessly, I followed her into the bedroom and closed the door behind us. Thirty seconds later she had my cock in her mouth. Two minutes after that, she was sitting on top of the vanity I'd built for her nearly four years ago, clutching me with all four limbs while I pounded in and out of her cunt. And six minutes after that, she snaked her panties back on so she could feel my cum squishing inside her for the rest of the night.


And only THEN did she finally kiss me on the lips, her arms wrapping around my shoulders while she panted for breath and crooned, "I've missed you so much, Tiger."


"The feeling's mutual," I replied, just as out of breath.


Having not unpacked a single thing, Adrienne and I returned to the living room to find that dinner was underway. Nobody commented on our absence save for a few sly grins here and there. And within minutes everyone acted as if we'd never left.


Hours later, the last of the Tri-Delts finally walked out the door, except for one: Andie. Bert and Paige had also gone home, which left just Andie, Sasha, Adrienne, and me still in the house. And literally two seconds after the door closed, Adrienne dragged us ALL upstairs to start the foursome that resulted in Sasha and Adrienne sixty-nining while I fucked Adrienne from behind with Andie draped all over my back.


Like I said: it was about as perfect a reunion as I could have imagined, and there's one other detail I haven't even told you yet.


You see, the exact details of that foursome aren't all that important. Let's face it: I'd had a LOT of foursomes in my young life, very few of them bad and the majority of them pretty freakin' awesome. But that one detail is a particular one that I'll remember for the rest of my life.


You see, this was the night Adrienne truly came back to me.


And she came back wearing a certain black leather collar, stitched with the words: "Tiger's Pet".





-- WEDNESDAY, MAY 3, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



I awoke with my usual morning hard-on. My eyes were still closed, but I felt my lover's presence against my chest, and a wave of pure bliss spread across my body.


Now I realize that it's unusual for most people to wake up spooned behind someone and NOT be 100% positive as to their identity, but then I lead an unusual life. There had been many mornings over the past several months when I'd needed to call upon my still-awakening senses to feed me identifying information so that I didn't commit the mood-killer of mumbling the wrong girl's name before convincing her to mount my morning erection. But on this morning I actually WAS 100% sure, and I didn't even need to consciously call upon my senses for information to do so.


My senses had already subconsciously done that for me. I knew.


There was only one woman in the world who smelled the way she did, the scent of her skin and hair filling my nostrils from only an inch away. There was only one woman in the world who FELT the way she did, her curvaceous body enveloped in my arms in this way. And of course, there was only one woman in the world who had TITS like she had.


That's right: Adrienne Fucking Dennis. Sports Illustrated Cover Model. Victoria's Secret catalog girl. Maxim's #39 hottest woman alive, although I would dispute the qualifications of the 38 women ahead of her.


She was mine, all mine, and I didn't want to ever let her go. For the past week, I hadn't let her go. Sure, we'd set up her old bedroom downstairs, and all of her belongings had been neatly organized down there. But the bed itself had seen very little use, at night at least. We'd occasionally fucked like crazy on it, but those encounters were during the day. But for the past seven nights in a row, there was nowhere else she wanted to be than by my side, and there was nowhere else I wanted her to be, either. It had taken her nearly two years to return to me – really RETURN to me and not just stop by for a single night's drive-by-fuck. True, she probably would have preferred to still be in New York living the supermodel's life she'd talked to the girls so much about, but I didn't care about why she'd come back. 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, our bodies separated only by two thin layers of cotton. As my senses came alive, the fingers of my left hand reflexively squeezed the incomparably perfect 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 perhaps more than any other in the world. True, ours wasn't a romantic love, but it was more than a sibling love as well. I couldn't explain it except to say that I felt it, and after an entire year of chasing love, pondering love, scrutinizing love, or avoiding it entirely, I can't overstate just how incredibly RELIEVING it felt to simply BE in love with Adrienne the way I was now.


No pressure. No expectations. No uncertainties. And no fear.


Just love.


For seven days, I hadn't wondered whether or not I'd ever get to see her again, like with Kim.


For seven days, I hadn't contemplated our potential for the future, like with Sasha.


For seven days, I hadn't felt guilt over my lack of strong feeling, like with Andie.


And for seven days, I hadn't mourned over what could have been, like with DJ.


... or with Dawn.


Having Adrienne back was like coming up for air after too much time spent underwater. Having Adrienne back was like stepping OUT of the ocean and onto the firm, solid surface of dry land. I could breathe again. I could MOVE again. Without hesitation, without restriction, without wondering where the FUCK I was going with my life anymore, I simply LIVED.


Because she was by my side.


Oh, she wasn't ALWAYS by my side. Even though she wasn't in New York anymore, her agency had set her up with shoots and appearances in the City this past week. She'd gone to visit Dayna and Brandi one evening just to catch up. She'd even had a day trip to Los Angeles on Monday, although she'd flown back in time for sex and sleep. And then there was the night last week when she'd visited Brooke and DJ, although I didn't hear much about that visit other than "You're still kind of an awkward subject."


In addition, there were times when Adrienne expressly told me to pay more attention to Sasha and Andie, removing herself from the house if necessary to ensure I properly focused on my two "not-girlfriends".


Sasha, of course, was still my "constant" on campus. We shared our classes, we met up with friends for meals, and she held my hand everywhere we went. We hadn't given up on Elyse, either, and together we followed up with local authorities and any other sources we could think of to inquire as to her whereabouts.


As for Andie, although she hadn't shown any outward signs of jealousy over Adrienne's arrival, she did make even MORE of an effort to shower me with attention and affection whenever she was around, never failing to remind me that she wanted nothing more in life than to make me happy.


But even when we were apart, Adrienne was with me. She was in my head, and she was in my heart, and I knew that at the end of the day she would NOT be clear across the country going to some silly party filled with drinks, drugs, and slimy producers who wanted to crawl into her panties. No, she would be at home, in MY bed, waiting for ME.


Fuck I love my life.


I squeezed with my left hand, reveling in that incomparably perfect mammary's pliant firmness. I teased the hard nipple I found there with my thumb. I heard her inhale a little more deeply than before, breaking her previously steady cadence as she arched her back and thrust her ass a little harder against my erection. And a moment later, Adrienne mumbled softly, "Push it into me, Tiger."


Really, are there five sexier words in the English language?


I didn't hesitate to do as she asked, pushing my boxer shorts down to free my cock and fisting the shaft to line myself up. She held still while I notched my mushroom head at her entrance, and she moaned softly as I slowly burrowed my way inside.


Adrienne and I started off slowly, not doing too much to rock the bed. I'd sprung for a fancy mattress with pocketed coils, you know the one from the commercials where they drop a bowling ball on one side and the other side doesn't move. But even so, our movements eventually roused my bed partner on the other side. I had rolled fully onto my left hip, my nose buried against Adrienne's neck while I reached around with both hands to grip her 36F tits as leverage to fuck into her from behind, and the feel of Sasha's hand gliding along my leg startled me at first and broke my rhythm.


Stopping for a moment, I twisted my head back in time to see Sasha's smile of amusement as she tapped my nose and apologized, saying, "Sorry. Didn't mean to interrupt you." She kissed me quickly and used two fingers to turn my face forward again.


Adrienne, meanwhile, was panting softly and rubbing her own clit, impatient to resume. She began rocking her hips back against me, fucking herself on my cock before I started my own pelvic thrusts. And this time neither of us stopped when Sasha joined in by pressing herself against my back while kissing my neck and reaching around to fondle both me and Adrienne.


And then Andie slid herself off the bed with a thump.


That noise got me and Adrienne to stop once again, and all three of us craned our necks to look back at the fourth person in the room. Clad in her pajamas, Andie threw me a sheepish look and mouthed, "Sorry."


I frowned and waved her over. "Don't be. It's morning. Come join in." Suiting words to action, I pulled out of Adrienne and rolled onto my back. My blonde supermodel lover whimpered but rolled onto her back as well, and Sasha pulled the covers off to expose us before taking my schlong in hand and stroking it with a smile.


"Yeah, Andie. Come join in."


But my bottle-blonde cutie shrugged and gestured to the bed. "You guys go ahead. I've got class soon anyway. I'll see you later, okay?"


"Um, sure, I guess," I replied with a frown. I wracked my brain trying to remember the last time Andie turned down a sex session with me. I couldn't think of one.


Blowing me an air kiss, Andie flashed a smile and quickly turned away. She pulled out a shirt, bra, and jeans from her drawers in my bedroom, and without a second glance took them with her outside and closed the door behind her.


"Aww ... he's getting soft!" Adrienne complained, staring down at my cock.


"On it," Sasha replied immediately, stroking my shaft before bending over and taking me into her mouth. Savoring the taste, she mumbled around my cockmeat a few seconds later, "Mmm ... you always taste so good, A.D."


Adrienne giggled and turned to give me a good morning kiss. And awash in the nuclear power of her love, I let all my other worries melt away.





Sasha, Paige, Bert, and I made the final turn for the house and I whistled, idly wondering who would be home. Even with the charter no longer on the foyer wall, my house was informally still Tri-Delt West, and at times even felt like Tri-Delt Central. Andie, Jamie, Jayden, Jeannie, Jocelyn, Jordyn, Kirstie, Lakhi, Leticia, Misa, Nora, Tonya, and Whitney all spent significant amounts of time in the house, even though I wasn't regularly sleeping with any of them save Andie. Being there wasn't about sex; it was about hanging out with their friends...


... AND a little bit of sex. Most of the girls still didn't have boyfriends, and with Finals just around the corner it was common for one or more of them to be interested in a little no-strings-attached stress relief. Actually, there was one string: Adrienne was back in town, and just like old times, the gateway to my cock was through her pussy, especially in the evenings. And, well ... I suppose if you consider once a week to be "regular", well then I WAS regularly sleeping with most of them. But you get my point.


Still, Adrienne wasn't always around. I mentioned that she had her own modeling schedule that took her away from the house during the daytime, and I had my own schedule of classes and lunch with friends to keep. But pretty much any time I was home it was open season for Ben-cock, and the girls weren't shy about pleading for just one little orgasm so they could go back to studying with a clearer head. Whitney, especially, had become quite needy, especially since she'd broken up with her last boyfriend a week ago.


The lone exception to this was dinnertime, as I'd marked off that period for my friends. Paige came by after class three days a week, and Bert was usually there all five school days. He even brought the Xbox 360 over on occasion, and Nora Cavaday was proving to be quite adept with a controller in her hands. Plus, Sasha, Bert, and I still had to finish our Capstone Project, and since we were down to three team members there was that much more work we each had to do.


So as the four of us walked through the front door, I wasn't expecting to get laid anytime soon, at least not before Paige drove Bert to the BART station on the way to her Aunt and Uncle's house in another two hours. The Tri-Delts all knew to keep their mitts off until I'd eaten, studied, and socialized. By removing the potential for a random seizure and insemination, it gave everyone (including Paige and Bert) room to just make friends without sexual tension or anxiety. Plus, I'd noticed that the Mustang wasn't parked in the driveway, which meant that an always-horny-when-she-got-home Adrienne had not yet returned from the City.


My idle wondering about who was home was answered in the form of Jamie, Tonya, and the Schenke twins studying in the living room while Lakhi and Jocelyn were in the kitchen starting dinner. The four of us said our greetings while Bert and Paige went to drop onto the couches and Sasha headed for the stairs. But I noticed someone missing from the usual tableau and asked aloud, "Where's Andie?" I couldn't remember the last time she wasn't home to greet me.


Jamie and Tonya glanced around the room for a moment before pointing at an open textbook on the dining table in front of an empty chair. "She was here a minute ago. Maybe she went to the bathroom."


I had started to nod my understanding when Jordyn piped up from a couch. "Huh, Kirstie's gone, too."


I didn't think much of it, simply shrugging as I went into the kitchen. Lakhi had her back to me as I goosed her ass and stuck my chin over her shoulder. "Smells good. What are you making?"


"Your favorite, of course," she giggled back while the smells of curry wafted up into my nostrils.


"Of course," I replied before pecking her cheek and heading back out into the living room. My modus operandi was to drop off my bag in my room, only bringing down the materials I needed to study. So I went upstairs just as Sasha was on her way down and passed her on the way into my bedroom.


I was so used to my routine that I completely didn't notice the figure kneeling on my bed. The instant I walked through the door I raised the shoulder strap of my messenger back over my head and dropped it on the floor next to my desk. I pulled my keys, wallet, and cell phone out of my pockets and similarly dropped them on top of the dresser. And I was midway through removing my shoes when I noticed the door unexpectedly closing behind me.


Bent over with my hand on one shoe, and with the other shoe already off, I turned with furrowed brow to watch the door close, and stood up in surprise to find Andie leaning against the back of it. She had one hand on the knob, and the other pressed flat against the door's surface as she coyly stared back at me. "Hey there..." she greeted in a smokily seductive voice.


I blinked and took in her appearance. The petite bottle-blonde was dressed in a familiar set of lingerie, a white lace teddy with matching gartered-stockings and see-thru panties. She'd worn this particular ensemble on a few occasions, but the most memorable had been the first time I'd seen it when we had a five-way with the Schenke twins and her little sister Kirstie wearing an identical ensemble in pink.


Speaking of Kirstie, her voice came like an echo of Andie's as she also greeted, "Hey there..." from her spot on the bed. I turned around to find that the 18-year-old freshman was indeed in the identically-designed pink ensemble, and any thoughts I had about NOT having sex for the next two hours began to disappear.


Still, those thoughts weren't gone yet. "Um ... we haven't even eaten dinner yet, girls," I mumbled while my eyes bugged out.


"We won't take long," Andie assured me as she pushed off from the door and sashayed up to me. Walking her fingers up my chest, she undid the single button I'd fastened on my polo before reaching down to grasp the shirt hem. "I missed being with you this morning, and I couldn't wait all the way until tonight to have you in me again."


"And I haven't had you since Monday, period," Kirstie complained from behind me.


I blinked and glanced back. "That was only two days ago."


"Yeah, two WHOLE days!" she whined with a big grin on her face.


I sighed. Already today I'd serviced five different women: Adrienne and Sasha when we woke up, Jamie and Whitney since I didn't have a morning class on Wednesdays, and then Nora in the afternoon before Isakova's class. My stomach growled with non-sexual hunger, and I began shaking my head slowly. "Girls, I can appreciate that you're horny. But this IS dinnertime and I thought we agreed on this period for me to catch a break. I've got a project meeting, too."


But Andie's hands were on my chest again, and with her lower lip quivering she pouted and turned her baby brown eyes up to me. "Please ... I love you, Ben. You know how much I love you, and yet I haven't gotten to spend much time with you lately. I KNOW how important Adrienne is to you and how close you two have always been, but ever since she arrived I've had even less of you than before. Most nights I don't even get to cuddle with you anymore, and I used to get you six nights a week, remember? Please... please ... don't turn me away right now. I love you. I need this. I need YOU."


I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, my heart cracking as I saw that Andie was on the verge of tears. Guilt tore at me as I pondered the situation I was in. On the one hand, Andie had only ever been loyal and devoted to me and I felt like I owed her more than I was giving her. On the other hand, no matter how hard I tried I couldn't muster the same level of intimate love for her that she clearly felt for me, and I wondered if I wasn't only hurting her even more by allowing her to remain in my life. Sasha had promised her that she'd never be jealous or push Andie away from me, but Peyton had warned me that Andie's infatuation was only growing. Already I knew it was too late: anything I did to push her away would only break her heart. The question was: Should I do it now? Or should I let the relationship play out, graduate, and then let time and distance cool her ardor for me naturally. At least then she could fall out of love with me on her own without any jarring emotional pain.


The plan had always been for the latter, the same as it had been for every other girl in my orbit since the formation of Tri-Delt West, Sasha included: No promises, no guarantees. We all lived day-by-day, counting down to my graduation come what may. Then, and only then, would I be able to take a step back and reevaluate my myriad relationships with the girls. We were already into the month of May, and my commencement ceremony was barely more than two weeks away. That really wasn't so far, was it? Surely Andie and I could get through two more weeks before making any serious decisions about where to go from there.


We could, couldn't we?


But then again, she was in love and I wasn't, not with her. It would be nice if I was, but I wasn't, and my continuing lack of that particular emotion could only be feeding her insecurities. My instincts told me it wasn't fair to keep stringing her along, but how was today really any different from any other day since she'd fallen in love with me without me returning the sentiment? It wasn't, except that today she was asking for a special favor that went outside the bounds of our agreed-upon procedure. Now maybe Andie deserved a little special treatment – after all, she was a "favorite", wasn't she? But then again, treating her extra-special might only fuel her infatuation, only make her even MORE in love with me than she already was, and that would only make the inevitable broken heart even worse when I finally cut her off.


You don't have to EVER cut her off. You could let her be your willing plaything for as long as SHE'S willing to be your plaything, into next year and beyond. Eventually she'll get tired of being just a plaything and she'll decide to leave you on her own.



That's not a fair way to treat someone.


That's how you've treated ALL of them for this ENTIRE semester. Today shouldn't be any different.



Shouldn't, perhaps. But it could be different. Today could be the day that she realizes once and for all that I'll never love her the way she wants me to. It's sad, but it's true. She's sweet, and she's kinky, and she'll suck my dick at the drop of a hat anytime and anywhere. But great sex and a sweet personality do not a relationship make. And the sooner she understands my feelings the better off she'll be, right?


Right?


Bueller?


I didn't get an answer, not from my subconscious at least. But I did get an answer from Andie, right in front of me. Her eyes searched mine, perhaps even reading the tension in them as I stared back at her. And bunching up my shirt in both of her hands, she held on tightly and jerked me closer.


"Don't push me away, not now," she practically growled. "I get that you're conflicted about your feelings for me, or more accurately what you believe to be your lack of feelings for me. I'm not blind, and I'm not stupid. I see the love in your eyes when you look at Sasha, a look you never quite give to me. And everyone can tell how closely bonded you are to Adrienne, as if you were two halves of the same person. You've been different ever since AD arrived: more at ease, quicker to smile, and slower to frown. And at the same time you've naturally found ways to stay close to Sasha and not lose the intimacy you've been building with her all year."


Andie took a deep breath, her lower lip quivered again, and she leaned forward to press her forehead against my chest.


"But not me," she continued, almost mumbling into my chest. "Oh, you've never deliberately pushed me aside, and Sasha has been going out of her way to keep me involved. But ... I can tell that unless you force yourself, you don't think of me first. Your instincts, your automatic impulses tell you to go straight after those two, and I'm a very distant third."


"Andie..." I began.


"I never planned on falling in love with you," she cut me off. "That day you knocked on the front door of the Chapter House, I think you would have hooked up with anyone who answered; but you somehow still made me feel special that day, made me feel like it was me you wanted all along. A few days later you were cumming inside me and saying you'd love to wake up that way every morning, and I realized that I'd love to feel that way every morning, too. From then on I took every chance I could to be one of your three girls, Jocelyn's schedule be damned, until finally it was just me and Jamie, six nights a week in your bed."


She rubbed her nose into my chest, I patted her back, and I sighed, "Those nights were nice."


"They were," she agreed. "You started calling me your 'cutie', and I started to feel like I was truly special. But for as special as I am to you, I've never been more than just 'your cutie'. We spend all this time together, and Sasha's kept her promise to not interfere, but I'm still nothing more. I still don't measure up to the others. THEY'RE still more special to you than me."


"Andie..." I sighed.


She picked her head up and pressed a finger to my lips, shushing me. "I don't blame you. Sasha and Adrienne are so much prettier than me, and of course their boobs are just ... I mean ... it's not fair."


I shook my head free of her finger and groaned, "It's not about their boobs."


"I know it isn't. It would be easier to take if it was, because then I'd just get a boob job and we'd both be happy. But since it isn't just about my boobs, that must mean the problem is something else."


"Andie..."


"I'm NOT backing down. I'm not surrendering without a fight. I LOVE you, and I WANT you, and I'm going to figure out what I need to improve about myself to deserve your love in return."


"It's not about improving yourself. There's no 'problem' with you, and I'm not even going to say there's a 'problem' with ME. For whatever reasons, the 'us' just hasn't quick clicked in that particular way. It's nobody's fault."


"The 'us' hasn't clicked yet. It took time for you to develop that with Sasha, and now you have it. Why not me?"


"I just don't want to string you along, at least any more than I already have. You deserve better than that."


"I deserve what I want, and what I WANT is YOU. Even if that means coming in third."


"It's not a competition!"


"I know," Andie sighed glumly. "If it was, I already know I'd lose."


"Andie..." I put my forehead into my palm.


"I could never win a competition. I'll never have what they have in terms of physical endowment or height or even the beauty of their faces. I'm just me, the 'cute' one. You gotta play the hand you're dealt, and this is all I've got."


"For the last time, it's NOT about your body!"


"But if I was 5'10" with a D-cup you'd like me better, wouldn't you? Tell me I'm wrong."


"You're wrong. Jamie's taller and bustier and she isn't even in the conversation! It's NOT about your boobs. I like you just the way you are. You're special, and you're cute--"


"But you don't love me," she interrupted. "Not like you love them."


My shoulders slumped.


Andie shook her head and looked up at me, tears now dripping down her cheeks. "I know you don't, but I don't care. I still love you. I know you feel guilty about not loving me back the way I want, but that only proves to me that you DO care about my feelings. It gives me HOPE that someday ... some way ... you might care about me a little more. If you were just a cold bastard who used me and didn't feel remorse over not returning my feelings, I'd hate you for it and leave. But you're not a remorseless bastard, and it makes me love you even more."


"But it's not fair to you."


"You let ME decide what's fair, alright?" She sighed and looked away for a moment. "You've shared things with me, shared how much it hurt when Dawn and then DJ both left you, claiming that it wasn't fair to you what they'd done. How did it make you feel when they left you and didn't even give you a chance to make things better? Huh? Now think about how it'd make ME feel if you did the same to me! I know the score, I know the odds that are stacked against me, and I'm TELLING you do NOT try to 'do the right thing' by breaking my heart sooner than later! I have Finals too, you know!"


I stood up straight and muttered defensively, "I wasn't going to break up with you here and now right before Finals."


"But you were thinking about it..." She held an accusing finger up between us. "I saw it in your eyes."


I took a deep breath and exhaled. "Okay ... maybe I was. But it's only because I really don't want to hurt you any more than I already have."


"Then DON'T hurt me, alright? Don't break my heart and leave it in a million pieces on your floor! Not after what we've been through all year and everything I've done for you, all the ways I've devoted myself to you. I LOVE you, you ... you ... stupid MAN. I love BEING with you. I love the way you make me FEEL. And yes, I LOVE how even though I feel so insecure about my naturally dark hair, my brown eyes, my short height, and my tiny titties, I LOVE that when you're in me and cumming deep inside my body and I see that blissful look on your face, I love that for a little while, I feel just as pretty and just as wanted as a goddess like Adrienne Dennis."


I blinked, not sure how to respond to that.


She punched me in the chest again. "So DON'T break up with me now, you hear? DON'T push me away and try to pass it off as doing it for my own good. I know the score. I know I'm not as hot or as pretty as A.D. or Sasha. But I know that I love you, and I know that if you'll let me just stay with you ... please ... I know that I can find my own little bit of happiness. Don't take that away from me."


Now she really was openly crying, and to be honest I felt a bit of moisture behind my eyes as well. I took a deep breath, sighing wearily from everything I was going through. Sasha was in love with me, Adrienne was back by my side, and Andie refused to let me break up with her. That doesn't even mention the OTHER twelve Tri-Delts hanging around wanting near-constant stress relief, and not for the first time, I realized that there really is such thing as Too Much Boobage™.


But I could handle it. I'd BEEN handling it. At any other point in my life, I might have decided that I knew what was best for Andie more than she did. I might have dumped her despite her pleas not to, telling her that a broken heart now would be better than a broken heart later.


But I could handle it. Yeah, I'd feel a little guilty for stringing her along, but I'd respect her enough to let her be a part of that decision. And for now, she was deciding NO.


I could handle it.


But not now. Now, I was hungry.


"Okay, no breakup. No pushing you away," I finally agreed. "But you and Kirstie need to get dressed. It's dinnertime, and I want food."


"Aww..." Kirstie whined behind me. Andie looked around my body at her sister and shot her a harsh look.


I chuckled and shook my head, adding, "But tell you what: Keep the outfits on underneath your clothes. After everyone has left tonight, the three of us – and JUST the three of us – will come back up here. And then we'll finish what we've started."


Andie didn't reply verbally. Instead, she simply leaped into my arms, wrapped her legs around my waist, and kissed me like she'd never ever let go.


Chapter 26: Master


-- THURSDAY, MAY 4, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



"So you seem pretty chipper today," Sasha commented while squeezing my hand. She looked absolutely adorable in a navy blue Cal baseball cap, with her rich dark hair poking through the hole in the back as a ponytail. A ringer T-shirt that hugged her big tits and spray-painted jeans completed her sporty but sexy look.


I shrugged and replied, "I had a nice night."


"And a nice morning, from the sounds of it," Sasha giggled.


I let my mind's eye rewind back to the events of the last twelve hours or so and smiled. After spending the first part of the evening peeling the Holland sisters out of their matching outfits (while of course leaving on the garter belts and stockings) and proceeding to remind the pair of cuties that big boobs were not a requirement for us all to have a good time, the three of us had fallen asleep in each other's arms with their well-fucked cunts NOT leaking cum out onto their thighs, since each girl had already sucked a load out of her sister's snatch and swapped it back with erotically-charged tongue-filled kisses. The third time I came, it resulted in Andie slurping my jism out of Kirstie's cute little buttcrack (but still virgin asshole), and I was so turned on watching Andie give her little sister a rimjob and snowball my load back to her that I was sorely tempted to call up Brooke and show the girls just how kinky heterosexual incest could be.


The morning was more of the same, although we only went the one round since we all needed to get to school. Besides, Kirstie was seriously thinking of giving me her virgin ass and I didn't want it to be done as a quickie before class, if ever.


"Yes, a nice morning," I finally replied, a faraway look in my eyes.


Sasha didn't say anything for a moment, but then out of the blue she bumped her hip into mine, momentarily knocking me off balance while we trudged up the hill. "Earth to Ben. Cheit is that way."


While I righted myself, I realized that she was correct and that I would have missed our turn if she hadn't bumped me. I shrugged sheepishly and replied, "Like I said, it was a nice morning."


"And not just for you. That was really sweet what you did for Andie, especially the way this last week has gone."


"And how about you? Alone with a world-famous supermodel in your bed all night? Don't tell me you didn't have a nice morning."


Sasha blushed pink all the way up to her ears. "A nice morning, yes, and a nice night as well. But it wasn't all lesbian frottage. We did a lot of talking."


"Talking?"


"About you."


I grinned. "About how you're both SO in love with me and how I'm so perfect and how you wish there were more of me so that you wouldn't have to share and--"


"And how you've got this funny idea that burping in someone's face is endearing when really it's just disgustingly foul. How even years after Adrienne complained to you about leaving your socks on the floor when you were freshmen you're STILL doing it. How you always seem to fart incessantly after you've eaten-- Hey!"


Now it was Sasha's turn to wobble off balance when I hip-checked her, hard enough that she might've fallen were she not holding my hand.


"Jerk!" She promptly hip-checked me back.


So I reached over and tickled her.


Sasha squealed and tickled me back, or at least, she tried to. I had a longer reach and apparently was less ticklish than she, because after three seconds of losing the tickle fight she promptly turned and scampered off the path and into the grass, squealing the whole time.


I followed after, reaching out and goosing her as she zigged and zagged and futilely tried to escape. For some reason she was really dainty about running away, seeming to run more up and down with pointed toes instead of sprinting, as if she didn't want to get her shoes muddy, and it was easy for me to keep up.


Finally, she threw her daintiness to the wind and reached down into a mud puddle, grabbed a glob of the putrid substance, and flung it back at me.


After the front of my white polo and part of my face got splattered, I stopped in my tracks with a gaping mouth and wide eyes. "You did NOT just do that!"


Suddenly Sasha was squealing even LOUDER as I simply barreled straight for her, dipping my shoulder at the last moment into her lower back as I seized her from behind and hauled her over my shoulder. At the same time, I rolled her so that she wound up belly-down with her feet in front of me and her head hanging over my back. And as she flopped like a rag doll, I reached up and gave her a healthy swat on the butt.


"Ben!" Sasha shrieked in surprise at the impact.


I laughed and spanked her twice more before chanting, "Didn't [spank] your mother [spank] teach you [spank] that it's not nice [spank] to throw mud at people!" [spank]


"Didn't your mother teach you it's not nice to spank people!" she shot back. And then, still perched over my shoulder, she reached down and slapped MY butt as hard as she could.


My jaw dropped and my eyes flew open wide. "Oh, it's ON." [spank-spank-spank-spank-spank!]


Sasha kept squealing, and I kept spanking. She wriggled and writhed and struggled to get off my shoulder while I kept running and bouncing to keep her from getting enough sense of balance to do so. But after a minute or so I began to tire. And spying a concrete bench, I ran over to it and dropped my butt down atop it while simultaneously pivoting Sasha so that she fell across my lap.


[spank!]


"Naughty girl!" I growled.


[spank-spank!]


"Are you gonna behave?"


Out of breath, Sasha vigorously shook her head in the negative and groaned, "N- no..."


[spank!] This time, instead of removing my hand right away, I left it on top of her jeans-clad ass and rubbed. I wasn't the only one rubbing, as Sasha appeared to be grinding her belly against the erection that had formed in my own jeans. And it was only then that I realized her initial squeals after each spank had dropped in pitch and tone, until she was rather obviously moaning with each swat.


[spank!]


"Ungh..." Sasha groaned, bowing her head and wriggling her belly against my hard-on once again.


[spank!]


"Oh, FUCK me..." she moaned breathlessly.


[spank!]


"Touch me, Ben. Hurry! I'm gonna cum! One more!"


[spank-caress... ]


"Oh, yeah! A little harder! Rub my clit! Rub it! Rub it! One more spank!"


[spank-RUB]


"Ohhwaaaaugh ... I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Keep rubbing! Fuuuuuuuuuck!"


Taking a deep breath, I fought off my own urge to wet my boxers while feeling Sasha tremble in my lap. My right hand continued digging two fingers against the crotch of her jeans right over her clit. My left hand was firmly planted on the back of Sasha's head, forcefully keeping her head down as I had my way with her. And as she squealed and groaned in orgasmic ecstasy, I finally picked my head up and looked around.


For the most part, students milled about going in both directions just minding their own business. But some unkempt guy with shaggy hair, glasses, and ill-fitting clothes stood alone about ten feet to the right over by a lamppost, quite obviously gawking at us. And about fifteen feet to the left were a couple of coeds, freshmen or sophomores if I had to guess, and the girls huddled together whispering something between giggles with their hands covering their mouths.


Eventually, Sasha's breathing slowed and deepened, although she made no attempt to remove herself from my lap. My right hand remained on top of her ass, marking my conquest possessively. I did let go of the back of her head though, which allowed her to pull her forearms beneath her face so she could rest her cheek atop them. And eventually she managed to find her voice.


"Either take me home or find some quiet corner," she rasped, her throat a little scratchy.


"Class starts in five minutes."


"Fuck class. I NEED you." To emphasize her desires, Sasha rubbed her belly against my erection once more.


I took a deep breath and thought about it. "Okay sure."


After I removed my hand from her ass, Sasha slipped off my lap and slowly got to her feet on wobbly legs while I stood as well. Once she caught her breath, she intertwined her fingers through mine and gave me a look of such white hot desire that it probably could have melted steel. But when she began tugging me down the pathway in the direction of home, I resisted and pulled her back to me.


"What?" she asked with a frown.


I grinned and head-nodded in a different direction. "You gave me a choice. I'm looking for a quiet corner."





-- FRIDAY, MAY 5, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



Pain suddenly blossomed in my right hand. I jerked upright in my chair, gritting my teeth as I realized just in time that I probably shouldn't scream in a filled classroom. With wide eyes, I looked down at my hand, half-expecting to find it severed at the wrist with blood spurting out of it like a fountain.


But my hand was still attached. And there was no blood. There was a little black ink on the back of my hand, this time a good inch below my knuckles and a little closer to my wrist. And Sasha was just removing her ball-point pen, the sharp conical metal tip gleaming like a surgical instrument.


"Benjamin, really," Professor Isakova intoned disapprovingly. She had both hands planted on the table in front of me while gazing at me with raised eyebrows and a pointed expression, apparently having assumed such a position BEFORE the pen woke me up. "Presentations are on Tuesday. Can you not stay awake for only ONE more class?"


"Sorry, Professor," I mumbled blearily while forcing myself to sit upright.


"Hmph. Your grade is NOT yet guaranteed, young man," she scolded before standing up and strutting back to the center of the room.


Getting my bearings, I blinked away the afterimages of the cleavage Professor Ice had given me when she'd bent over just inches in front of my face, and I took deep breaths before noticing that Sasha had glanced over at me.


"What's wrong? Didn't get much sleep last night?" she teased, holding up her retractable pen and dramatically clicking the button with her thumb.


"You should know; you were there," I grumbled.


"And I'm perfectly awake right now."


"Yeah well you could take breaks whenever you wanted. Adrienne, Andie, and Jamie weren't so lenient with me," I whispered back.


"Price you pay for the life you lead."


I rolled my eyes and attempted to focus on the rest of the lecture. There wasn't much left to discuss. Next week we'd be giving our formal presentations, and today's class was entirely about prep. Fortunately, there wasn't much time left, and the class wrapped up shortly after.


But while I was bent over in my seat while packing my bag, the sound of knuckles rapping the tabletop sounded in front of me. I looked up to find Professor Ice imperiously staring down at me once more.


"Benjamin, will you please join me in my office? We need to talk."


Her voice brooked no dissent and promised that it wouldn't be a short conversation, so I glanced at my friends for a moment before returning to Viktoriya and nodding. "I'm guessing it'll take a while?"


"It might," she replied.


I nodded again and glanced at Bert and Sasha. "Pick up Paige and meet back at the house?"


"Sure, dude," Bert replied.


Sasha leaned over and pecked my cheek before getting up.


I watched them go and stood up while hoisting the strap of my messenger bag over my head and onto my opposite shoulder. By now there were no students waiting around to speak with the professor, so I gestured her up the aisle and followed as she strode toward the exit. For a brief moment, I let my eyes drop to her finely-sculpted ass that was brilliantly encased in a black pencil skirt, but I took in her no-nonsense marching pace along with her overall icy demeanor and decided that she wasn't inviting me into her office for one last goodbye fuck before the end of the school year. Still, it had been worth the stray thought.


Together, we walked the familiar halls up to her office. She fitted her key into the lock and led us inside, and without direction I set my messenger bag on the floor next to her conference table and took a seat there. Meanwhile, she set her own bag down and slid into her desk chair, rotating it to face me.


"So I understand that you visited Kim the Saturday before last," she began without preamble.


"Uh, yeah," I replied.


"Yet you have not come speak with me?"


I blinked in surprise and sat up a little straighter. "Well, it's kind of a moot point because you're clearly getting your information from other sources. It's not like you needed me to give you the news."


"True, but it has been nearly two weeks since your visit and I am surprised that you have not yet come to ask me for advice regarding your situation."


"I appreciate the offer, but I don't need you to hold my hand."


"It is not a question of 'holding your hand'. You are not a child, but a grown up young man on the cusp of adulthood, fully capable of making your own decisions. Still, it is in your best interests to seek counsel at a time like this. You did so after your previous visits to her home, including the one where you informed Kim's family of her pregnancy."


I sighed. "I've been busy."


"Yes, terribly busy with the easiest course load of your academic career."


"Busy in other ways."


"I am aware of that. The deepening of your relationship with Miss Serafian, for one. The return of Miss Dennis, for another."


I rolled my eyes. "Okay, seriously. Who is feeding you all this information about my life? Kim was the mole before, but she's been in Sunnyvale for months and has been out of touch."


"Kim and I speak on the phone. And Robert Kim speaks with her frequently. She is very much IN touch with your life."


I sighed and shook my head. "Maybe I will castrate Bert," I muttered.


"That would be unwise ... for your grade," Viktoriya said with a smile. "Perhaps you should wait until after your team gives its presentation next week before castrating a teammate."


I chuckled.


"This brings us back to the original point: Why have you not come to discuss things with me?"


I shrugged. "Because I haven't."


"This is a pattern of behavior Kim has mentioned to me more than once. For as close as you have been to your family, and to your parents, ever since coming to college you have very rarely asked THEM for advice, if ever."


"Huh?"


"For a time I thought it was some psychological aversion to authority, but now I do not think that is the case. Rather, I think it is a misguided attempt to 'be mature', to be adult enough to make your own decisions without always running to Mommy and Daddy for help. But the reality is that you are still quite young, young man, and you do not have all the answers. There are people with knowledge and experience who would LOVE to help you, if only you would let them."


"Like you?"


Viktoriya blushed and shook her head. "I understand my boundaries. Regarding Kim, I believe it is my place to guide and assist you, again if you will let me. As for your broken relationships with your previous girlfriends, well ... let me just say that your parents have every right to have a vested interest in your romantic future."


I blinked. "You're telling me Dawn and DJ might not have broken up with me if only I'd asked my parents for advice?"


She shrugged. "Perhaps. We shall never know. But do you really think it would have hurt?"


"I CAN handle my own life."


"Your past failures would seem to indicate otherwise."


"Oh my GAWD," I groaned. "I thought you wanted me to be a Master. Doesn't that mean being in command, handling my own life, and not needing anyone else tell me what to do?"


"I do not mean that you should have your parents – or me – tell you what to do. But it is perfectly reasonable to listen to what those with experience have to say; it is not a sign of weakness to appreciate a mature perspective of your situation. Still, the decisions you make are decisions YOU make." She sighed wearily and muttered, "You still have a lot to learn about becoming a 'Master', to learn who Kim needs you to be. I would have thought you would have made more progress over the last few months."


"Okay, seriously? I don't need your dismissive condescension," I groaned and got out of the chair.


"Benjamin, SIT!" Professor Ice suddenly thundered in such a tone that I found my butt glued to my seat even before I realized it.


I blinked in shock.


With a perfectly calm demeanor as if her outburst had never taken place, Viktoriya continued, "Benjamin, I am not trying to condescend."


I snorted and gestured to her with one hand, drawling sarcastically, "And yet you clearly hold such a high opinion of me that I need to be scolded into sitting like a kindergartener. Seriously, I'm not a 'Master'. That's not who I am."


"Kim would seem to think otherwise."


"Kim's putting her faith in the wrong guy."


"Is she now?"


"Look at me. You said it yourself in the very beginning: I'm too empathetic to be a true Master."


"And I told you that your empathy was the key quality to being HER Master."


"But there are a LOT of other qualities required by the job description, qualities that I'm not sure I have. I faced that when I went down there to announce Kim's pregnancy. When her dad told me to get out, my first instinct was to ask Kim to come with me. 'Ask', I said, not 'Command'. Hell, you could even say I pleaded. Kim's father on the other hand commanded, and really I shouldn't be surprised who won that little battle."


"You can learn to carry the same forcefulness."


"I'm not so sure I can."


"You did just fine with me."


I rolled my eyes. "In the bedroom, or here in your office. The point is that I operate completely differently having sex than when I'm not. It's like ... there's this sexual creature inside me that sometimes takes charge, a Jekyll and Hyde kind of thing. But outside of the bedroom, I'm just ... me."


"Then that quality IS inside of you somewhere. It is merely a matter of bringing out your potential."


I shook my head. "It's not about potential. That's just not me."


"You are not even going to try?"


"To what end? Even if I could be the same Dominant I am in the bedroom, I wouldn't want to be in real life. That's not how I want to live."


"Even if Kim needs you to be that person."


I sighed. "Not even for her."


Viktoriya frowned and folded her arms over her chest. "So that is it? You simply give up?"


"I'm not giving up."


Viktoriya didn't respond except to stare at me. I recognized the same tactic my mom always used to get me to spill my guts, a tactic even Bert had employed. But although I recognized it, I couldn't resist insisting, "I'm NOT giving up!"


"Do you really mean that? Or do you say that because you do not want to be the 'bad guy' who abandons the woman carrying your child?"


"I'm NOT giving up on her. There's still time. Things can still change."


"How much more time? Two weeks, until after graduation? A month, perhaps? How about five months, when the baby is born? This is your solution? To wait around for something to change?"


"I'm not just waiting. I'm busy. There are a LOT of other things going on in my life!"


"Things more important than Kim, apparently. Such as spending the last several months building your harem of willing sorority girls instead of facing the challenges ahead of you."


"Challenges like graduating and getting my degree."


"Oh, so your degree is more important to you than your child and his mother. I see..."


I grimaced. "Look, it sounds bad when you put it like that."


"But it is true nonetheless."


"No! I mean..." I stopped and took a breath. "Kim will still be pregnant two weeks from now after I have my degree. Finals are in seven days, and my group presentation for YOUR class is NEXT week. Are you telling me to blow that all off to camp outside Kim's house and yell and scream at Kim's father and command Kim to come back to Berkeley with me?"


"Would you?"


"Would I what?"


"Blow off your schoolwork to get her back. If you knew 100% that doing so would be successful, would you do it?"


I blinked. "That's a ridiculous hypothetical."


"Is it?"


"There ISN'T any 100% foolproof way to get her back."


"There is, and I will tell you. I would have told you two weeks ago if you had come to me immediately after leaving her house."


I frowned. "Excuse me?"


"Do you want to know or not?"


"Yes, yes of course!"


"BE her Master!"


I groaned. "We've been over this already."


"Yes we have. This is the exact same advice I gave you in February. Kim wants a Master, but thus far you have not been it. You said it yourself: You 'asked' her to return with you. Her father commanded she stay. So she followed her Master: him."


I shrugged. "And what, you think I should have gone down there and been just as much of a Master and 'commanded' Kim to come with me and she would have? Even over her father's orders?"


"I think Kim is in love with you. Yes. But she is a submissive, Benjamin. No matter how much she WANTS to be with you, she WILL respond to the strongest influence in her life."


"The Alpha male," I replied sullenly.


"Yes."


I shook my head. "We've had this conversation already. Kim's barking up the wrong tree. That's not me."


Viktoriya frowned and slumped in her seat.


"It's not that I'm against being a stronger person. It's not that I don't WANT to be more confident or in control or even 'in command'. But giving orders and ... and yelling LOUDER than Kim's father just to obstinately get my way? That's not me. I can't NOT see it from her father's point of view, and I can't NOT consider the possibility that she'll be better off with him than me. I don't bully the people around me into getting my way, and I don't MAKE people do things they don't really want to do themselves!"


"I am not asking you to. I am asking you to believe that Kim WANTS to be with you, and if you had commanded just as forcefully as her father did, she would be with you right now."


I shook my head. "But she doesn't. If she did, she'd be with me. You keep saying she's a 'submissive', but I know her better than that by now. She is fully capable of knowing what she wants and taking self-directed action to achieve her goals. Jeezus, who do you think even LABELED her as a submissive in the first place? SHE did. Off INTERNET research as a teenager! Now, I get that she values her relationship with her father. And I get that she feels happier and more comfortable to have someone care about and protect her. But the thing is: Kim's dad is NOT the one locking her up inside her own house. Kim's dad is NOT the one who pulled her from school and is keeping her from graduating with me and all her friends. Kim's dad is NOT the one keeping us apart!"


"Then who is?"


"SHE is. Kim."


"Oh, blame the submissive."


I shrugged. "I'm not blaming her dad. HE'S doing exactly what he's supposed to be doing. He's her father. He's supposed to protect her, and he's doing so in the only way he knows how. I may not be happy with how he's going about it, but I can respect it. Kim is special; Kim is unique. She has different needs, needs that HE understands AND fulfills for her. I'm NOT going to marry her. I'm NOT going to give her the dream future that her father has always wanted for her. Yes, I knocked her up, but in hindsight I think we can all agree that was a MISTAKE. And if it wasn't for that, we wouldn't be HAVING this CONVERSATION!"


I was standing again, but this time Viktoriya didn't bark at me to sit back down. Instead, she sat calmly in her chair, her face tilted up to look at mine, and with her eyes she asked me to calm the fuck down.


So I took a deep breath and calmed the fuck down. And taking another deep breath, I backed up and sat once again in my chair.


"So that is it. You are giving up."


"She chose him," I mumbled. "She said it plain and simple: 'I love you Ben, but if forced to choose between you and my dad ... I choose him.' Her words, not mine."


"So you are giving up."


I sighed. "I'll do my best for her and our son. You know I will. Financial support. Child-rearing. I'd move into their house and wake up every three hours to feed him if they'd let me. Whatever they need me to be, I'll be."


"Except Kim's Master. You have apparently decided you will not be that."


I swallowed thickly and looked away, rubbing my forehead. "It's all too much, you know? I talk to my friends about how great my life is, all the sex I get, but sometimes it's all too much. Andie's head-over-heels in love with me and so desperate that she's willing to eat crumbs just for the sake of staying at my table, and I don't even have the guts to break her heart. Sasha's been so ... sooo great. I truly believe I could have a future with her. She's perfect for me in so many ways: intellect, personality, sex ... She's a fresh start for me, with no baggage from my past and nothing but potential for our future. And I WANT to find out what that future can be. And now Adrienne's back, and my whole WORLD feels so much better when she's in it. Sometimes I wish I could just simplify everything, maybe even narrow my life down to just Sasha and Adrienne and let the world go fuck itself. But I can't. The Tri-Delts are my friends, and they all have needs and wants of me as well. YES I'm prioritizing graduation and getting my degree because dammit, why else would I BE in Berkeley? I've got classes and team meetings and homework and Finals start next Friday and almost TWENTY different girls who want my attention to varying degrees and I'm being pulled in a MILLION directions and on TOP of all that, Kim's off in Sunnyvale pregnant with my baby."


"So you are giving up on her. One less thing to worry about."


"I'll BE there for them when they need me."


"Kim needs you NOW. She NEEDED you four months ago."


"She needed her Master. I'm not it. I never will be."


"So you ARE giving up."


"I won't abandon my son, nor her mother. I'll be there. I'll take care of them as best I can, and right now that means getting my degree, getting a job, and providing for them financially and as the best possible father I can be."


"But not as her Master."


I shook my head. "She made her choice for Master: her father."


Viktoriya scowled and shook her head, averting her eyes as if the mere sight of me disgusted her. "You are giving up."


I slumped in my chair, feeling the weight of Viktoriya's disappointment pressing down on my chest. Still, she wouldn't look at me, and the frown etched across her face almost hurt more than her tone. Shaking my own head, I pressed my hands down on the armrests and levered myself up into a standing position. Reaching down, I grabbed the strap of my messenger bag and hoisted it over my head to settle it on my shoulder. And with a final sigh I headed for the door.


"She still needs you," Viktoriya intoned quietly but firmly behind me, just as I reached for the handle.


I paused with one hand outstretched, fingers open just inches away from grasping the handle. The pressure on my chest had not abated, and in fact only seemed to grow and grow and grow until I couldn't take it anymore as I spun around and stared back at her. "I'm scared," I choked out, feeling the first hot tear land on my cheek. "I care about her. I look at Kim, I see her absolute devotion, her willingness to do anything for me and I feel this HUGE weight of responsibility to protect and care for her. It's even worse than with my baby sisters. At least I can imagine a future where they can take care of themselves, and I already know Eden's so willful and strong and won't let any guy run all over her."


Viktoriya arched an eyebrow inquisitively, and I'm sure she had no clue who "Eden" was.


But I kept going. "Kim, on the other hand ... She's so vulnerable. I knew it that first time I ... I ... Shit. She just LET me butt-rape her! I didn't mean to do it. But she was just SO frustrating and SO maddening in her..." I squeezed my eyes shut, fighting the memory that swelled to the forefront of my brain. "I've tried to apologize so many times, and she won't even accept them. I don't get it. How am I supposed to be her 'Master' if I don't even understand her? How she thinks? What makes her tick? How am -I- supposed to decide what's best for her when I don't have a CLUE what's actually best for her? Huh?"


Viktoriya took a deep breath and looked at me expectantly, but she didn't interrupt.


I shook my head slowly, feeling tear after tear drop onto my cheek. "I don't like having that kind of power over somebody. What if I screw up? What if I hurt her? It's like handing a handgun to a toddler."


"You are not a toddler," Viktoriya reasoned. "A toddler would not even recognize the power he held. You do. And it is a good thing that you do not take it for granted."


"But I'm scared. I'm terrified of screwing up. Every time I try and talk myself into doing exactly what everyone has said, to march down there and command Kim to follow me, I freeze up. I can't do it. I psych myself up for the moment, telling myself that Kim needs me and my SON needs me and I have to BE there for them. But when I try to put one foot in front of the other I lock up and take the easy way out and go distract myself with something else instead. Too busy. Got to study. A girl wants my attention. Peyton and Rutledge. Elyse shows up on my doorstep. Kim will be fine. Kim's with her family! The baby isn't due and I've got to graduate and she'll still be there tomorrow or next week or next month. I'm being a pussy; I know it. I should have taken action a long time ago; I know it. But I'm scared. My OWN life is just so, so fucked up right now. How the hell am I supposed to manage HER life when MINE is such a mess? Huh? I'm tired. I'm stressed. Finals are around the corner, Elyse is God knows where, my sister and my ex-girlfriend keep going to parties at the house of a known drug pusher, and I'm not strong enough to deal with all this shit right now!"


Viktoriya waited a bit, letting me blow everything out and then take a few deep breaths to collect myself. But after a period of silence, she spoke up quietly but firmly. "I can appreciate that you have other things going on in your life. But strong or not, Kim STILL needs you. You made a choice young man, when you impregnated her. It was not an accident, and you made a promise to her."


I exhaled slowly. "I know I did."


"Do you? Because it certainly sounds like you are shirking your responsibilities."


"I KNOW," I barked back defensively, standing up a little straighter.


"I do not think you do. Because if you did I would not have to keep saying this! KIM. NEEDS. YOU."


"Does she? DOES SHE?" I flung my hands forward. "Bert talks to her all the time. YOU talk to her all the time! Is she in danger? Is she in bad health? Is she even unhappy? I don't think so. She's perfectly comfortable living at home. She hasn't complained ONCE about being yanked from school only months before her graduation. She's gone about her life, managing her pregnancy, just FINE! Seriously, if she were in trouble I wouldn't think twice about running off to her rescue! If Bert wasn't in regular contact with her telling me she was okay, or if there was even a HINT that she was unhappy, I would have gone to her in a heartbeat. But this ISN'T a rescue situation. She ISN'T unhappy. She's FINE. So don't you tell me she 'needs' me."


"Except that she does. She has told me. She wants you back."


My shoulders slumped. "Why would she want me when she has her father?"


"Her father is her present. You ... and the child she carries ... those are her future."


"And I'll be there for her. After graduation. However she needs me."


"She needs you as her 'Master'."


That made me laugh. In fact, I let out a crazed, confused, belly-aching guffaw of disbelief that only made me cry even harder. "'Master', 'Master'," I muttered, shaking my head. "It's all bullshit, you know that? I'm not even the Master of my OWN life. Why the fuck does anyone think I can be a Master of hers?"


Viktoriya sighed, shaking her head in disappointment.


Putting my forehead in my hands, I closed my eyes and exhaled slowly. "I'm sorry. I just can't do it."


Her mouth had been etched in a frown, but as she stared at me the frown softened and she replied almost sympathetically, "You do not need to say sorry to me. You need to say it to her."


"I will..." I sighed. Shaking my head once more, I turned back for the door. "Later..."





I returned home to find that dinner was ready and waiting for me, although for once there wasn't a single Tri-Delt in the house. The sorority girls were all at the chapter house, prepping for this evening's Cinco de Mayo/End of the Year party. Sasha, Bert, Paige, and Adrienne were all around the dining table, already halfway through the meal.


"Hey, what's with the long face?" Adrienne asked immediately.


I scowled and shook my head. "Nothing, I'm fine."


"Tiger..."


"Something Professor Ice said?" Sasha asked, setting down her fork as she swiveled her legs out from under the table and stood up.


I shrugged and explained, "I'd rather not get into it, okay? Nothing academic, just personal. We don't quite see eye to eye, and in the end we had to agree to disagree."


Sasha hugged me and rubbed my back. "Disagree about what?"


I sighed and shook my head. "I just want to eat now, alright?"


"Sure, sure." Sasha stepped back and gestured me to the empty chair at the head of the table, my usual spot. Paige had already been spooning out the food onto my plate, and I sat to join them.


My melancholy mood extended through the remainder of dinner and into the evening, even after Paige and Bert left to drive back to Stanford for the weekend. But after the two of them were gone, Sasha and Adrienne tugged me into Adrienne's bedroom and parked me on the bed to watch Adrienne get undressed and apply her makeup while topless in front of her vanity. Sasha got into it, spooning herself against my back before slipping a hand into my shorts and wrapping her hand around my growing erection. Adrienne noticed and snapped at Sasha to save it for tonight. It was a Tri-Delt party after all, and it was best to not make me waste any bullets prematurely.


To that end, Sasha went upstairs to retrieve her makeup kit before stripping off her top and joining Adrienne in front of the vanity. I grinned and reclined on one elbow, ogling TWO pairs of mouthwatering tits on full display and feeling my testicles ramp up production in anticipation. And by the time the girls were dressed, my balls felt swollen to the size of grapefruits.


Both girls donned china poblanas that Adrienne had ordered from somewhere. Adrienne was in a white dress with wide horizontal band of red at the hem and a band of green just beneath the waist, with thinner strips of red and green along with plenty of lace for accents. The top was cut low to show off her abundant cleavage and the shoulder straps left her arms completely bare. And to top things off, she'd interlaced a kind of crown of red, white, and green ribbons through her hair.


Sasha's dress was a Mediterranean turquoise with white accents, off-setting her olive skin nicely. The ribbons in her hair were predominantly white as well, and she cut such a sweetly angelic figure that I hesitated to even touch her for fear of spoiling her beauty.


"Okay enough gawking," Adrienne finally announced, her hands on her hips as she glared at me. "YOU still have to get dressed, Mister."


I blinked and didn't budge an inch. "Can I watch you two undress and then get dressed again?"


The girls exchanged a look, smirked, and sashayed out of the room.


Guess not.





"Wooo!!!"


"Wooo!!!"


"WOOO!!!"


I've said it before, and I'll say it again: 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. And after everything I'd been through over the years not only at this school but with this specific sorority, the sound made me feel quite at home.


Mariachi music blared from the speakers and just about everyone was dressed for the occasion. The few guys who dared to wear non-themed clothing were summarily mocked and adorned with ridiculous looking black sombreros that supposedly came from The Three Amigos movie, not that anyone I talked to had ever actually seen the movie.


I'd gotten my usual polite greetings upon arrival, some of them from harem members and a few from acquaintances I was only casually familiar with. But really, it was Adrienne who was the star of the evening, with seemingly everyone in the house both male and female coming over to meet the famous Tri-Delt alum who'd made it big as a supermodel.


Some of the guys got tongue-tied and couldn't stop staring at her tits. Some of the girls got celebrity awe and either couldn't shut up or couldn't squeak out a sound (occasionally while staring at her tits). But there were a few old friends like Misty and Grace who stopped by and Adrienne spent a few extra minutes chatting with them.


Meanwhile, Sasha blended right in as if she'd been a Tri-Delt all her life. Her friendship with the harem had given her a network of friends to socialize with from the moment we entered the house, and Andie especially stayed locked to her side, even when they left me.


And then Cadence Carmichael arrived. Clad in a fire engine red number that put her fantastic body on full display, I noticed a few of the guys on the fringe who'd been ogling Adrienne from afar switch targets and drool as Cadence's hips swayed with every step. Grinning like a long lost best friend, she sidled up to Adrienne and put both hands on the supermodel's shoulders while leaning forward and giving dual air kisses just out of reach of each of Adrienne's cheeks.


"A.D.! So good to see you again! It's been a long time!" Cadence beamed, a megawatt smile lighting up the room.


Adrienne smiled back, but her lips were thin. "Hello, Cadence," she said in a measured tone before glancing at me for a second and returning her attention to the other Tri-Delt. And taking me by the hand, Adrienne tugged me away while tossing over her shoulder a dismissive, "Goodbye, Cadence."


Although Adrienne didn't look back, I did just in time to see the snubbed coed's jaw drop to the floor. Misty and Grace beside her looked equally shocked, and Lakhi couldn't help giggling behind a hand clapped over her mouth.


I blinked and turned back to Adrienne, who was leading us toward Sasha and Andie. "What was that about?"


"She broke your heart, Tiger. That girl is dead to me."


I chuckled and wrapped my arm around Adrienne's waist. "Have I told you lately how much I love you?"


She nodded and smiled. "This morning, my eyes watering while you blew your load straight down my throat."


I smirked and squeezed her ass. "Far too long ago. I really love you, Adrienne."


She grinned and wrapped her arm around me. "I know, Tiger. I know."





The Delta Delta Delta Chapter House wasn't a "house" so much as a dormitory, with three floors of bedrooms along with kitchen and multiple lounge areas. Still, the majority of the party-goers stayed within those few lounge areas, and even with about a hundred and twenty people at the party, after a couple of hours it felt like Adrienne and had I met and exchanged a few words with every single one of them.


All but three, at least. Oh, there were probably a lot more people than that we didn't run into, but there were three I distinctly noticed not encountering and after those first couple of hours I started scanning the rooms looking for any sign of them. This was a Tri-Delt party after all, and you'd think the President, Vice President, and Pledge Mistress would be around somewhere.


But I hadn't seen any sign of Peyton. It wasn't that I thought I HAD to see her or anything; we were friends, but nothing more than that. I simply thought it odd that I hadn't seen her, and once I noticed I expanded my search to include Annette and Natalee, figuring that one of them would lead me to the missing President. And after a while, I mentioned their absence to Adrienne.


"Huh, that's odd. Usually the Tri-Delt Royalty hang out over in that area over there." Adrienne turned and pointed, perhaps a little too quickly because she wobbled on her four-inch wedges and I had to press a hand to her waist to steady her. Giggling, she wrapped an arm around the back of my neck and briefly tugged my face into her cleavage, rubbing her bosoms against my cheeks and saying, "Thanks, Tiger."


I stood up straight and grinned goofily. A couple of hours into the party, both of us were buzzed and quite happy. For me, my alcoholic buzz was easily explainable: every time I started thinking about Kim or that disapproving glare in Viktoriya's eyes at the end of our conversation, I took a drink.


That added up to a LOT of drinks.


As for Adrienne, well, she couldn't let me drink ALONE, could she? The point is: we were both having a VERY good time.


Presently, Adrienne turned and pointed again to the area where the Tri-Delt Royalty usually hung out, and I thought it a minor miracle Adrienne didn't spill her appletini from how wobbly she was when she turned around. Her arm was outstretched, and this time I followed her gaze toward a few couches and coffee tables in a quiet alcove next to the Chapter Room. But while Grace and Misty were over there chatting with some friends, it was apparent that Peyton & Co. were not present.


No matter. They found us.


"Ben! Adrienne! Hey there you are..." a voice greeted from behind us.


We turned to find Annette Bergstrom, 5'11" Swedish blonde Tri-Delt Pledge Mistress, standing behind us in a bright yellow china poblana. But despite the sunny outfit, her expression was somber and she gestured behind her. "Ben, do you mind coming with me? Peyton sent me to find you."


I frowned. "Find me?"


Annette winced. "It's kind of complicated. Nothing life or death and nobody's in any danger, but it's best that she explain."


I arched an eyebrow, but pleasantly buzzing and curious, I shrugged and nodded.


"Great!" Annette chirped and started toward the stairs. Adrienne and I both followed, but when Annette glanced back, her eyes darted to Adrienne and she bit her lip nervously.


I blinked. "Something wrong?"


Her eyes still on Adrienne, Annette hesitated before saying, "No. No big deal. Maybe even better this way. Come along."


Adrienne and I shrugged at each other and followed. We took the stairs all the way up to the third floor and over to a room I'd never been in before. Annette knocked twice and opened it, leading us into a room that looked about twice as large as most of the Tri-Delt rooms I'd been in before. And a quick glance at the photos on the walls and framed atop flat surfaces informed me that for the first time, I was in the lair of Peyton Kent, Tri-Delt President.


Peyton herself wore a china poblana with a white top and an almost entirely green skirt. Her hair was piled atop her head and expertly intertwined with ribbons, but despite her beauty my attention wasn't on her.


Instead, it was on the crying young woman seated beside her. Freckled redhead Natalee Kirby was the only one not in costume, wearing an outfit more suited to a cocktail party than a Cinco de Mayo event. Her mascara was running and her whole body was shaking as she pushed the crown of her head underneath Peyton's chin while her friend held her in a warm hug. But at our entrance, the redhead pushed back and sat up straight.


"What happened?" I stepped forward and asked, concern washing away my alcohol buzz like a tidal wave.


Peyton sighed and looked up at me. "Her boyfriend dumped her for a Chi Omega."


I grimaced, knowing the things I'd heard about the rivalry between the two sororities. "I'm sorry."


Peyton nodded and replied, "Not your fault. But you CAN help."


"How?" I asked, arching an eyebrow. At the same time, Adrienne started giggling. And only then did it hit me. "You serious? She's in emotional distress! She needs comforting."


Peyton shrugged. "She wants your kind of comforting. She's wanted it for a while now, especially after watching that stunt you pulled with the five freshmen. She only stayed away because of your no-boyfriends rule and because she really had feelings for the asshole and didn't want to break up with him. But not anymore."


I grimaced. "I don't know if this is such a good idea."


"Please, Ben?" Natalee spoke up, wiping her eyes and sniffling. "Just make me feel good. Make me feel wanted. I know that you're incredible at it. I'm in pain and I don't want to be in pain anymore."


"Break-ups are never easy. That doesn't mean you should hop in bed with me."


"Oh, c'mon, Tiger," Adrienne drawled beside me while sliding a hand around my waist. "It's not like you haven't done this before."


"I want it. I want the 'Assfuckxiation'," Natalee whimpered before reaching down and tugging her dress upwards. It took her a few seconds, but she finally managed to pull the entire thing over her head and toss it aside. Next, she reached back and unfastened her bra, setting her 34DD melons loose. They were perfect: firm and round with a smattering of freckles covering their upper slopes and capped with pale pink nipples already crinkling in the air. "Please? I need this. I need you."


My cheeks turning red, I looked around, first at Adrienne then at Peyton and Annette. "Uh, I know I've done some crazy things in front of an audience before, but even if I was willing, I can't just nail her right here in front of you all. It's ... kind of a weird vibe right now..."


Peyton smiled and stood up, pulling her arms out of her dress sleeves and pushing down so that the entire dress puddled at her feet. She was clad in white lingerie underneath, and turning she bent to take a long lick at Natalee's right breast before swirling her tongue around the nipple and taking a long suck. Popping off, she smirked at me and said, "We can fix the vibe. Besides, I always told you I'd want another ride in the Lamborghini. It's a party tonight, and I'm sure you were planning on getting laid anyway, right?"


"Well yeah, but not like this."


"Then forget for a moment that she's emotional. In the last few months, hasn't one or two of your harem girls broken up with some guy and come straight to you for the royal pounding she craved?"


I took a deep breath and thought about that. "Well, yes, but that's a different--"


"It's the same thing," Peyton cut me off, already unfastening her bra. "Just go with it. Annette and I can get Natalee warmed up, you can focus on Adrienne, and whatever happens, happens, okay? Adrienne, help me out?"


Beside me, my supermodel "sister" clapped her hands together and rubbed them gleefully. "This is gonna be FUN."





"Look at that cock ... Uh-huh ... Isn't it beautiful? Ungh ... So big ... So thick ... Stretching me open," Peyton crooned. "Fuck-yeah ... Are you ready? Huh? Are you ready, honey?"


Her entire naked body covered in sweat, busty redhead Natalee nodded silently before moaning "Yesss..." softly while staring rapturously at the point where my dick rhythmically disappeared into and reappeared from Peyton's juicing wet cunt. Kneeling upright, Natalee's torso undulated forward and back as she rode Annette's face, the Swedish blonde lying beneath her with a mouthful of redheaded snatch while reaching up to fondle Natalee's mouthwatering 34DDs. "I'm ready," Natalee added in the same entranced tone.


"Are YOU ready?" Peyton asked, grinning up at me. The Tri-Delt President reclined on her elbows, with her butt at the edge of the bed and her legs wrapped around my waist while I stood on the floor and pumped her, reveling in the way the blonde's pussy gripped and caressed my cock.


Breathing hard but breathing steadily, I weighed the situation for a moment before nodding. Although worried about the mood as well as Natalee's emotions when I'd first walked into the room, those worries had been washed away over the last thirty minutes or so beneath successive waves of spectacular orgasms and inhibition-lowering rounds of alcohol. Adrienne, alone, was capable of doing so very much to improve my mood, and I was certainly feeling pretty good by the time she bent over to smother my face in her massive tits, screaming her orgasm while I barely managed to keep my control and refrain from blowing a load into her pussy too early in the evening.


By then, all five of us were more or less naked, although Adrienne, Peyton, and Annette kept the ribbons in their hair and Natalee was still wearing her stockings, garters, and heels. Annette also had not removed her push-up bra, although one of her perky breasts had come free enough to expose a pale pink nipple.


Peyton had passed out a round of tequila shots, and while I downed mine she poured hers over my crotch and proceeded to lick it off my cock and balls. Adrienne quickly followed suit, and by then I was too bemused to stop either Natalee or Annette from doing the same. Sure, Annette had a boyfriend, but while I'd arched my eyebrow as both question and warning, the lissome blonde merely giggled and tongued my balls clean before staring up at me with glittering pale blue eyes and sucking my entire dick into her mouth.


Peyton and Adrienne had then teamed up to give me a dual-blowjob to end all dual-blowjobs, with one girl working my shaft while the other polished my knob. They switched off without a word a couple of minutes later, and then changed positions to lick both sides of my shaft at the same time, all the while communicating with nothing more than a look. The two of them worked in tandem in a way that didn't seem possible given that they barely knew each other, or so I thought. When the pair of smoking hot blondes started French kissing each other, I commented on their apparent harmony and the girls giggled before Adrienne revealed, "We actually hooked up a bunch of times when I was still a student."


Adrienne then gave Peyton a final kiss and instructions to take good care of me before leaving to reacquaint herself with Annette and Natalee, with whom she'd apparently ALSO hooked up back in the day. I wondered aloud, "Was there anyone in the sorority you didn't fuck while you were here?"


Adrienne giggled over her shoulder and replied, "I'm sure there were a couple, but not many! You gotta realize, Tiger, that I've bedded more of the Tri-Delts than you have. In fact, my total 'number' of girls is almost certainly higher than yours."


I shook my head, and Peyton suddenly started kissing me while pouring a shot's worth of tequila out of her mouth and into mine. At least she fed me a lime while returning down to sucking my cock.


So Adrienne got sandwiched by the Swedish blonde and the redhead. I moaned around my lime while rapturously watching the three of them slither over each other's bodies, rubbing and caressing and kissing and licking every inch of exposed skin they could find, and shoving their fingers and tongues into every cavity as well. Leaving my hand on top of Peyton's head while it bobbed up and down in my lap, I groaned watching Adrienne fingerbang Annette while sucking on Natalee's right breast and Annette and Natalee exchange sloppy wet kisses with their tongues extended before pivoting and coming up with some new combination of lesbian three-way loving. It was like they were playing a sex version of twister: Swedish blonde's right hand to supermodel's left breast, redhead's tongue to Swedish blonde's ass crack, supermodel's big toe inside redhead's pussy. And spin again.


Yeah, I was now in the mood.


Sensing that, Peyton pulled off my cock with an audible [pop]. Smiling, she jacked my shaft a few times before climbing onto the bed with her butt at the edge and her legs spread invitingly. Smiling, I stepped onto the floor between her knees and planted my hands on the mattress as I leaned over her, sealing my lips over hers for that plutonium bomb kiss I loved to give the sexy Tri-Delt President. Our mouths were still joined when I shifted forward with my hips, nudging my cock into position without needing my hands for guidance. And once I felt my mushroom head center at her entrance, I shifted my weight onto the balls of my feet and pushed in.


Peyton groaned and broke our kiss to tilt her head away, inhaling deeply as I filled her up. I turned my lips to her neck, kissing for a moment and then sucking hard to mark my territory with a rose-colored bruise she would still have in the morning. And then I started fucking her.


Meanwhile, Natalee and Annette pushed Adrienne flat on her back beside us, Natalee's face in the supermodel babe's crotch and Annette working her upper body. And I got into a little competition with the girls as we each tried to give Peyton and Adrienne more orgasms than the other.


The girls actually won, but that's because after her first orgasm Peyton pulled me down on top of her and did her level best to fuck ME instead of the other way around. She planted her feet on the mattress and rapidly thrust her hips up to meet me while clawing at my back and cramming her tongue down my throat. I lost my head for a minute, enjoying the feverish hunger in her touch and kissing back with just as much passion. I fondly remembered the near-instantaneous chemistry we'd had after the whole Rutledge thing and simultaneously wondered about what could have been if she hadn't pulled away from me just as fast. I guess those memories affected the way I was kissing and caressing her, because after a little while, instead of fucking we started making love. But after crooning out her second sweet climax, Adrienne returned to us and broke the spell, giving me her own nuclear kiss while Annette and Natalee climbed into their present positions on the bed beside us.


Natalee moaned, "I'm ready."


Peyton asked, "Are YOU ready?"


And after a moment to weigh the situation, I nodded.


A few position changes later, I found myself in the same spot at the foot of the bed but with a different nubile coed in front of me. Quivering in anticipation, Natalee looked up at me while I traced my hands along her pale thighs, interrupted by the material of her stockings. Reaching all the way to her feet, I grabbed hold of her stiletto heels and used them as grips to hoist her calves over my shoulders. And then palming both of her ass cheeks, I guided the busty freckled redhead's body in front of my hard cock and briefly rubbed my mushroom head along the fuzziness of her red landing strip.


"Please..." Natalee whimpered, reaching up to hold onto my forearms.


And then she was full of me. Number 85, check. Hell, I just might catch up to Adrienne yet.


But still, fucking Natalee's pussy wasn't what she'd asked me to do.





"Yesss ... Yesss ... Yesss..." Natalee apparently came from the school of stereotypical porn star exclamations, but I knew she wasn't faking it as she squeezed her eyes shut and tried to absorb the sensations of my cock repeatedly drilling into her stretched asshole. With her body pressed flat on her belly beneath me, I sodomized her more or less vertically while she clutched at the bedspread and howled her pleasure.


"Fuck ... I'm cumming again. I'm cumming again!" the busty redhead squealed excitedly. "Yes! Fuck my ass! Yes-yes-yes-fuckme-fuckme-FUCKME! Aaaaahhhh-URP!"


Natalee Kirby's last scream abruptly cut off as my left hand suddenly clamped down around her throat, squeezing firmly but not so hard as to bruise her. She shuddered just once before going still with anxious tension, and I could feel her throat muscles working as she struggled to breathe. But when I started rotating my cock counterclockwise at full depth within her colon, the sensations flooding her brain along with the panic-attack of being momentarily asphyxiated caused her entire body to start twitching and spasming as if she were having an epileptic seizure. And when I snuck my right hand beneath her pelvis and hooked two fingers into her cunt while rubbing her clit, her entire spine recoiled so hard I was worried for a moment she might snap her damn neck.


But she didn't, and I silently counted to myself.


One.


Two.


Three.


Touchdown.


I let my PC muscles relax and groaned as I felt the flow pour out of me, filling the redhead's suddenly relaxed anal cavity with creamy jism while I let go of her neck and let her lifeless body flop limply to the mattress.


Hey, she asked for the Assfuckxiation, didn't she?


"Holy SHIT!" Annette breathed in amazement beside me after watching her friend pass out from the incredible orgasm. Moments later she clenched her eyes shut and squealed out her own orgasm from Adrienne's agile tongue behind her.


"Well, Natalee DID ask for it," Peyton laughed.


That's what -I- said!



Shut up, you.


Breathing hard, I bent forward and planted my hands on the mattress to either side of the redhead's slumbering body. I watched the way her back rose and fell, reassuring myself that she was still alive. And I gave my cock a slow 360 rotation around the walls of her somewhat loosened bunghole before sliding my knees beneath me and retracting out.


"See? Told you you'd enjoy that," Peyton smirked.


I grinned wolfishly. "I did. And now it's your turn."


Peyton's hands quickly went up defensively. "Me? But I--"


Adrienne suddenly grabbed onto Peyton's arms, pinning them behind the girl's back. Leaning forward, she growled into the Tri-Delt President's ear, "You asked for the Lamborghini. You're gonna GET the Lamborghini."


I grinned, clapped my hands together, and rubbed my palms gleefully, the same way Adrienne had done at the beginning of this session. "This is gonna be FUN."





"Angf-angf-angf..." Adrienne wasn't trying to say anything per se; that was merely the sound she made each time my cockhead nudged into her throat as she lay on the bed with her head hanging upside-down off the edge. I pulled out and grinned down at her, smirking to see her eyes wide as she caught her breath and smiled back at me. And then I crammed my cock into her mouth again, throat-fucking her a few times before pulling out and aiming higher to re-insert my cock into Peyton doggy-style while she bent over tonguing Adrienne's snatch to complete the sixty-nine.


"Cum on her ass, Tiger," Adrienne urged while watching my dick thrust back and forth just inches above her face. "Pull out and hose down her cheeks so it runs down her crack and I can lick it all up. Can you do that for me? Please? Pretty-please with a cherry on top?"


I chuckled and nodded before realizing she couldn't see my head, what with my balls in her mouth while she tongued them like they were hard candy. So I reached down with one hand and patted her cheek to let her know I understood.


Meanwhile, Natalee was just starting to wake up while Annette gently caressed her best friend's body and watched the threesome in front of her. On impulse, I decided to wait for the freckled redhead to fully come around. Wouldn't want her to miss the finale, after all. And after watching Natalee's eyes flutter a bit and finally open for good, I put a little more oomph into my thrusting while reaching down with both hands to tweak Peyton's pleasure points.


"Are YOU ready?" I growled, parroting back Peyton's original question to me.


"Ready for wh-AAAAAAAA!!!" Peyton's reply abruptly converted to a scream as I swiftly exited her cunt and slammed my dick up her ass. Previously content to lie down on top of Adrienne in the sixty-nine, she now shot up on all fours and threw her head back in surprise, feeling me push and push and push until every inch was fully imbedded in her rectum.


"Ready for THAT?" I chuckled before adjusting my grip on her hips and resuming my thrusts.


"Fuck no I wasn't ready," Peyton groaned as she hung her head back down. But as her entire body rocked with each thrust, she moaned, "But don't fucking stop, either. Don't fucking stooo-oo-opppp!"


"Not until the right time," I promised, patting Adrienne's cheek again and guiding my adoptive "sister's" face back into Peyton's crotch. It had been a while since a Tri-Delt got the proper "Big Ben AND A.D. Experience" in this house, and I thought it fitting that Peyton be the first.


"Ohwaaahh..." the dirty-blonde babe groaned as I sped up and started hammering her ass harder. She clenched her inner muscles, tightening the tunnel surrounding my shaft and whimpering whenever Adrienne's tongue hit a particularly good point. Peyton's upper body started wriggling while I tickled her underboob and the sensitive nerve bundles I found there. And she growled like a not-quite-tamed lioness when I grabbed onto her hair and pulled her head back again to really lay down the lumber.


"FU-UCK!" Peyton yelled as her back arched and she gnashed her teeth. She'd already been quite close to orgasm when I switched holes, and probably would have gotten there if I hadn't. But even so, it didn't take very long to bring her back to the precipice. Plus, having a supermodel's tongue slithering up her snatch probably helped.


"Mmmph!" Adrienne mumbled into a mouthful of pussy, gripping Peyton's ass with both hands and pinning the Tri-Delt's crotch against her face.


"Fuck me ... Oh, fucking FUCK, Ben. Fuck me! Fuck my ass! Fuck my tight asshole! Fuck me and fill me and bathe me in your fucking cum! Fuck meee-ee-eee!"


I did as she asked, hammering her harder and harder and harder. "Ngh-Ngh-NGH!" I grunted from the exertion, rapidly approaching my own climax as well.


But I couldn't cum first. No way, no how. Bearing down with my inner muscles, I held my ejaculation at bay while using my hands and fingers to work Peyton's body like a musical instrument. And just when I started wondering if I could hold out any longer, Peyton shrieked as her head suddenly pulled up from Adrienne's crotch. At the same time, she thrust back with her hips, shoving her butt back to meet my next thrust and holding me there as her colon clamped down on my cock and proceeded to try and wring it dry like one of those chamois cloths you'd use to dry your car. And then she howled out her excruciatingly awesome climax.


"FFFFFFFUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCKKKKKK!!!!"



She nearly succeeded in wringing me dry. The heavenly sensation of Peyton's colon working my cock like it had a mind of its own pretty much pulled my second load out of my balls, but just before it did so, her own climax started to wane. I didn't even have to cover her mouth; Adrienne's tongue and finger work proved enough extra stimulation to blow her mind. And just before I lost my load, Peyton slumped forward, unconscious and going limp.


As promised, I pulled my cock free of the Tri-Delt President's still spasming asshole. Taking my shaft in hand, I jacked my rod while pressing it down, angling my explosion so that I fired spray after spray of semen right into the blonde's asscrack. And just when I was finished creating my pool of creamy cum, the first trickles finished their journey down her crack and onto Adrienne's waiting tongue.


"Holy SHIT!" Annette breathed beside us, her eyes wide as saucers.


Adrienne giggled, slurped up a glob of cum, and looked up at me. Briefly, her eyes darted to Annette and back to me, a naughty twinkle sparkling in her golden irises. "Two down, Tiger. One more still to go."


Fuck. Why not?





"Holy SHIT!" Annette Bergstrom squealed, her fists bunching up the bedspread while my cock finished its maiden voyage up her previously virginal pathway. Yes, a member of the Tri-Delt Royalty and the Pledge Mistress to boot was actually an anal virgin (well, she HAD been up until a minute ago), but that was only one good reason in retrospect why I shouldn't have done it. The fact that her boyfriend certainly wouldn't approve was the other very good reason, but while I don't want to blame my poor decision-making on alcohol and sex-lust, the fact was that I DID have a lot to drink that night and I WAS getting off on the power trip of sodomizing all three of the Tri-Delt babes. And Adrienne's encouragement to "Go get 'em, Tiger" wasn't really helping.


Oh, well. Too late. It wasn't like I could UN-fuck her virgin asshole.


"Oh, fuh ... fu-uhhh ... uckk ... me-ee-eeee..." Bent on all fours in front of me, Annette groaned while pressing her belly toward the mattress and arching her neck backwards so that her face turned up toward the ceiling before letting her head fall to the side. Her entire body rocked back and forth in time with my steady thrusts, her knees spread to the sides which lowered her ass to just the right height for me to grip her hips and really lay down the lumber while I pistoned in and out of her lewdly stretched anus.


"Stay down, slave," I commanded, reaching forward to the back of her head and roughly shoving it back down into Adrienne's crotch. "You're not done with your meal!"


"Fuck yeah, eat me, bitch!" Adrienne ordered, pressing Annette's head against her crotch with both hands.


"Mmph!" the lissome blonde mumbled, rooting around for a moment by sense of touch before finding the supermodel's clit and wrapping her lips around it. It was the only way she could find it, what with her blindfold and all. Don't ask me to explain the blindfold. It was Peyton's idea, calling up some intimate knowledge she had of Annette that somehow made the Swedish blonde more willing to go along with her anal deflowering, as if being blindfolded meant that what was happening was not her choice, and she therefore couldn't be held responsible for her actions.


Hmm, maybe I needed that excuse.


No. We've done the blindfold thing enough already.



"Here, another shot," Peyton offered, holding up some more tequila for me to pound while squeezing lime juice all over her erect nipple.


"Mm-hmm..." I soon mumbled around a mouthful of Peyton-boob, desperate for the lime juice to wash out the bitter tequila taste but enjoying the texture of sorority babe nipple in my mouth, too.


Meanwhile, I continued slow-dicking Annette while she got used to the unexpected invasion of her heretofore never-used hole. I'd at least gotten her warmed up by fucking her pussy and giving her a starter orgasm, but even with my deliberate pace, her body was still tense and I was having a hard time stimulating her senses to distract her from the pain. So after another minute, I wrapped my arms around the slender girl's waist and rolled us over so that I was on my back and Annette was reclining on top of me, my cock still up her ass but her face and tits pointed to the sky.


"Adrienne!" I barked.


Adrienne didn't need further verbal directions. She simply circled around and shoved her face into Annette's crotch. At the same time, Peyton poured out the tequila all over Annette's perky tits, the runoff dripping onto me and down to the bedspread. And then she and Natalee each took a side and began sucking teat.


"What the--? Ohmigawd," Annette whimpered, still going out of her mind from having my cock up her ass and Adrienne's tongue up her cunt. Getting the sensual assault of Peyton and Natalee as well only overloaded her nervous system even further, and the distractions seemed to work as Annette's grunts of pain quickly turned into whimpers of pleasure. She moaned a quick climax with Adrienne fingerbanging her and suckling clit before the girls rotated and Natalee took over cunnilingus duties while Peyton and Adrienne worked over the rest of her body. And together, all FOUR of us brought Annette to a screaming, consciousness-losing climax before I filled her colon with my third load of the night.


"UNGH!" I grunted, firing both barrels into her de-virginated bowels.


"OHHHHHWAAAAAAuuuuugghhh..." Annette screamed, her voice trailing off as darkness overtook her consciousness.


In the end, the lissome Swedish blonde slept on her side, my cum dribbling down her pale buttcheek while I gasped for breath on my back. Adrienne soon loomed over me with a smirk on her face and said, "Hey it's been a while since we did that kind of trifecta: three Tri-Delts and three assholes."


I took deep breaths and grinned back at her. "Well there's more than a trifecta here tonight. Did you forget? You're a Tri-Delt too."


"That's right she IS," Natalee agreed whole-heartedly.


"Three down," Peyton announced triumphantly. "One more still to go."





"Yesss ... Yesss ... Yesss..." Natalee moaned, rocking her hips back to meet me as I pounded my way up her ass once more. But then she started whimpering, "Noooo..." as I pulled out and took a big step to the right.


"Fuh-UCK!" Peyton barked and grit her teeth as I slammed up her asshole instead, hanging her head and swaying on all fours to fuck back at me as well.


"Ohmig-- Ohmig-- Uhh-ngh!" Annette squeaked two minutes later when I pulled out of Peyton and re-introduced my cock to her deflowered rectum.


"Fuck yeah, Tiger!" Adrienne cheered me on two minutes after that as she relaxed her anal muscles and easily accommodated my entry, and then closed herself back up to maximize my pleasure as I started thrusting away.


Four Tri-Delt babes knelt on all fours in front of me, their lubricated assholes paving my way. Now on my fourth erection as well, I knew I could last a good long while, but even so my abs were starting to burn and the alcohol buzz wasn't helping my physical stamina. Still, for sheer ego if nothing else, I made sure that each of the four girls had a brand new orgasm with my dick up their ass, and once they had, I finally dismissed Peyton, Annette, and Natalee and focused on Adrienne instead.


Sitting down on the armchair in Peyton's room, I had Adrienne mount me reverse-cowgirl and she cooed while feeling my cock burrow back up her butt. "Never stop fucking me, Tiger," she crooned, twisting her head around to look back at me


"Then never fucking leave me again," I shot right back while reaching around to cup her tits and tug her against my chest while nibbling on her neck and giving her a hickey to match Peyton's.


"You got a deal..." she whimpered and stretched out her long legs to plant her feet on the floor as she humped her body up and down.


"Peyton, get down and eat her out," I ordered, snapping my fingers and pointing at the Tri-Delt President.


"Aye-aye, sir!" the dirty-blonde saluted smartly and knelt between Adrienne's legs.


"Natalee, Annette. I think these two puppies need your attention."


"Ooh, yeah..." the freckled redhead grinned. The Swedish blonde merely smiled and sauntered in.


Thankfully, it didn't take much longer, although I was too tired to put in the effort to knock Adrienne out. Still, she had a nice screaming orgasm, and once she finished she dismounted me and knelt in front of the chair. And then to the other girls' surprise, Adrienne ducked forward and sucked my cock into her mouth.


"Holy SHIT!" Annette squealed again. "That came straight out of your ass!"


Adrienne simply smiled and continued sucking me, working me with her mouth and lips just the way she knew how to get me to blow.


When I felt it coming, I snapped my fingers again and pointed before me. "Peyton, kneel down next to her. You too, girls."


Obediently, the other three joined Adrienne on the floor. With dramatic head bobs, Adrienne deep-throated me a few times before Peyton reached in with one hand. My "sister" handed me off, letting Peyton aim my cock and then – to my surprise – Peyton gave me a few deep throats as well. And drunk and delirious, of course Natalee and Annette had to get in on the act, too.


By the time my dick got passed back to Adrienne, I was primed and ready for launch. Sensing this, Adrienne didn't take me into her mouth but instead jerked my shaft with both hands, twisting her fists in opposite directions while urging me on by saying, "Cum for us, Tiger. Spray down our faces with your tasty sperm. Show the new girls that even your fourth load will be one of the biggest they've ever seen. Hose us down and drown us in your-- WHEE!"


I groaned as I did just what Adrienne wanted, and she directed my cannon as it belched out several healthy globs that painted the girls' faces. I wouldn't say it was the biggest load they'd ever seen or anything, but I still had a good six shots that splattered around like a runaway law sprinkler and did a pretty good job of spraying them. Adrienne started licking cum off Annette's face while Peyton started licking cum off Natalee's face, and then Adrienne started going after Peyton's face, and the whole thing turned into one big gigglefest.


In the end, Peyton laughed herself out as she splayed on her back across the floor, catching her breath and asking, "What's next, Tiger?"


I arched an eyebrow. "Did you just call me 'Tiger'?"


Peyton grinned and shrugged. "I like it. Unless that's something special between you two."


I looked at Adrienne, who was sitting upright on the floor not far away. She shrugged and gestured at me, so I turned back to Peyton and replied apologetically, "Actually, it is pretty special."


"No worries. I can dig it," Peyton replied as she sat up and pivoted into a kneeling position. Pulling her shoulders back, she thrust her naked tits forward and clasped her arms behind her back before bowing her head and saying, "What's next, Master?"


I flinched and arched an eyebrow. "Not sure I like the term 'Master' any better."


Peyton giggled. "Why not? -I- think it's got a nice ring to it. I'm so used to being in charge, it's kind of a relief to sit back and let someone else take command of me. You know what I mean, AD?"


Adrienne smiled and nodded. "Oh, yeah. Know exactly what you mean."


"So the question stands. What's next, Master? You've already sodomized all four of us. Got one more in you? I've got a private shower up here and while it don't think it'll fit all five of us, we can certainly try."


I was still shaking my head. "No-no. Stop calling me that."


"But--"


"Stop calling me that!" I bellowed abruptly.


Peyton blinked, only now sensing my shift in moods. She turned and stared at Adrienne as if wondering whether the other woman could explain to her what was going on.


Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath and sat up straight. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have yelled at you. But please don't call me that. I'm really not a Master. I'm not even a Dominant type."


"Psht," Natalee chuckled from her spot on the bed. "Tell that to my sore asshole."


"No kidding," Peyton added with a laugh. "Not a Dominant type my ass, literally. The first day I walked into your house you completely rocked my world without even penetrating me. 'Tarragon' ring a bell? I spent the next week trying to break you down only to have you break ME down. And then that stunt you pulled with the five freshmen in front of all of us?"


"Fucking HOT," Annette moaned where she was still lying on her back, looking completely wiped out.


"And every time I've ever been with you since," Peyton continued. "So confident. So in-charge. Master of your harem. Putting ME in my place and making me wait a week for our date while threatening me to be on my best behavior. I told you: no man had ever gotten the better of me until you."


"That stuff was different. All that stuff was related to sex."


She thought about that. "I guess. But the capability is certainly there. All I can say is that I'd love to have YOU as my 'Master'."


"No. No! Stop saying that! Sex I'm good at. It's easy to be in charge and in control in the bedroom. But in life? Well, I suck. Please don't ever call me 'Master', okay?"


"Okay, okay..." Peyton quickly held her hands up. "Didn't realize you'd be so touchy about it."


I rolled my eyes. "There's a difference between taking the lead, sexually, and being someone's 'Master'."


"Fair enough," Peyton replied. "But ... I don't think this is an academic discussion. Something's bothering you."


I waved her off. "I'm fine."


Peyton frowned and shook her head. "No you're not. Look, if you really want me to shut up, I'll shut up and not pester you. But if there's something I can do to help..."


"There isn't. I'm fine."


"No, Tiger. You're not." Adrienne sat up and gave me a serious look. "This is about Kim, isn't it?"


"Of course not."


Adrienne merely stared at me expectantly.


"Okay maybe it is," I sighed, "but now's not the time to talk about it. We all just had a great time and I don't want to spoil the mood, alright?"


"Alright, alright." Adrienne backed off with her hands up and looked down, her expression clearly saying that it was too late for THAT. But a few seconds later she looked up at me and frowned while furrowing her eyebrows.


I noticed her look and asked roughly, "What?"


Adrienne blinked and looked around at the other girls while I looked around at them as well. All three of them wore concerned expressions.


"What?!?" I repeated.


"You're crying," Adrienne explained.


"What?" I reached up and dabbed at my cheek, surprised to find moisture there. In surprise I barked, "The fuck?"


Quickly, Adrienne got off the floor and slid her naked butt onto the armrest before sliding down it and into my lap. She wrapped her arms around my head and pulled my cheek against her cleavage in a maternal way, stroking my hair. "Hey ... it's okay..." she soothed.


"I'm fine," I said brusquely and pulled my head out of her cleavage.


"Tiger ... You're not."


Once again, thoughts of Kim and Viktoriya's baleful glare came to mind, but the bottle of tequila wasn't within reach. Anger at myself, frustration with the futility of my situation, and pure annoyance at the dead weight of Adrienne's naked body on top of my lap preventing me from getting to the not-quite-empty tequila bottle threatened to overwhelm my mind, but when I tried to do what I always did – bury it inside – for some reason my mental doors weren't working. I couldn't keep a lid on my emotions anymore, and this time when my flow of tears increased, I could actually feel it.


"Shit, Adrienne get off," I complained while nudging her. "I need another drink."


She didn't budge, holding me even tighter. "You've had enough to drink tonight, I think."


"Adrienne, get off me."


"Tiger, please."


"NOW!!!" I bellowed. "NOW!!!"


She didn't even flinch. "No."


The dam burst, and a flood of tears literally poured out of me this time as I hung my head and buried it against Adrienne's chest. "Fuck! How am I supposed to be a 'Master' when I can't even get you to move off my lap?"


Adrienne rubbed my scalp. "It's okay. You don't HAVE to be a Master."


"Yes I do. YES I DO! For the mother of my child. For Kim!" I croaked through my sobs.


"There are other ways of being there for her. You don't HAVE to be a Master," she repeated.


"But she NEEDS me to be. And I'm FAILING her. I've BEEN failing her!"


"Why? Because you let her stay with her father? That's what's best for her, isn't it? And isn't that the whole point? Doing what's best for Kim?"


"But she wanted ME to be there for her. To be her Master!"


"I love you, Tiger. You're a good person, a great man, and you are many, many wonderful things. But you're not a 'Master'."


I snorted and wiped my eyes, feeling the sobs begin to wane. "This coming from a girl with a leashed leather collar that says 'Tiger's Pet' on it."


Adrienne blinked. "Like you said: that sort of stuff is for the bedroom. I like that collar, and it represents so many things for me: my love for you, my devotion to you, my willingness to be whatever you need me to be whenever you need me to be it. But I don't consider you my 'Master'. The collar is symbolic, not functional. I know you're not the Master type."


"Care to explain that to Kim?"


Adrienne frowned. "I think she already knows. Seriously, you're not a Dom and anyone taking a look at the way you live your life outside of the bedroom should realize that. To think otherwise would be ... well ... stupid."


"And Kim's not stupid," I muttered, taking a deep breath and musing on that.


Adrienne nodded her agreement.


Kim's not stupid.


Kim's not stupid.


Kim's not stupid.


"Look, I know we haven't talked about the Kim situation," Adrienne began, rubbing my head again. "We both knew she was out there, but you haven't brought her up since I came back and I wasn't going to bring her up either. We talked before about you waiting until graduation and getting your shit in order before figuring her out, and I'm all onboard with that. You're not doing anything wrong."


I took another deep breath and sighed, saying, "I'm sorry, but your advice this year hasn't always turned out the best for me."


She pursed her lips and frowned. "Okay so maybe it hasn't, but that doesn't mean I'm wrong now. You said that others have told you to go down and like... 'fight' for Kim or something, as if taking her away from her family and bringing her here would be better for her or some other such nonsense. Being a 'Master' isn't about role-playing. It's a way of life, and for you to become Kim's Master would mean LIVING that role 24/7, constantly thinking about her needs and maintaining a dominant relationship over her at all times, not just in the bedroom. That's impossible to fake. Impossible to BE 24/7 unless you FEEL it deep inside your core being. A true 'Master' is someone who NEEDS to be in control, and that most certainly isn't you. A guy who needed to be in control wouldn't have survived Tri-Delt West. Give orders and expect a dozen girls to meekly fall in line? That's a chauvinistic fantasy. We are strong, capable, independent women in our own right. I know I wouldn't have put up with that shit, and neither would Peyton or the others. What makes you special is your flexibility."


I snorted. "You mean I have no backbone. I'm spineless."


"Not true," Adrienne said. "When it comes to the girls you care about, okay maybe. You value OUR happiness and prioritize that. And we LOVE you for it. But when your back is to the wall and some obstacle is standing between us and our happiness, there's no one else I'd rather be with."


"But my back IS to the wall with this Kim thing, and I don't know HOW to take action. It's easy to jump into a fight with guys trying to molest Paige on the street, but this thing with Kim and her father isn't so black and white. And so far, all anyone has told me how to deal with Kim is to 'man up' and 'fight for her'. Those are concepts, not solutions for a complicated situation. They're as concrete as 'mumbo jumbo'. It's like telling a soldier with PTSD to 'stop whining' and 'be a man'. It's not that SIMPLE."


"No one's telling you that."


"Sure they have. Not you, perhaps, but Brooke and Bert and Viktoriya and..." I shook my head. "Sure, I could've driven down to Kim's house and commanded her to come with me. Maybe she would have. What then? What kind of a relationship does she have with her father, with her family, after that? What kind of a relationship do -I- have with them? Do I continue the rest of my life telling her what to do and maintaining the dominant part of our relationship? That's. Not. Me. It never WAS me."


"You don't have to be a full-time Dominant to be in her life. But I think it couldn't hurt to take that spinelessness you just complained about and be a little firmer with me and the other girls in your life."


"I get that. I do. I'm sure I'd be better off if I had a stronger backbone and learned to take better control of my life. I know I need to stop letting life happen TO me; Brooke's been needling that one for years ... since like High School. I can't wait for things to fall into my lap anymore, even if it sometimes seems like there's a benevolent power looking out for me and helping me get laid. Tell the truth, I think that 'benevolent' power enjoys fucking with me just as much. But ... seriously ... even IF I somehow managed to get some semblance of a grip on my life, a true 'Master' I'll never be. And you know what? I think Kim KNOWS that. I think she's ALWAYS known that."


"She probably has."


"Then why ask me to be one? Why fill my head with all her hopes and dreams of me being her Master?"


Adrienne shrugged. "You got me."


I sighed and hung my head for a moment. Adrienne waited me out, letting me think a bit before patting my head and sliding off my lap. The other girls looked around at each other before coming to some sort of agreement that the "sexy time" portion of our evening had ended, and they started hunting around for their clothes.


But I stared straight ahead.


Why me? Why pick me? Did she not expect her father's reaction? Did she seriously think her Dad would just roll over and let his precious flower walk out the door to be my unmarried baby mama?


She expected you to be strong, to be a man, to be her Master. But you weren't, and she simply had to react the strongest influence in the room, and that was her dad, not you.



Be serious. This is Kim we're talking about. Sure, she's a self-declared submissive. But she's also a smart, calculating... manipulative young woman when she wants to be.


It was a set up! It was a test! Kim wanted to see how you reacted when her father opposed you two having a baby together. She wanted to see if you'd step up and take care of her the way you'd promised. It was a test!



A test?


A test. And you failed.



Or did I? Did she set me UP to fail? Again, how could she NOT expect her father's reaction? And by the same token, how could she not expect mine? Adrienne's right: to think I'm the Master type is plain stupid. And Kim's not plain stupid.


So what then? What's her end game? Has she already achieved it? The baby she always wanted even MORE than having a Master? Home with her father again, with her family again, perfectly cocooned in an idyllic existence with her every need taken care of and able to live a life without fear and STILL get her baby?



Maybe. But then maybe not.


Then what? Why? Why do all this? Why let you walk into a fucking TRAP and let you get your ass handed to you by a Dominant who really knows that the fuck he's doing? Why?



I don't know.


Sure you do.



I do?


Yes, you do.



I do...


I do...


Oh, shit. I do!


"Hmm. Figure it out, Tiger?"


I turned to find myself standing upright and Adrienne smiling at me, already fully dressed in her china poblana. Peyton, Natalee, and Annette on the other hand were still fixing up their underwear. I supposed Adrienne was used to quick-changes now after all her time spent at runway fashion shows. I nodded my confirmation.


Adrienne's smile broadened. "So what are you gonna do about it?"


"Drive down and talk to Kim. Not to her Dad. To KIM. I need to confirm that what I think I understand is actually what's going on."


She nodded and arched an eyebrow at me. "Think maybe you should put some pants on before you do that?"


I blushed and looked down at my nakedness. "Yeah, Daddy Fukuzaki probably wouldn't let me in the front door looking like this."


"Daddy Fukuzaki might not let you in the front door, period."


I mimed battle pose, bouncing a bit on the balls of my feet. "I know Kung Fu."


"Thought you were taking Krav Maga?"


"Whatever."


Adrienne giggled. "I think you're still drunk."


"Probably."


"So maybe driving isn't such a good idea right now."


I sighed as I retrieved my boxers and pulled them on. "Probably not. But everything seems so much clearer now that I feel like I HAVE to go out there and DO something!"


Adrienne laughed. "I know, I know. But seriously, I don't think either of us should be driving now, nor anyone else in this room."


"You're welcome to crash here," Peyton offered with a big smile.


"I'd LOVE for you to snuggle up with me tonight," Natalee added, her head a little wobbly.


I smiled but shook my head, now hopping into my pants. "Sorry, ladies, but I owe it to Sasha and Andie to figure out their plans tonight first."


Peyton nodded. "I can tell someone sober to drive you home."


"No worries. I'm sure I'll figure it out."


With another nod, Peyton approached me and raised her arms for a hug. I was still topless and she was still in her underwear, and the gorgeous dirty-blonde took an extra moment to rub her tits into my chest. I grinned and pecked her lips. "See you later."


"Count on it," Peyton replied, her green eyes glittering. "Tonight will NOT have been my last ride in the Lamborghini."


Annette and Natalee both followed suit, Annette's kiss brief while Natalee's lingered for an extra moment before she stepped back, breathing hard and staring at my lips for two additional beats. And then to my surprise Adrienne came over for a soft kiss, saying, "I'll see you in the morning."


I arched an eyebrow. "You're not coming?"


Adrienne's eyes glittered and she head-nodded toward Peyton. "My first time back in the Chapter House, and I've got some catching up to do with the girls. You work out a sober ride home and I'll bring the Mustang back in the morning."


I shrugged. "Sounds good."


Adrienne kissed me again and patted my ass. "Go get 'em, Tiger."





"You know, I'm actually going to stay here tonight," Andie said apologetically while leaning back into Jamie's embrace. It had taken me several minutes of asking around to learn that the pair of them had retreated to Jamie's bedroom some time ago, doing pretty much what everyone else in this house was doing behind closed doors. The girls were still naked and in bed, sweaty and happy post-coital. And I smiled bemusedly at them.


"Okay, that's cool. Just wanted to make sure you're taken care of," I replied while backing up toward the door.


"Are you taken care of?" Andie asked earnestly.


I chuckled and nodded. "More than taken care of. Don't you worry."


"Well Sasha should be waiting for you. She left the party to go home a little before we came up here. Jocelyn dropped her off."


"Oh, okay. Good to know." I frowned, wondering what would have made Sasha leave early. "Have a good night, you two."


"We will. Bye, Ben."


"Bye, cutie."


"I love you."


"I know."


"Bye, Ben!" Jamie added while reaching around to play with Andie's perky nipples.


I chuckled and added, "Bye, lovely. See you two later." And then I backed up and opened the door to go outside.





"Thanks for the ride," I said as we pulled into the driveway.


"Sure you don't want me to come with you?" Misa Ng asked coquettishly while turning off the car engine and sliding a hand up my thigh.


I chuckled and shook my head. "Sorry, but I'm really wiped out; even -I- have my limits. Besides, Sasha'll be waiting for me."


"Ooh, now you make me want to stick around even more," Misa giggled. "Sasha and I always have such a good time together."


To emphasize her point, Misa wiggled her little fingers in front of me, so I grinned, took her hand, and kissed the back of it before pulling away and stating firmly, "Goodnight, Misa."


She leaned across the center console and pecked my lips. "Goodnight, Ben."


I reached for the door handle, but just then, the headlights of an oncoming car illuminated the interior of Misa's car, pulling into the space immediately behind us against the curb. I looked back, and moments later their engine turned off and the driver's door opened. The driver got out, and I pulled my head back in surprise.


The hell is HE doing here?



Quickly and without looking around, the man headed up the sidewalk and hopped up onto the porch. He reached to ring the doorbell, and after about fifteen seconds the porch light came on to illuminate his face. Frowning, I opened Misa's car door and stepped outside. But before I could otherwise make my presence known, the house door opened and Sasha, now clad in her pajamas, stepped into the light.


"Hi, Rod. Thanks for coming," she greeted before gesturing him inside.


Sasha's ex-boyfriend Rod Vandenberg nodded and followed after her, closing the door behind him.


What the FUCK?



Turning around and bending over, I said quickly, "Thanks again, Misa. I'll see you later, okay?"


"Okay." She nodded and started up the car after I closed the door.


I turned to watch her pull out and drive off back toward the Chapter House. Then, with furrowed eyebrows, I took a deep breath and resolved to figure out what the hell Rod Vandenberg was doing in my house.


They're fucking and you know it. You weren't there for her tonight so she--



Shut up, you. You're just drunk and paranoid and I'm sure there's a perfectly reasonable explanation for her inviting him over that doesn't involve--


// 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. Already I knew the ID of the caller. She was the one who'd put me onto the song and made me make it her personal ringtone even after I changed my main one. And with a perplexed frown I reached into my pocket and pulled my phone out.


"Hey, Amber. What's up?"


"Hiii, Ben," she replied musically in a sing-song voice. "Have I told you lately how much I love you and value our friendship?"


My eyelids dropped halfway and I sighed, grumbling, "Whaddaya want?"


I could practically see Amber wince on the other end of the line. She took a deep breath, and in a subdued tone the exact opposite of her previous sing-song, she replied, "I need a favor, and it's a big one, big enough that you might turn me down."


"Don't be ridiculous." I shook my head, even though she couldn't see me. "There's no such thing as too big of a big favor, not for you. I'll do anything you need."


"But it's not just for me. I need you to do a favor for someone else."


"Someone else?" I asked in confusion. "Who?"


Amber took a deep breath and sighed. "For Cameron."
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"You're serious?"


"Deadly serious," Amber replied gravely. "The clock is ticking and the first opportunity is tomorrow night."


"And that's the best idea you've got?"


"It's the best I can come up with right now. If you have any better ideas, I'm all ears."


I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. Despite pissing out as much as I could at the Tri-Delt House, I still had a LOT of alcohol running through my bloodstream. My head was thick and whenever I moved my head it took a half-second for the world to focus, not exactly a mental state conducive to strategic inspiration. "No, I can't think of anything better right now. Not while still drunk, and not after midnight. Maybe in the morning, and if I do, I'll let you know first thing."


"But you'll do it?"


I took another deep breath and weighed the situation. As dire as Amber had made Cameron's situation out to be, I really didn't see much risk to myself. I'd been to Carter's place multiple times already without any sense of personal danger, I had a ready-made reason for going if Brooke and DJ were there, and I felt confident in my ability to figure out how to find her. Bottom line: Amber couldn't go herself, Cameron needed someone like me, and even though I didn't know her very well, she obviously meant a great deal to Amber. I'd meant it when I told Amber I would do anything she needed, and she'd made it clear that she needed this. So closing my eyes, I took another deep breath and replied, "Yeah, I'll do it."


"Thank you. You have no idea how much this means to me."


"I have an idea. But if this works then you are seriously gonna owe me."


"Anything. Anytime. You know it." And from the tone in Amber's voice, she really meant it.


"Okay. Well, I'd better call my girls."


"I know you have to, but remember the less people who know the--"


"The better it'll be for everyone involved," I finished. "I know."


"Thank you, Ben. I already love you, but I'll love you even more for this."


I smiled. "I know. Love you, too."


"See you tomorrow."


"Bye."


I hung up the phone and tapped it against my knee a couple of times. I was just sitting on the porch steps outside my own front door, but I felt a shiver run down my spine from more than the night chill in the air. After a moment's thought, I held down Adrienne's speed dial and put the handset to my ear to listen to it ring several times before going to her voicemail.


Of course.


Sighing, I hung up and re-dialed. Apparently the system hadn't reset yet because the call went straight to voicemail without ringing. Hanging up again, I waited a full thirty seconds before initiating a third call, but again after several rings I was put through to her voicemail.


Already fucked every which way in every hole by yours truly AND three gorgeous Tri-Delts, my supermodel Energizer bunny was probably still going at it. I could only hope she'd eventually check her phone before passing out.


"Hey, it's me," I said into her voicemail. "I know you planned on crashing at the Chapter House, but I need you to come home tonight. I'm sorry but it's really important and I need to talk to you. Call me when you get this."


I hung up and started tapping out a text message as well: CODE BLUE. CALL ME ASAP.


After sending the text, I called Peyton as well, but she wasn't picking up either. I left her a voicemail too and took a deep breath, hoping that Adrienne would get ONE of my messages and call me back. But after nearly two minutes of waiting, I decided to get up off my ass and go inside the house.


Only then did I remember WHY I'd stayed out on the porch: Sasha was in there with Rod.


I trusted Sasha. I'd been with her near 24/7 for too long to worry about her cheating on me at any point in the recent past. For one thing, I knew a freshly-fucked pussy when I saw one and I'd never encountered hers in such a state unless I'd done the fucking. And I didn't seriously think she'd start tonight. True, I didn't know WHY Rod had come to the house, but I honestly wasn't worried about them. Whatever Sasha had going on with her ex-boyfriend was between the two of them, and I didn't want to interrupt. But I wasn't standing outside in the cold any longer.


Fitting my key to the lock, I opened the door and went inside. Poking my head into the living room, I waved and greeted, "Hey, Sasha. Hey, Rod, long time no see."


"Ben!" Sasha exclaimed in surprise. "Back from the party already?"


"Already?" I shrugged. "It IS after midnight."


"Time flies. Adrienne? Andie?"


I shook my head. "They're both still there. Misa gave me a ride home."


"Oh. Uh, Rod and I were just talking, and, uh..."


"No worries." I held my hands up. "Do your thing. I'm just gonna go upstairs and get cleaned up alright? Had way too much to drink tonight and lying down sounds really, really good right now."


"Okay. I'll be up in a bit."


I smiled and head-nodded. "See you later, Rod."


Perplexed, the guy just sort of stared dumbly at me. But after a second's pause he managed to burp out, "Uh, bye."


I waved again and headed for the stairs.


Lying down sounded good, but a shower sounded BETTER.





1:06 AM



My bedroom was empty when I emerged from the bathroom, and I dressed in my pajamas before sitting down on an armchair, pondering my next move. Amber had given me a lot to think about, and I desperately wanted to talk things over with someone, but my options for someone to talk to were really limited right now.


Adrienne? Not answering her phone.


Sasha? Downstairs with her ex-boyfriend.


Andie? Back at the Tri-Delt house, and besides, our relationship had always been about sex and having fun and never really about the serious stuff like this. While our physical intimacy couldn't become any closer than it already had, our emotional intimacy had always been lacking, and that more than anything exemplified the limitations of our relationship.


In times like this, I often talked to my sisters, but Brandi was off living her own life and as for Brooke, well she unfortunately fell into the category of "the less people who know the better".


But just when I started to consider taking the motorcycle back to the Tri-Delt house and fetching Adrienne, even if I had to drive while intoxicated, a knock sounded at my open door.


I looked up and saw Sasha standing there, wearing her pajamas but with her makeup and hair still done from the party. "Hey, you," I greeted before adding with raised eyebrows, "Rod?"


Sasha blushed and pursed her lips. "He left."


I nodded and raised my eyebrows questioningly again.


Sasha's blush deepened, and she nervously pulled a lock of hair behind her right ear.


"You don't have to tell me if you don't want to," I said gently.


"No, no. It's nothing. Just wasn't sure how to start." She walked into the room and dropped down onto the armchair in front of me. "Rod called me a couple of hours ago while I was still at the party asking to talk. I told him I was out but he said he'd wait all night if he had to, so I came home early and asked him to meet me here. I sorta figured you'd be at the Tri-Delt house a while longer tonight."


I shrugged. "Sorry if I interrupted."


"Don't be. It was fine. We were just about done anyway."


"So what did he want to talk about?"


Sasha took a deep breath, fidgeting with her fingers for a moment before explaining, "Rod's met someone. Well, he met her a while ago, but he only found out tonight that there's mutual interest and he ... ah..."


I furrowed my eyebrows. "He wanted to ask your permission or something?"


Sasha gave me a tight smile. "Not exactly. He needed closure, I guess. He wanted to clear the air and make sure he and I were ... well that we were really done-done before he started something new. From the way he talked, I gathered that he'd been in love with me for so long – really, the majority of his adolescent life – that he couldn't move on to the future without being dead sure that I was in his past."


I blinked, thinking about how hung up on Dawn I'd been for ... well ... all YEAR really. Truth be told, one of the biggest reasons why even now I still couldn't start a seriously-committed relationship with anyone was because of the still-lingering pain from Dawn breaking up with me. "I can relate," I stated somberly.


Sasha eyebrows popped and she nodded quietly.


"So what did you tell him?" I asked.


Sasha took a deep breath and grimaced. "I told him ... well at first I tried to soft-pedal it, to not be so ... blunt about my feelings, or lack thereof. But he got a little indignant and eventually it all came out that I never really loved him and always felt obliged to be with him because of his family taking me in. Thing is, he knew all that anyway; he just needed to hear me say it out loud. To kinda drive that last nail into the coffin of our old relationship. Only then could he really move on."


I briefly thought of my own "last nail", that fateful New Year's Eve phone call where I'd told Dawn to go the fuck away. She had done so, not contacting me ever since, not even on my birthday, and I hadn't done anything to stay in touch with her, either. Oh, I knew that our lives would intersect again someday, but I still felt like I could point to that moment and say, 'THAT was when our old relationship was done and buried.'


"So anyway," Sasha continued, flicking her eyes to mine after staring a thousand yards into the distance for a little while, "we talked a bit more about our old relationship and then we sort of segued into talking about his family. He said they all miss me, especially his little brother Kit. And if there's one good thing about our conversation, it's that I feel like they don't blame me for breaking up with him. I always felt like I'd never be able to face them again, but now I think it wouldn't be so bad if I went back there and visited. For better or worse, they're the closest thing I have to family – even more than you and the girls – and it's reassuring to believe I haven't completely lost them."


I nodded. "That's great. And how about this new girl? Did Rod tell you about her? Do you know her?"


Sasha shook her head. "Heard of her, but I didn't really know her. She's only a Junior. Friend of a friend. But she's cute, and he got this dreamy look in his eyes when he talked about her. Rod lined up a job in San Ramon, so he won't be too far away. I hope they work out."


"Cool. So your ex-boyfriend has met someone. Good for him," I said a little too cheerfully.


Sasha blinked and gave me a coy smile. "Do I detect a note of jealousy in there?"


Now it was my turn to blush as I averted my eyes. Wincing in embarrassment for a moment, I replied carefully, "Let's just say that Rod moving on would be one less complication I might have to deal with down the road."


"Worried I might still have feelings and gone back to him?"


I snorted. "More worried he'd want to kick my ass for being with you."


Sasha smiled. "At first he wanted to, once he realized my relationship with you was becoming more than that of project teammates. Actually, he could tell I had feelings for you even before I did."


"And when was that exactly?" I teased with a smugly arched eyebrow.


"Well before YOU figured it out," she teased right back.


I raised my hands defensively. "I can be dense sometimes. I get it, I get it."


Sasha looked down at her fingers and smiled mysteriously. "He asked if I was your girlfriend and I told him honestly that I wasn't, but that we were more than friends. He asked if we were exclusive, and I admitted that we weren't. Rod didn't like that. He scowled, and I think for a little bit he thought about beating you up again."


"'Thought', past tense? Or currently 'thinks', present tense?"


Sasha giggled. "Past, I think. He asked if I was in love with you, and if I'd told you I was, and whether or not you loved me back. I told him that all three of those things were between you and me, but I assured him that I was comfortable with the status of our relationship and that we were working through things together."


"Just 'comfortable'?" I teased with a smile. "I thought we'd gotten past 'comfortable' and were moving forward beyond that."


Sasha hesitated for just a second, her eyes unfocused as if she were still lost in thought about something. But she quickly turned to me and put on a smile. "Right, right. We are, of course. Anyway, I had to assure him you weren't taking advantage of me and that the wild rumors swirling around about you were greatly exaggerated. I think in the end he accepted that. Really, I think I'll always have a piece of his heart, as his first true love, and even though things didn't work out between us, he'll always want what's best for me."


Of course I started thinking it, silently and to myself. But Sasha went ahead and added aloud, "Kind of like you and Dawn, I guess."


I bit my lip and took a deep breath, holding back the moisture that threatened to invade my eyeballs. "Yeah," I replied thickly.


"Anyway, that was that," Sasha finished. "I've moved on. Rod's moving on. And I think we both got a feeling of closure out of it."


Pushing aside my own thoughts of my lost first love and focusing on Sasha, I smiled and opened up my arms invitingly. She grinned and quickly got out of her chair, dropping into my lap and laying her head down on my shoulder while I pecked her forehead and rubbed her arm.


But our embrace only lasted a few seconds before Sasha squirmed and complained, "Ugh. I need to go take a shower. It's been a long day and I feel all grimey."


I chuckled and released her while she stood up. "Can I watch?"


"You're still in the mood?" Sasha gave me a sly grin and raised the hem of her pajamas up to the underside of her bra-clad breasts. "I'd have thought the Tri-Delts would have fully drained you before letting you out of that house."


I sighed and raised my eyebrows. "They did, although if you're feeling unsatisfied tonight, well I'm sure I could manage for you."


"Take my breath away why don't you?" Sasha deadpanned with a smirk. "It's alright. Unlike some people, I'm fully capable of going a day or two without an orgasm."


"It's not that I'm not interested; it's something else. Amber called me tonight and she's asked me for a pretty special favor. It doesn't involve you or anything, but you deserve to know about it. And to be honest, I would love to have someone smart and less drunk than me think it over."


Sasha frowned and furrowed her eyebrows. "A favor? What did she ask you to do?"


// Where'd you go? I miss you so. Seems like it's been forever, that you've been gone...



I blinked and looked over at my dresser drawer where my cell phone was. "It's Adrienne," I announced as I got up and quickly walked over. "I need to talk about this with her, too, and I left her a couple of messages asking her to come home right away."


"Um, okay..." Sasha said. "Why don't I go take a shower, and then all three of us can talk when she gets home. Sound good?"


I nodded my agreement and answered the phone.





2:13 AM



"Hold up, hold up." Sasha raised a hand for me to stop talking for a moment, grimacing as she tried to work what I'd just said around in her head. "Isn't this like... dangerous?"


I shrugged. "It could be, I guess. But apparently Cameron's in a desperate situation. I don't think Amber would be asking for me to get involved if she could avoid it."


Sasha grimaced. "But you could like... die or something."


I shook my head. "I honestly don't think it would come to that. The absolute LAST thing Carter would want would be any police scrutiny on his house."


"You really going to risk your life on the notion that Carter might not want police scrutiny? And there are lots of bad things he could do short of killing you."


"I think you've been watching too many movies. Seriously, let's not blow this out of proportion. I've been to the place three times now already with no fear for my safety. Plus, with Amber's plan, there shouldn't be any tangible thing connecting me to Cameron."


Sasha leveled me with a look. "Except that the plan calls for her to walk out the door with you, and everyone will know it. Especially since Amber told you he's got security cameras on the perimeter."


"Not out the door. She'll do that on her own," I insisted. "Amber said that Cameron insists there aren't any cameras inside the house; too risky for exposure if that footage got into the wrong hands. Not even closed-circuit stuff; Carter is paranoid about people spying on him. Really, all I have to do is talk to Cameron, to deliver the message that Amber is waiting outside with a car. As long as we separate before she gets to the front door, nobody will be able to connect her to me."


"Ugh, okay, rewind," Adrienne complained, pinching the bridge of her nose and wincing in pain. "This is all a little too much for me to process right now."


"Too much to process after having too much to drink, I think," I commented.


"It's Cinco de Mayo," Adrienne growled as she paced around a bit before dropping onto the armchair across from me and smoothing her china poblana skirt over her legs. "I drank a fifth of tequila all on my own and I wasn't expecting to need to think this hard, especially after 2AM."


"I'm sorry. I wish it could be helped."


"So let me make sure I have this all straight," Adrienne continued. "This Carter guy that we met like two years ago seduced MY ex-best friend Elyse into crystal meth addiction and abused her for years before kicking her skeletal butt to the curb to the point where she called ME for help. Helping this depraved asshole all that time was his equally messed-up stepsister, Cameron, and we're supposed to rescue the bitch?"


Sasha scowled and explained, "According to Elyse, Cameron wasn't all that bad. Carter's got her under his thumb somehow, but she did a lot to help Elyse and the other girls. If Ben's friend Amber says she needs a rescue, well ... Look, I've never met this Carter guy, but if he's even half as evil as Elyse made him out to be, then I can totally believe that Cameron is in real danger."


Adrienne scoffed, "But she's his stepsister. Would he really hurt her? And did you even know they were related before?"


That last part she directed to me, and I shook my head. "No, I didn't. Amber said she didn't know either for the longest time – apparently they don't advertise that part of the relationship."


"Well if they're fucking, I can understand why," Adrienne sighed, before raising her eyebrows at me and darting a sideways glance at Sasha.


But Sasha was looking away and shrugged. "Stepsister or not, if Cameron is in danger..."


Adrienne grimaced. "But do we KNOW she's in real danger? All Amber got was what, a text message? C'mon, Tiger. You should know better than to put all your faith in a text."


I nodded tightly. "I know, and there's wiggle room in the plan to account for the possibility that nothing's going on. Presuming I find Cameron, I'll be asking her myself if she wants to get out of there, and if she doesn't, I simply walk away. But Amber said that the text pretty much read 'Get me out of here, please!' Now that in and of itself could be interpreted to varying degrees of urgency. But apparently she and Cameron had been in semi-regular contact for a while, with a pattern of the situation worsening. But Cameron has been completely out of contact for nearly two weeks, save for this one text message that got through, and there's been no other contact since. We have no idea if Cameron is safe or not. And if Amber believes Cameron needs a rescue tomorrow, I'm inclined to believe her."


"Then why doesn't she do the rescue?"


"She is. She'll be outside with the car. But Amber can't go back inside the mansion; she's been out of the scene for a long while and it would be too suspicious for her to suddenly return. Plus, whoever is in control of Cameron's phone must have seen the flurry of missed calls and worried texts Amber's been sending. She's on their radar."


"But you, on the other hand, have visited a few times recently," Adrienne said in understanding. "You could show up and nobody would be the wiser."


"Especially if the froshlings are there. I've made it clear that I'm looking out for them."


"Then I'm coming too."


My eyebrows popped. "Wait, what?"


"You really think you're going there alone?"


"No, no way. I HAVE to go, but there's no reason to risk anybody else getting hurt."


Sasha eyed me coldly. "Thought you said there WASN'T any real chance of getting hurt."


"There isn't. It's just..."


"C'mon, Tiger," Adrienne insisted. "Besides, what if the froshlings aren't there? You'd need some other excuse for showing up, and what better excuse than bringing a special guest? Like ... say ... a certain famous Sports Illustrated model?"


I frowned. "Aren't you supposed to be keeping a low profile? AWAY from parties like this?"


"My presence would deflect attention from you being there. You haven't shown up to watch over the froshlings every time, so your sudden arrival could raise alarm bells. But the very reason I'm supposed to be keeping a low profile is because I'm a visible party girl in the media. I have a reputation. And besides, you say Carter's this big voyeur. I suppose the chance to watch somebody famous like me get fucked would be QUITE the carrot."


I held up my hands. "Whoa, whoa. Now I might agree that your presence would give me an excuse to be there, but I am NOT letting you have sex in Carter's Showroom."


"Why not?" Adrienne raised her eyebrows expectantly.


Sasha piped up. "You DID say Amber claimed the most surefire way to get you downstairs was to be in Carter's Showroom."


"She did, and I agree," I replied with a sigh. "I have to get downstairs somehow, but I honestly thought I'd volunteer to do it with someone else. The two times I've been back Carter has asked me to do it, and according to Amber, Carter has told Cameron he really wants to see me perform again, even without bringing Adrienne along. That's why Amber came to me in the first place; Cameron told her I'd shown up there again and that Carter still had an interest in me."


"You'd do that? Use some random slut for a sick pervert's twisted pleasure as a means to an end?" Sasha winced.


I frowned. "It sounds really bad, I know. But really, it's nothing I haven't done before, albeit under very different circumstances."


Adrienne flicked her eyes over to Sasha. "Would YOU be okay with that? Ben having sex with some random crystal meth skank? I realize that you're technically not Ben's girlfriend, but let's face it: that's only a technicality."


Sasha made a face but shook her head. "Well I've never asked him for fidelity, if that's what you're getting at."


"No, she's right," I said with a tight nod. "As much as I want to do this as a favor for my ex-girlfriend, I barely know Cameron. And if the fidelity aspect of this plan bothers you, I can find another way."


"No, no..." Sasha shook her head. "I saw what happened to Elyse. I don't know Cameron from Jane Doe, but no girl deserves that. If you believe she honestly needs to get the hell out of there, I'm not going to balk at you porking a random slut or two to do it."


Adrienne grinned. "You've got a keeper there, Tiger."


I broke out a genuine smile. "I know it."


"Besides, you won't have to bang any random crystal meth skanks if it's me with you," she added.


"Back to this again," I sighed. "I still don't like the idea of you even coming with me. I DEFINITELY don't want to put you in a position like that."


Adrienne grinned. "A position like what? Exposing my body for a creepy guy on the other side of a one-way mirror so he can jack off while watching me? Tiger, that's really not so different from modeling, and now that I've got two sex tapes out there I'm not exactly shy about it. If anything, my reputation makes it MORE believable."


"I still can't believe you're trying to talk me INTO putting you on display for a sicko pervert."


"You say you gotta do this. I'm doing what I can to help. If performing in his Showroom does the trick, then why not me?"


"Well you never know how far I might get if I just wander around acting like I belong. And hey, Carter seems to like me, so I could always just ask him."


"Yeah, right," Sasha replied with her eyelids half-closed and a doubtful look on her face.


"Getting you a gig on stage ... well on BED ... is like the crux of your whole plan to get downstairs, right? And having ME in there would make the suggestion irresistable, wouldn't it?" Adrienne waggled her eyebrows.


I sighed. "Probably yes. Even so, I've kinda told him I don't do one-on-ones. Habit, really. Last time Carter set me up with a threesome, so I'm betting he'd throw in some crystal meth skank anyway."


Sasha took a deep breath and volunteered, "Then I'll do it."


I blinked before popping my eyes wide open. "Wait, WHAT?"


"I'd do it," she repeated. "For you."


I shook my head. "No. NO. Absolutely not. I don't want you going anywhere NEAR that place."


"What? You're letting Adrienne go. And don't tell me it's because of the whole 'putting my body on display for sicko perverts' thing, or did you forget what I do for a living?"


"She's a blonde. Carter's got a thing for gorgeous brunettes."


"All the more enticing to put me in the Showroom with you."


"NO! I am NOT putting you in the line of fire!"


"But Ben--"


"NO. And that's final." I wiped my face for a moment and took a deep breath. "That's the part that freaks me out the most, and makes me want NEITHER of you to participate. If I go down there alone, I don't have to worry about being separated from you. The LAST thing I want is to find out I got back upstairs with Cameron only to find that one of YOU is still stuck downstairs unable to get away. Adrienne, you've been around this kind of scene before, and you already know how to handle this. Plus, you're famous and for anything to happen to you would invite scrutiny which, again, Carter doesn't want. But you, Sasha ... Unfortunately, you're just another anonymous brunette who could disappear like Elyse. I won't have that happen."


Sasha blanched and stared at the floor, a hollow look in her eyes. I could only imagine that she was envisioning herself in Elyse's place.


"This whole idea is crazy. You know that, right?" Adrienne muttered while rubbing the bridge of her nose again.


"It's not that bad. I get in, I get downstairs, I tell Cameron that her escape vehicle is waiting outside, and she simply has to make a run for it. Amber will take it from there."


Sasha sat up straight. "Wait, if she can run outside of the house, why doesn't she just go to the neighbors and call 911?"


"Amber says it's too far. The house is isolated. Carter's goons would catch her."


Sasha frowned. "Then steal the keys to a car and drive out herself!"


"If she could have, she would have. Look, I'm not saying there isn't a better way of doing this. If anything, Amber kept cursing that Cameron didn't bolt weeks ago before whatever happened, happened. But she's convinced that Cameron is in danger and can't get away without inside help."


"Meaning YOU go in there and rescue her. Tonight."


I shrugged. "It's all I got."


"Well then maybe WE should call the cops," Sasha suggested. "They ARE the authorities. Tell 'em it's a crystal meth house and let them raid the place. Then you and Amber can go find Cameron afterwards."


"And what if Brooke and DJ are there?" I asked with a shrug. "At best they get rounded up for drug use, which would go on their permanent records. At worst, the presence of police might escalate the situation and the whole thing could turn violent. I'm not risking their safety."


Sasha shook her head. "Then warn them that you're sending police there tonight and they shouldn't be there."


"And have them tell Lexi? And Lexi tell Carter?"


Even Sasha grimaced, but a moment later she perked up and slapped herself on the forehead. "The froshlings won't be there until tonight. Send the cops in NOW. Or at least during the daytime."


"Still might not work," Adrienne spoke up, "guys like this often have connections to the local authorities. If he's operated for this long out of the same house throwing these parties, he's probably got someone who would tip him off before the heat came. At the very least, he'd have protocols in place to stash things away – which might include Cameron – to get through a cursory search. There's only so much the police could do on an anonymous tip – maybe send a single squad car to investigate – and you wouldn't get a full raid without proof."


"And presuming the cops won't find anything, their arrival during the day would only put Carter on alert tonight, making the whole thing that much riskier."


Sasha sighed, "Shit."


I sighed. "It's up to me. No police to put everyone on edge. I have a ready-made reason to be there, I have an excuse to get downstairs, and all I have to do is find her and figure out a way to walk out the front door. It's really not THAT complicated or dangerous, is it?"


Sasha pursed her lips and shook her head. "And what if everything turns out more complicated and dangerous than you think?"


"For example," Adrienne said with a sigh, "if Carter catches wind that you're involved in his stepsister's disappearance, that'll threaten not only you, but all the rest of us. Even if he doesn't immediately connect the dots, your mere presence right before Cameron makes a run for it will be suspicious enough."


"And let's be real," Sasha added. "I know you said you didn't find Elyse at Carter's place when you went looking for her, but that doesn't mean she isn't there. Plus, you know Lexi and your sister already talked to him about your concerns regarding his treatment of Elyse."


"Concerns that he brushed off as lies from a habitual liar with a drug addiction, and who then turned around and stole from me."


"Doesn't matter. The guy HAS to know you don't fully trust him, which means he's NOT going to trust you. And if Cameron gets away and he starts looking for payback, well you're not only putting yourself in the line of fire, but you're putting Brooke and DJ in danger, too."


"And me too," Adrienne mumbled, her eyes tight.


I winced. "All of a sudden you saying you don't want to do it?"


"I'm saying YOU shouldn't do it. Ever stop to think she's not worth it? This Cameron, a girl you barely know?"


"Of course. But I honestly believe the froshlings wouldn't be harmed, not then and not there. We don't even know IF they'll be at Carter's place tonight. And once Cameron's out, I'll have my smoking gun to convince Brooke and DJ and Lexi and the rest of them that Carter is NOT a guy they want to continue associating with. Really, I'm doing this as much to save THEM as anything."


Adrienne shook her head.


"This is still a really bad idea," Sasha murmured. "So many unknowns: Whether or not you can actually get downstairs. Whether or not you'll be able find Cameron even IF you get downstairs, and do so without alarming Carter or any of his goons. Whether or not you'll be able to talk to her privately. And whether or not she'll be in any position to make a run for it with or without your help."


My lips were tight. "Getting her out of there is the ideal. At worst, this is a reconnaissance mission. Except for a single text pleading for help, Cameron's been out of contact for over a week and Amber is freaking out enough to ask me to go in there and find out what the hell is going on. Even if Cameron stays behind, but I can walk out of there with something to tell Amber, it would be a success."


Sasha took a deep breath. "But is finding out Cameron's status really worth the risk to you and your loved ones? If this is what you want to do, I told you I'd do it for you, and I meant that. But I am scared for you. Both of you."


I sighed. "A girl I have history with is in trouble, and after our experience with Elyse, all three of us know what kind of serious trouble that is. Plus, Amber asked me to. I believe I can do it, so how can I not?"


Adrienne scowled. "White Knight to the bitter end."


I blinked and frowned. "I'm sorry you feel that way. If it makes you feel better, you don't have to come. I'll manage just fine on my own."


"Psht, yeah right." Adrienne shook her head again before giving me a wry grin. "Where you go, Tiger, I go."





11:12 AM



When I opened my eyes, my vision was filled with light. The curtains were fully closed, but even still the sun had risen high enough to backlight every window with enough intensity to illuminate my entire bedroom and cast it in a dreamy soft glow.


I lay flat on my back, each arm wrapped around the slumbering body of a beautiful young woman. Adrienne's head was pillowed on my left shoulder just beyond my chin so that the merest tilt of my head allowed me to rub my cheek into her golden blonde hair. Sasha was a little lower down, her head atop my chest, rising and falling gently with every breath. While Adrienne reclined alongside me, Sasha had an arm and leg draped over my body. Her right hand actually rested on Adrienne's hip, and her right leg was wrapped around mine.


I didn't want to disturb them. All three of us had been up late and sleep had come with difficulty. We didn't have sex, although Adrienne tried to go down on me, reasoning the ejaculation would be a sleep-aid for me and put her own mind at ease at the same time. But I was content to cuddle with the pair of them while we murmured reassurances and expressions of love. So it was this morning as well, as I enjoyed the weight of their bodies pressed against mine and closed my eyes to dwell in this peaceful moment for as long as it lasted.


Adrienne was the first to stir. Perhaps her internal clock told her it was pushing noontime and she woke on her own. Perhaps she felt the movement of my arm as I held her and let my fingers drift over the patch of bare skin at her lower back where her babydoll nightgown had ridden up. Whatever the reason, she took a deep breath with her eyes still closed and shifted ever so slightly in my grasp. Her right arm was trapped between us, and she rolled onto her back for a moment to relieve the pressure on her shoulder before opening her golden hazel eyes and looking up at me.


I smiled warmly down at her. "Hey..."


"Hey..." Adrienne replied with a warm smile of her own.


"Sleep alright?"


She shrugged and rolled back up to me, this time sliding her right arm beneath the pillow and pivoting onto her belly before inching up to kiss my lips. "I slept okay," she murmured. "You?"


"As well as can be expected, I suppose."


Reading the tension in my eyes, she steeled herself and said, "It'll be alright. Nothing to be nervous about."


"I'm not nervous. What I need to do is concrete. I have a plan. Certainly, this is a helluva lot easier for me than going down to visit Kim."


"You still going to do that?" she asked quietly. "I mean, I know you had some kind of epiphany in Peyton's bedroom last night. But that was before this whole thing with Cameron came up."


I sighed. "I will. But not today. One thing at a time."


Adrienne nodded and smirked. "One might say you'll find any excuse you can to put her off. Another might say that Destiny is simply making you wait until the time is right."


"I don't believe in Destiny anymore."


Adrienne grinned. "Sometimes Destiny happens, whether you believe in it or not."


I blinked in surprise. I'd heard that exact same phrase before, and not from her.


But Adrienne didn't notice as she was already moving in for another kiss. And as the pressure of her mouth tilted my head while she slithered her tongue between my lips, she also slid her left hand down my torso and beneath the waistband of my pajama pants in search of morning wood.


Instead, she found that another hand had already beaten her to it. Sometime after Adrienne's comment and while she'd started kissing me, Sasha had apparently awoken and gone straight for the good stuff. I moaned into Adrienne's mouth while Sasha squeezed and stroked my stiffening rod. And I was still kissing Adrienne when Sasha moved her head down off my chest and pressed my aching erection against the entrance to her throat.


It was a feat she'd only first accomplished two weeks ago, but since then Sasha had been practicing it as often as she could. This morning was no different, and the sensation of my cockhead penetrating the warm tightness of her throat turned my moan into whimpers of pleasure as my entire lower body started trembling from hips to toes.


Sasha held me at full depth until she couldn't stand it anymore, and then she backed off and took a deep breath. Adrienne pulled away from my mouth and slithered down my body with a smirk. Wordlessly, Sasha smirked right back, and she crawled up to give me her morning kiss while it was Adrienne's turn to suck my schlong into her throat.


Sasha and I made out for a full two minutes before she giggled and pulled back, chirping a belated, "Good morning."


I grinned and replied, "Good morning to you, too."


We kissed again, and this time I brought my hands up to slide my fingers into her hair and really pull her tight against me while Adrienne continued to bob her head up and down in my lap, priming my cock with such beautiful suction.


After another minute, Sasha pulled back again and sighed almost regretfully, murmuring, "I love you."


I took a deep breath and gave her my most reassuring smile. "I know."


She blinked twice and said, "Promise me you won't get hurt tonight."


I frowned, thinking about the dangers of promising things you can't really guarantee, but at the pain on Sasha's face I steeled myself and nodded firmly. "I'll be fine. This really isn't as dangerous as you might think."


"You don't know that for sure."


"I'll be fine."


"Promise me."


"Okay, okay. I promise."


Sasha kissed me again, HARD. And then she pulled back and gave me a stern look. "I'm gonna hold you to that."


I laughed and replied, "Sure." And then I pulled her down to me for a kiss again.


We made out for a little bit before Adrienne started nibbling her way up my torso. I looked down at her while Sasha began tonguing my jawline and my ear, and I smirked while watching Adrienne slide a hand into Sasha's panties from behind and cup one of the brunette's firm butt cheeks. At the touch, Sasha turned to face Adrienne, and with coy smiles the pair of them came together and locked lips right in front of me, tilting their heads to opposite sides and deepening their kiss before retracting just enough to playfully spar their tongues in the open air.


Adrienne indicated with her eyes, and Sasha took the cue to go back to fellating me. Meanwhile, the golden-haired goddess moved up to kiss me again before reaching down to the hem of her babydoll and lift it up to expose those massive tits I loved so much. Once her nightgown was on the floor, she reached up to grip the top of the headboard. And slowly, she lowered her breasts to within reach of my face.


Taking a globe in each hand, I squished them together and rubbed my nose in her cleavage. I let my right thumb tweak her left nipple while I swirled my tongue around her right one. After suckling the teat at first, I opened my mouth and crammed as much titflesh into my mouth as I could and sucked on that before popping off and switching over to give her left breast equal treatment.


While I was doing so, Sasha removed her panties and mounted me. I moaned into Adrienne's tit while feeling my cock feed inch-by-inch into Sasha's tight snatch. And once we were fully enjoined, my beautiful "notgirlfriend" cooed as she began to ride.


Once Adrienne felt the bed begin to roll with Sasha's fucking gyrations, she pulled away and turned around to take the brunette's head in her hands and kiss her just as fervently as she'd kissed me. Both girls moaned as their mouths once again tangoed, separating only so that Adrienne could remove Sasha's sleepshirt before coming together once again. Even as powerfully as they kissed, there was a tenderness between them that couldn't be denied. Whereas I had almost roughly devoured Adrienne's tits when they were in my face, her touch on Sasha's body was much more tender, soft caressing rather than powerful seizure.


Crossing my arms behind my head, I let myself hang back and just get ridden for a while. The view before me was spectacular as Adrienne made love to Sasha even while the brunette continued undulating with her cunt stuffed full of cock. Adrienne's mouth scarcely left Sasha's body, whether it be kissing mouth, suckling earlobe, nursing nipple, or simply licking bare skin. The sounds of their erotic moans and whimpers were even more intoxicating, and I practically forgot I was even having sex myself I got so wrapped up in watching the pair of them make love.


Eventually, I WAS made extraneous when Sasha actually fell off me, leaving my naked erection wet and fallen back against my own belly as Adrienne crawled down her lover's body, kissing and sucking and working her way down between Sasha's legs until she finally slurped the brunette's clit into her mouth.


Sasha's climax came immediately, a cry of ecstatic pleasure that echoed through the empty house. Both her hands pressed down on the back of the blonde's head, holding Adrienne tight while her hips bucked and shook with the force of her orgasm.


Adrienne never stopped licking, and a moment later I realized she was also pumping a finger or two in and out of Sasha's snatch while the brunette twitched and cried out in a second cascading climax. And only when Sasha came down from that high did she finally release her and allow Sasha to roll onto her side in a fetal position.


Meanwhile, Adrienne came to me. Seizing her head behind her ears, I trapped her on top of me while I licked and kissed every bit of pussy juice I could find on her face. My lover giggled at the touch and squealed as I suddenly rolled us over and knocked her thighs apart. Before she knew it, I had buried every inch of my cock in her twat and was fucking her hard and fucking her fast. The thought of taking her slowly and gently never crossed my mind. After all, this was OUR way.


I powered Adrienne through two climaxes before getting that telltale feeling in my balls. It took her a little while to come down from that second one, for her eyes to roll back down from up in her head and her breathing to return to semi-normal. But when she was able to focus after her dizzying orgasm she recognized the tension in my breath and the fire in my eyes. And out of breath Adrienne managed to gasp, "On my face. Fuck my tits and spray my face!"


Immediately I pulled out and knee-walked up her torso. My busty blonde babe held her own boobs for me, squishing them together around my banana-bent prick once I laid it in the valley of her cleavage. "Fuck my tits! Fuck my big ole titties and hose me down with your love!" she crooned. And I humped her chest with increasing urgency as I reveled in the sensation of her warm titflesh surrounding me in a tunnel of love.


Just then Sasha returned to us, grabbing my head and sealing her lips over mine in a fierce kiss before breaking away and breathlessly moaning, "Cum on her face so I can lick it off her. I want it on her forehead and her eyes and her cheeks. I want it on those massive mammaries so I have an excuse to suck on her boobs again. Fuck those tits! Fuck those gorgeous, wonderful breasts! Fuck them and cum in them and cover that pretty face with your--"


"ARRRGGGHHH!" I cut her off with my yell, feeling myself hit the wall as my balls compressed and the first gout of spunk jetted out from my cockhead to shoot a line of creamy jism that ran from the crown of Adrienne's hair down across her right eye and all the way down off her chin, dribbling a couple of blobs into the hollow of her throat. Adrienne squeezed even harder with her boobs, pumping out my second shot with my next thrust, this one firing across her nose and a bit into her gaping mouth. And then the third fell across her opposite cheek.


After that, I pulled my cock free of Adrienne's boobs and took it in my own hand. The next several shots I pumped out myself, twisting my hips left and right to drizzle out the rest of my load all over those fabulously naked breasts. And when I was finally done painting my Jackson Pollock all over both massive globes, I groaned and sat back on my heels.


By then, Sasha and Adrienne were already swapping cum and spit between their mouths. Sasha was licking up every droplet she could find from the blonde's face and feeding it back to her tongue-to-tongue. And when she was done she smothered her face in Adrienne's cleavage, spending a full minute smearing my jizz all over her cheeks before returning to Adrienne's mouth and making Adrienne lick up everything she could get off of her face.


When they were done, Adrienne giggled and rolled into a sitting position to grab a few tissues. She handed some to Sasha and the two of them finished wiping themselves off. And with a satisfied sigh, I started to slide off the bed to start my day.


"Oh, no you don't," Sasha said, shooting a hand out and grabbing my wrist to prevent my departure. "You're going to sit up against the headboard and watch me and this gorgeous creature of femininity make love to each other until your cock comes back up again on its own, with no help from either of us. Then, it's my turn to feel you making love to me, and I want a repeat of what she got."


I arched an eyebrow as Adrienne spelled out helpfully, "Titfucking her until you shower your liquid love all over her face and bosom so that I can lick it up and snowball it back to her."


I blinked a couple of times and smiled. "Seriously, I don't know WHERE some people get the idea of me being a dominant Alpha male. I happen to LIKE it when my girls are in the driver's seat."


Adrienne giggled. "So do we."





Unsurprisingly, it didn't take me very long to get that second erection. Help or no help, a man would have to be dead to not get aroused watching the pair of them making love with such passion and intensity. If I didn't know better, I'd think that BOTH of them were lesbians from the fervor of their Sapphic coupling. Sasha ate out Adrienne like she was born to do it, and I had to stop and remind myself that when you added up all the Tri-Delts she'd been with this semester, not to mention the Nocturne strippers she said she'd been seducing, Sasha had been with a LOT more girls than guys (2) in her short lifetime.


I've said it before, and I'll say it again: If you'd told me last year that buttoned-down Sasha Serafian would be in my bed dyking it out with my very own Adrienne Dennis like her life depended on it, I'd have committed you to a mental institution. But she had been sincere about that buttoned-down façade of hers being just that: a façade, and certainly ever since she'd moved into the house with me and the Tri-Delts she had acted much more freely and openly than I'd imagined she ever would.


Her two halves – the driven student and the wanton sexpot – were now in harmony. No more shame. No more self-doubt. I'd finally gotten to know the REAL Sasha Serafian, and I think SHE had too.


On top of that, Adrienne had come back into my life. Sure, she still had her career and sure, there were no guarantees she'd stick around much longer. But for now I had her with me. For now, I had them BOTH.


And after EVERYTHING I'd been through all year: Dawn, Lynne, Amber, DJ, Kim, Peyton, Rutledge ... For now, at least, I had Sasha and Adrienne by my side. For now, at least, I could believe in my future. True, I still had to get Kim back. True, I still had to reconcile with DJ ... and Brooke. And true, Dawn was still out there somewhere.


But for now, at least, I didn't feel so alone.


"I love you, Ben," Sasha whispered to me, holding my body tight with all four limbs, her arms around my neck and her legs crossed behind my pumping ass.


What came next felt completely natural. Sure, she'd originally asked me to fuck her tits and cum on her face so Adrienne could lick it off her. But I didn't care, and I knew she wouldn't be disappointed. Because instead of doing that, I smiled warmly, reached down into my gut, and said the words I felt with my heart, a heart that was no longer up on that shelf.


"I love you, too."


And then I came.





12:44 PM



"Hello?"


"Hey Andie, it's me."


"I know," she giggled. "What's up? It's not often you call. Do you need me to come back to the house? I'm sorry, I've just gotten caught up in ... well ... catching up with my friends and all. It's been a while since I've been in the Chapter House and I forgot how much I've missed some of them since--"


"It's okay, it's okay," I interrupted. "I just wanted to let you know that Adrienne and I are going out tonight. Just need to take care of something. Nothing for you to worry about. We'll be back at the house, but it'll probably be late."


"Oh ... uh ... okay. Just you and Adrienne?"


"Yeah. Sasha's staying at the house. If you're not too busy, maybe you can come by and keep her company tonight?"


"Yeah. That sounds good. I can do that."


I looked at Sasha a moment and added, "Maybe for dinner, huh? Until then, enjoy the time with your friends. You certainly deserve to be with them, especially this close to the end of the year."


"Thanks for understanding. Sorry I'm not there right now."


"Nothing to apologize for."


"Okay then. I'll see you tonight? I'll wait up for you. I don't remember the last time I spent a full twenty-four hours apart from you. My pussy tingles just thinking about how much I miss you."


I laughed and said, "Okay. I'll save one just for you."


"Promise?"


I grinned, thinking once again about the dangers of promises. But I figured that promising to save a load for my cutie wasn't such a difficult thing to do. I had faith in my sexual capabilities. "Sure thing. I promise."


Andie giggled musically. "I love you, Ben."


"I know, cutie. I know. I'll see you tonight."


"Can't wait. Bye."


"Bye."


I hung up and exhaled slowly as I looked over at Sasha and Adrienne. The nerves had come back to Sasha, and she reached out and cinched me up in a fierce hug that threatened for her to never let go.


I patted her back and rubbed her spine firmly. "I'll be fine. I'll be fine."


"You promised ME you wouldn't get hurt, remember?"


I chuckled and nodded. "I remember, I remember."


She pulled back and kissed me, hard. "I'm still gonna hold you to that."


"I know."


"I love you, Ben."


I paused to think about how I'd responded to Andie, and how I was going to respond to Sasha instead. It was unfortunate, and not for the first time I wondered if Andie and I wouldn't have been better off if I'd broken up with her Wednesday night like I thought I should. But it was just another example of how, in the end, I let the girls in my life take advantage of my accommodating nature. Even when I held all the power in the relationship, I STILL wasn't in charge.


But I didn't care. Being the Dominant wasn't important to me. Being HAPPY was. Sometimes that meant taking the lead, making decisions, and effecting change. But sometimes that meant compromising, accepting the desires of those I cared about, and doing things that made HER happy. THAT'S a relationship. THAT'S love.


And that's how I felt with Sasha. So without a moment's further hesitation, I smiled and replied again, "I love you, too."





7:10 PM



Amber exhaled wearily and gave us an apologetic look as she explained, "I know I told you that you only had to tell Cameron that I was out there as her getaway vehicle. But the fact is that she's probably the most precious thing in the world to Carter, and she's going to be watched at all times. Even if you can deliver that message, its quite likely that she won't be able to get out the front door without help."


Adrienne and I glanced at each other, nervous expressions on our faces. The three of us were seated at a diner not far from campus, waiting for our meals to arrive, and Adrienne squeezed the arm she had wrapped around my back reassuringly while I tried to figure out what to say.


There had been marked tension between all of us from the moment we met up. Although both Adrienne and Amber were very special, very important people to me, they were also Alpha females used to commanding most of the attention in a room. Like a pair of top predators, I watched both of them go instantly on their guard at the mere sight of each other, with heads cocked high, muscles slightly tense, and eyes narrowed as they scoped each other out.


But just when I was debating the merits of sticking my neck out between them and risking the very real possibility of getting slashed should their fangs come out, Amber smiled and stepped forward, wrapping up Adrienne in a hug while whispering, "Thank you so much for doing this for me, and most especially for letting HIM do this for me. I can't tell you how much this means."


A little surprised, Adrienne nevertheless recovered quickly and embraced my ex-girlfriend right back. Patting Amber's shoulders, she replied warmly, "I know that even though things didn't work out, the time you and Ben spent together is incredibly special to him. If only it wasn't for your two OTHER soulmates getting in the way, I might've been calling you my sister-in-law by now."


Amber blushed as she pulled back. "I don't know about that."


"Ben would have been a lucky, lucky man," Adrienne insisted, her eyes roving up and down Amber's body appreciatively. "You're gorgeous. Even more so than the pictures he has of you."


"Pictures? Ha! The pictures of YOU are what has the world talking. I'm not ashamed to admit my ego wanted to believe a lot of your beauty came from airbrushing and expert lighting, but live and in the flesh ... wow..." Amber gestured up and down with her hand extended palm up.


Adrienne grinned wickedly. "Speaking of beauty live and in the flesh, you're incredibly attractive. And knowing what Ben's told me about you going both ways, I'd like nothing better than to see which one of us would be the first to tear the other's clothes off with our teeth."


"Ooh, a challenge..." Now it was Amber's turn to grin wickedly, but her face fell a moment later. "I only wish we could have met under different circumstances."


Adrienne sighed. "Me, too. Just the thought of you and Ben together ... and me..." Adrienne's eyes glittered for a moment. "Shivers!"


Amber cracked a smile, her own eyes sparkling for a moment before she too sighed. "Who knows? Maybe someday..."


Unfortunately, while the interpersonal tension between the two ladies faded quickly, the situational tension rapidly rose up to fill its place. We walked into the diner, sat down and ordered our meals, and spoke quietly about the evening's coming events, Amber's knowledge of the house's layout, the development of Amber's friendship with Cameron over the years, and what she knew about Cameron's relationship with Carter.


From the beginning, it was clear that Cameron had long been uncomfortable with Carter's behavior and impulses, confiding her worries to Amber most every time they met up. Amber regularly encouraged Cameron to leave him as any friend would counsel someone to exit a bad relationship, but Cameron always insisted that she couldn't and only recently did she admit their stepsibling connection.


When Adrienne and I had first left the house, we'd been buoyed by a sense of nobility, confident that we were doing the right thing. But the longer we listened the more worried both of us became that this whole thing was a bad idea, and apparently it showed on both of our faces.


Amber noticed. "You know it's not too late to back out," she said quietly, her hands wrapped around her coffee mug.


"You already know I'm not going to bail on you," I replied evenly, taking a sip of my own soda.


Amber closed her eyes and shook her head. "It's not about bailing on me. This is a serious situation, and you don't HAVE to get involved."


"I don't know that I'd call Cameron a 'friend', but I'm already involved."


"Only because -I- brought her into our bed while we were together."


"Hold up," Adrienne said, one hand raised but her eyes fixed on the table. A moment later she glanced over at us. "Does Carter know that you two had a three-way with Cameron?"


Amber shook her head vigorously. "She insisted no way. She's had other lovers and he never stopped her from going out. He doesn't ask and she doesn't tell. As far as Carter knows, you've barely met her and you don't even KNOW me. Better that we keep it that way."


"The point still remains," I began, "that I became involved when I walked into Carter's house of my own accord and did the things I did. I met Cameron before I met you. Then Elyse showed up on my doorstep and asked for help. And now my little sister is a frequent visitor to that place. I'm involved, period."


Amber's eyes flicked to Adrienne's. "But you're not. You don't have to do this for me."


Adrienne shrugged and put her hand on top of mine. "I'm doing it for him. Into the very fires of hell and back, I'll follow him."


Amber did her space-out thing for a moment, a hint of a smile crossing her face. "Yeah. He has that effect on people, doesn't he?"


"Damn straight." Adrienne squeezed her arm around me.


Amber smiled. "Still, thank you very much. I never imagined I'd ever meet a world famous supermodel face-to-face, and certainly not under these conditions."


Adrienne waved her off. "Don't get hung up on the 'fame' thing; it's fleeting. As for the conditions, I don't mind. It's always a pleasure to meet someone special to Ben. He's talked a lot this past year about how much you meant to him and the things you did for each other in coming to terms with your feelings for your respective exes."


"Well, I know he did wonders for me. I don't know how useful I was for him."


"You don't have to be modest," I interrupted. "Everything worked out in the end. You ARE still going back, aren't you?"


Amber took a deep breath and nodded. "Paperwork's all done. I'm transferred to the school back home. All that's left is for me to finish classes and finals and then I fly back."


"When's that?"


"Early June."


I nodded. "So a month from now you'll be gone?"


Amber wrung her hands for a bit and grabbed onto her coffee mug again, seemingly just to have something to hold onto. "Yeah. Whether he'll take me back or not."


"Nervous?"


"Terrified. But I'm not gonna half-ass this. 100% dedication, and even if he doesn't take me back, I'll be there, nearby, hoping for any opportunity."


"Dedicated girl," Adrienne commented while nudging me in the side. "Dawn could learn a lesson from her."


"Don't go there," I said harshly.


Adrienne pouted and looked away.


We fell into an awkward silence then, but after a moment I cleared my throat and asked, "So what are you going to do with Cameron? I assume she can never go back to Carter. Does she have other family she can go to?"


Amber shook her head. "I invited her to come with me, actually. Move back to my hometown. Get a fresh start."


I smiled. "That's good, that's good."


But Amber's expression turned to fear. "That is, if she's even still alive."


I frowned. "You honestly think she isn't?"


"I don't know. Carter is ... he wasn't a violent person, okay? I've never seen him lose it in front of me, but at the same time, there was always capacity for serious anger underneath the surface – in his eyes, you know? A fire, dangerous fire. But I haven't seen him in more than a year, and Cameron says he's a different person now. Shorter-tempered. More prone to outbursts. And while she claimed he'd never hurt her, she also didn't know he'd completely cut her off from outside contact. For the years that I knew her, Cameron always had the freedom to go out and visit me and do her own thing. But it was always clear that she was at his beck and call, that he considered her 'his property'. So then when she stopped answering my phone calls and texts, I feared the worst. Even now, I have no way of knowing whether or not it was actually HER calling for help, and that's the worst part: the unknown."


Adrienne and I both nodded. I took a deep breath and replied, "I'll find out. I promise."


Holding back tears, Amber squeezed her coffee mug and nodded.


Reaching across the table, I slipped the coffee mug away and squeezed her hands instead. "I'll find out," I repeated. "Count on that."


Her lower lip quivering, Amber took a deep breath and managed to not lose it right there in the diner. She squeezed my hands back for a few seconds, at least until she got her shudders under control. And with a grateful smile she nodded and let go. "I believe you," she said sincerely, her eyes moist but her expression much more reassured. "I have faith in you."


I wouldn't let her down.





9:15 PM



It was a short drive into the hills southeast of the campus, and since it was my third time making the trip in the last 20 days, I had no trouble navigating the multiple turns down small streets branching off from Claremont. Passing the final house before turning onto the dead-end street that would lead to Carter's, I noted just how isolated his mansion really was and mentally agreed with Amber's assessment that it was too far for Cameron to make a run for it.


"Nice place," Adrienne commented once she stepped out of the car, holding my hand. I'd circled around to her side of the car to assist her as the tight dress she wore beneath her long coat was designed more to show off her fabulous body than provide great freedom of movement.


"And it's a lot bigger than it looks," I replied. "You can see the main level from here, but there are two lower levels as the house goes over the side of the cliff."


She nodded and took in the view. It was a foggy evening with only a quarter-moon, leaving the whole area quite dark, especially with the hill behind us. Over the cliff's edge, the city lights were muted and partially hidden through the fog. But the house itself and redwood patio were well illuminated, an oasis of light in the darkness.


"You nervous?" I asked.


Adrienne slipped her hand into mine. "Not at all; I don't exactly get stage fright. Let's do this."


Buoyed by her confidence, I walked hand-in-hand with my supermodel lover and practically strutted towards the front door. Behind me I saw headlights and glanced back for just a moment, recognizing Amber's Beemer as she parked on the curb and shut down her engine.


As usual, the front door was open and Adrienne and I walked straight in. My eyes swiveled directly to the large living area just off the foyer and I smiled in mixed worry and relief to see the froshlings there. Brooke's and DJ's presence would give me a built-in excuse to be here, as I'd already made it clear that I wanted to look out for them. At the same time, Sasha was right: their being here tonight put them in the line of fire if things were to go wrong.


But things won't go wrong.


Things won't go wrong.


Things won't go wrong.


Not so sure about that, are you?



Shut UP, you.


Still holding Adrienne's hand, I led her in their direction. Tammy Toth was the first to see me, and she used the hand holding a beer bottle to nudge my little sister.


Brooke turned to look, her jaw dropped open in surprise, and she called from across the room, "Ben? Adrienne? Heyyy!!!"


Adrienne dropped my hand to open her arms for a hug. Brooke flew into her grasp before pulling back and holding Adrienne by her elbows. "What on Earth are you doing here?"


"Ben's idea. It's a Saturday night and I wanted to go out and have some fun. He figured you girls would be here, and thought he could take me someplace nice and also keep an eye on you girls at the same time. Two birds with one stone and all."


"Really?" Brooke looked at me skeptically. "After all those warnings of doom and gloom should DJ or I make the perilous choice of stepping foot inside this place again?"


I shrugged. "Having Elyse run out with my emergency cash box made me re-evaluate my opinions a bit. If I was wrong, then there's no worry in you guys being here. If I was right, well then ... Better that I'm here to look out for you."


"Hmph." Brooke folded her arms and mock scowled at me. "Overprotective big brother to the end."


I shrugged. "It's me."


"That it is." Brooke stepped forward and hugged me fiercely. "Whatever the circumstances, it's still great to see you."


"You too." I patted her back.


Brooke led us back to her friends and the girls went suitably ga-ga over Adrienne. Tammy especially went into total fangirl mode, screeching every five seconds and hopping up and down from overexcitement. Meanwhile, I sidled over to a couch and settled down next to DJ.


"Hey, how's it going?" I asked casually, rubbing her leg.


DJ shrugged and gave me a wry smile. "It's going."


I arched an eyebrow and let my eyes run up and down her body, not ogling but instead evaluating her attire. "You're pretty low-key tonight, aren't you?"


She glanced down at her outfit and shrugged. The last time I'd seen her here had been for her birthday party, and she'd dressed up for the occasion with a super-hot red cocktail dress and fancy hairstyle. Tonight she was considerably more dressed down. It started with a faded brown and white trucker hat and oversized aviator sunglasses she wore despite being indoors at night. As far as I could tell she wasn't wearing lipstick and her earrings were simple studs. Her clothes were a white thrift shop tank top that still showed off her incredible tits and spray-painted tight jeans with rips in them, along with a chunky belt and boots, so she wasn't unattractive or anything. But still she was attired in a way that called for far less attention than some of the more revealing clothing her friends wore. "I'm comfortable," she explained.


I gestured to the glasses and said, "Just reassure me that those aren't hiding a black eye."


DJ snorted and pulled her shades off for a second. Her sky blue eyes were clear, and she did have some light makeup around them. But she put the glasses back on and asked in a somewhat mocking tone, "Satisfied?"


"Just looking out for you," I mumbled in a hurt voice.


She sighed and shook her head. "I appreciate the concern, but I'm not yours to worry about anymore."


"No matter what's happened to us in the past or may happen to us in the future, I'll always worry about you, kiddo. Always. We're 'Family'."


At first she looked miffed, but a moment later she flashed a genuine smile. "I kind of like that. Okay, you can stay."


Just like that, the awkward tension I hadn't even realized was there disappeared. And turning slightly, DJ backed herself up in the crook of my arm and took a swig from her drink.


I smiled and tightened my arm around her, patting her thigh.


I spent the next half-hour settling in, reminding myself to calm down and not rush into anything. I wasn't worried about finding Carter; eventually he'd find me. And in the meantime I slowly nursed a Corona, sticking to the light stuff and not even drinking that much of it to maintain full command of my faculties for the rest of the night.


Adrienne was the center of attention, as expected. She soaked it up like the social butterfly she was, chatting not only with the froshlings but also with whoever happened to pass by and recognize her. A couple of times she brushed off some would-be player or gestured back at me to indicate that she and I were together. And she took care to never accept a drink from anyone or even smoke from the available hookahs, making sure to preserve her own sobriety as well. I listened in, and I marveled at how many different techniques she used to gently refuse offers and continue to abstain from partaking in the various substances available. And for perhaps the first time, I realized just how often she must've needed to use those techniques to keep her purity amidst the seedier side of the modeling underworld.


Meanwhile, I chatted with DJ and Brooke and whoever else came to sit next to us. The girls asked about Sasha and the Tri-Delts and to their credit neither seemed particularly judgmental about the way I was living my life. Of course I similarly asked about their love lives, which got us started on a tangent about how both of them were staring into romantic black holes.


That DJ was avoiding any romantic entanglements wasn't any surprise. It was hard enough for her just trying to complete her academic year with passing grades without worrying about boys. And when it came to de-stressing she wasn't shy about admitting, "Brooke, Faye, and Meli are quite adept at giving a girl an orgasm you know, especially with some of the toys we have."


I chuckled at that. "Brooke and Faye, of course. But Meli's playing with you now?"


DJ shrugged. "Lexi spends all her time here, in this house, so Meli's hanging with us a lot more often. I don't think Brooke is too unhappy about it. Sometimes I wonder if she's too happy, actually. Do I need to get jealous that my 'girlfriend' has the hots for someone else? Huh?"


Brooke laughed and patted DJ's knee. "Aww, babe, you know I love you. Look at your outfit tonight. You're the perfect 'butch'!"


The girls smiled and rubbed noses. I was amused, but I sensed that there was something more to the 'girlfriend' comment and asked about it.


Brooke answered, saying quietly, "Joel and I broke up."


I blinked in shock and turned to face my sister. "Oh my gawd, I'm so sorry."


"Don't be. Relationship ran its course, that's all."


I furrowed my eyebrows. "Did something happen? Did he ... you know..."


"Cheat? No, nothing like that," Brooke replied while shaking her head. "He just got tired of waiting for me to give him a stronger commitment. I told him way back when we first started dating that I didn't want anything serious. I was in college and wanted to have some fun and wanted a guy who was dependable to have a good time with. I wanted sex and I wanted a date on standby whenever there was a party or some function to go to, but I wasn't auditioning for a husband. He said he was cool with that, and to be honest I think he was just super-grateful I'd have sex with him."


DJ snorted. "Just like Josh was."


I looked both girls up and down, ogling them wolfishly and commenting, "I don't blame either one of them."


Brooke slapped me upside the head. "ANYways, while he was cool with that in the beginning, he wasn't quite so cool with it these last few months. And with the end of the school year looming and no signs of me getting any more serious in the future. Well..."


"To be fair, you DID start dating as freshmen," DJ explained. "It's been more than a year. The guy wasn't going to wait around forever."


"Whatever. His loss." Brooke waved dismissively. "Meantime, I have other outlets."


I blinked and turned to DJ. "So that's what you meant by the 'girlfriend' comment."


"Actually, that was Joel's term," DJ explained. "After they broke up, he said it sort of derisively. That Brooke was always more in love with me than she was with him."


"Well, he's right," Brooke drawled while taking a swig of her drink. "Joel was a convenient dick, never my emotional rock. If you'd had a real cock, Deej, I would never have needed him."


DJ cracked up and shook her head. "Nuh-uh. I like my lady parts. YOU grow the penis."


"Eww, no way." Brooke made a face and leaned into me, pecking my cheek and whispering quietly. "I only wish there was some way you and I could get together. No more boyfriend, and it's been WAY too long."


I turned and pressed my forehead to hers, murmuring quietly, "I'm sorry, little one. I'll find a way."


"Soon, okay? Soon."


I chuckled. "Sure."


Brooke then leaned back and held up her bottle while extending the index finger to point at me. "Oh, and I wanna make this part clear: We're moving back into the house next year, and you are NOT letting the Tri-Delts take over again."


"Really?" I blinked in surprise. I then looked at DJ for confirmation.


She nodded, the bill of her trucker hat waving up and down. "It's true. And don't worry about things being awkward between me and you. I'm not saying you and I will start sleeping together anytime soon. But ... well ... we're 'Family', aren't we?"


I smiled, feeling a weight leave my shoulders. There was a lot of history between DJ and me, and a lot more to be said between us before she and I ever got back to the point of intimacy, especially considering the procreative purpose of intercourse. I wasn't sure I'd ever be able to have sex with her without thinking about the abortion, but for now at least I was glad to know she had it as a goal.


But moments later, I sighed and shook my head. "Um, that's great. But I probably won't be living in the house next year."


Brooke frowned. "Excuse me? Where ELSE would you live?"


"I don't know yet, but there are two big factors in play. One is that Kim's house is in Sunnyvale, and I don't know whether she'll be moving out of there or not. And even if she does move out, it won't make sense for me to commute from Berkeley."


"Commute? To where? I thought you were going to do the MBA program?"


"I did. But that's the second factor: I'm going to defer the MBA."


"Since when?"


"Since last night. Long story, but I came to a couple of realizations. One of them is that I HAVE to get a job to provide for my budding family. No matter what else happens, Kim is still due in October. I'm not going to let her shoulder that burden on her own, which means not only being with her as a full-time parent but also providing financial support from proper employment."


"But you turned down the BioGen offer."


I shrugged. "I'll call Amir. Maybe he'll take me back, maybe he won't. Even if he doesn't, I'll find something else. If another job is close to Berkeley, then maybe I'll stick around the house. But it's far more likely that I won't. Most of the jobs I was looking at are in the Silicon Valley area."


"Holy shit..." Brooke muttered, as if she'd never considered the possibility of me not coming back to school in the fall.


"That's good, though," DJ said quietly. "For Kim and your baby. It's the right call."


I pursed my lips and gave her a pained look, thinking once again of what could have been between us. "Deej, I'm sorry about how things went down with Kim. I want you to believe that I never meant to hurt you, never meant to belittle what we had or have you think that--"


"It's fine," she cut me off. "It is what it is. My fault anyways. If I hadn't gotten an abortion and dumped you this whole thing with Kim never would have happened. MY fault."


"Can't be your fault. YOU didn't have sex with her. You don't even have sperm."


"Whatever. I know I was harsh with you that last time you came to the apartment, and I know my own responsibility for the decisions I made that led to our break-up. I know you tried your best, and I know you would have fully supported me if I'd just tried to make it work between us even after the abortion. But things didn't happen that way, I moved out and away from you, and that's more MY fault than anyone else's."


I winced, looking DJ over. Even with the hat and glasses covering her face, she seemed somehow smaller and more frail, the way she'd been months ago when we had that fight. Instinctively, I wrapped her up in a warm hug and murmured, "I love you, Dorothy Jean Evans. I'll always love you. You don't ever have to doubt that, or question my sincerity. I wish I could have proven to you somehow that I really loved YOU when we were together, and not just as a substitute for your sister. That I couldn't assuage your fears will always be one of the great regrets of my life. But I DO love you, and I always will."


DJ shuddered in my arms, and I heard her start to cry. But just when I started to soothe her once again, a newcomer voiced his arrival.


"Holy shit! Prince Charming's back!"


My blood ran ice-cold, and it was a good thing I had my back to him because I'm sure he would have recognized the baleful look in my eyes at the sound of his voice. But after a few deep breaths, I schooled my features and put on my best airs of indifference. Releasing DJ, I turned back with a cocky grin on my face and replied, "Hey, Carter. Long time no see."





I waited the obligatory amount of time and felt the dull thump of Carter's fist on my back. And then I release my arms from the "dude hug" and took a step back.


"Hey, man. You look good. Been working out?" Carter asked with a head nod.


"Just my usual workouts." I jabbed a thumb toward Adrienne and grinned. "Old girlfriend came back to town all frisky."


Carter guffawed and stared over, whistling appreciatively. "Well I'll be damned. A genuine Sports Illustrated model in my house! And a certain ex-Sleeping Beauty if I remember correctly."


"I still can't believe you remember that stuff."


"What can I say? You were memorable. BOTH of you."


I shrugged. "Hope you don't mind us dropping by and taking advantage of your hospitality."


"Anytime," he said, waving me off. "Mi casa es su casa. Life is more fun with lots of friends around."


I blinked for a moment at the phrase, but quickly smiled. Although Adrienne's back was to us, enough of her conversationalists were looking our way to make her turn around and notice that I was standing and chatting with a strange man. Flashing a megawatt smile that lit up the room, the supermodel in question sashayed over to us and greeted ebulliently, "Ah, this must be our famous host, right?"


"Not nearly as famous as you, my lady," Carter replied graciously.


"Such a charmer," Adrienne replied before abruptly slapping me in the chest. "Aren't you going to introduce us properly?"


Adrienne had really hit me, and I rubbed my chest for a moment before blushing and gesturing with one hand between them. "Adrienne, this is Carter. Carter, Adrienne."


"My friends call me A.D." She extended her hand forward, wrist a little limp and palm downward.


"A pleasure, A.D." Bowing slightly, he took Adrienne's offered hand and kissed the back of it. Standing erect, he put on his most charming smile and said simply, "It is a privilege to have you here."


"Ben's told me so much about you."


"Did he now?" Carter asked carefully with a raised eyebrow.


I held my hands up. "Just that you throw some great parties. When Adrienne asked me to take her out tonight, I thought immediately of you. And, well, I figured I'd keep an eye on my little sisters." I gestured back at Brooke and DJ, who were still on the couch behind us.


"Of course, of course." Carter grinned. "I'm still treating 'em special."


"Hands off, fucker," I spat back immediately with a smile.


"Well that's not ALL Ben told me about you," Adrienne intoned with a hint of mystery in her voice.


"Really now?"


Adrienne leaned in conspiratorially, which tilted her chest forward and exposed even more of her abundant cleavage. Predictably, Carter's eyes darted downward before he could help himself. But when his eyes came back up, Adrienne murmured, "Ben says you've got a thing for watching."


Carter shot a glance my way that wasn't exactly friendly. "Did he now?"


Adrienne giggled. "That's cool, because I've got a thing for being watched."


Carter's eyes shot right back to Adrienne, dipped down to her tits, and after a half-second returned up to her eyes. "Interesting..."


Adrienne preened for maximum seductiveness. She was so amazingly hot in this moment that even -I- started getting turned on, even knowing exactly what was going on.


After evaluating her for a moment, Carter shot me another look. "So you're interested in putting on a show?"


I held my hands up and shook my head. Even though he seemed to be playing right into our hands, I didn't want to appear too eager. So I replied evenly, "Wasn't my idea. I told you before this wasn't really my scene, but she gets off on this stuff; I'm sure you've seen the video on the internet by now."


Carter chuckled immediately. "Who hasn't? Not really subtle, by the way. The timing's suspicious, of course: right after she got outed as a lesbian and right before Fashion Week and the swimsuit edition. But of course if it WAS a deliberate leak, you could have gotten your point across with a 10-minute blowjob video instead of an hour-long, multiple-round threesome."


I shrugged noncommittally but couldn't help a smirk. "All I'm saying is that she likes to perform. As for me, I'm just here to make my girl happy, you know? But no pressure or anything. I'd be perfectly happy for us to have a pleasant evening right here in this room and watch the little ones."


"And what about you, Miss A.D.? If Prince Charming here isn't up to it, I can certainly arrange other--"


"No, sorry," Adrienne cut him off. "I don't do strange men. Not my thing."


"Pity. I have to admit a certain taste for watching more than a mere one-on-one."


Adrienne shot me a look, worry in her eyes that I might suggest she have to touch another man's cock, but I quickly said, "We talked about this last time, that's not my kind of ratio. Gimme three or four girls and I'll knock every single one of 'em out."


Adrienne giggled. "I DO like the ladies."


Carter smirked. "Yes, I've seen the second video, too."


"The point is: I want to have FUN tonight, if you get my meaning," Adrienne began while drawing herself up to her full height, cutting quite the imposing figure, especially in her heels. "Ben said you could make that happen. If you're not interested, that's fine. I'm sure he can think of somewhere else we can go party."


"That won't be necessary," Carter replied casually while flashing us another big grin. "I think we're all on the same page here, just working out the details. For one thing, having you here in person would be SOOO much better than a crappy low-res webcam movie. For another, I've been trying to get this fucker back for a while now. He much impressed me the last time he performed."


"So why don't you lead the way?" Adrienne giggled before taking a fresh sip of the cocktail in her left hand. "Imma horny and I wanna get laid."


"Just one moment first." Carter's eyes narrowed as he raised a finger and grinned devilishly. "As I said, one-on-ones just don't really cut it for me anymore, no matter HOW famous the models. I think we need to add at least one more girl to this mix, if not two. You did say gimme three or four girls, did you not, Mister Prince?"


I took a deep breath and swallowed heavily, wishing I could take that particular one back. It would be easy enough to push aside my distractions and perform with Adrienne just once and then move on to locate Cameron, but it appeared that our suspicions were right: I'd have to bang some random slut (or two) for the pervert's pleasure. But I summoned my confidence and nodded firmly, "I can dig it."


Carter's grin turned almost malicious. "Well now if I recall, you claimed you'd hooked up with three of the young ladies gracing us with their presence here." He gestured grandly across the living room where Brooke, DJ, Faye, Meli, Tammy, Beth, Vivian, and two other girls I didn't immediately recognize were all mingling together along with a few guys. Neither Joel nor Josh was here, though.


Frowning, I asked carefully, "Uh, what about it?"


"Now I've already heard the sob story about young DJ and your terrible break-up. But that still leaves the mystery other two."


I frowned and replied immediately, "Nuh-uh. What's past is private. I'm not going there."


He shrugged. "Aww, be a good sport, man!"


I grimaced. "C'mon. I'm friends with these girls."


"More than friends with at least two of them, right?"


"But I can't just walk up and ask them to ... well..." I leaned in and whispered, "None of them have been downstairs, have they?"


Carter's eyebrows rose, and there was danger in his eyes. "Other than Lexi? Not yet."


I glanced across the girls again and noticed Brooke looking back at us, worry evident on her face. She had no clue what was going on, but instinctively she could tell that something weird was going on. To ask her to join us was out of the question. Everyone here, including Carter, already knew she was my little sister. To expose her would be impossible, and as for DJ, even Carter had already ruled her out. That only left one more girl, and even though Meli Kanemura and I had flirted back and forth over the years and made several suggestive remarks to each other, neither of us had re-crossed that line. She was one of my little sister's best friends, and not only did I not want to mess with that, but I also didn't want to involve anyone else I knew into this dangerous game.


Turning back to Carter, I muttered, "Surely you have some other ... well ... playmates who could join us? Like last time? Look, I wanna make Adrienne happy, but not at the expense of my friendships with my little sister's friends. I can't ask them to do that."


"You don't have to, I will. Meli, right?" Carter's eyebrows popped. "You were staring at her. C'mon, let's go say hi."


"Carter..."


"Let's just ask her, huh? If she says no, she says no. We go find one of my other friends ... or two ... then go downstairs and have a good time. Whaddaya say?"


I didn't agree, but I didn't say 'no' either. Despite my frown, Carter took my non-response as tacit acceptance and he moved forward with me and Adrienne in tow.


I didn't think she'd agree. After all, it's not every day that a 19-year-old coed gets asked out of the blue to have a threesome, and especially not to have said threesome in a Showroom for the viewing pleasure of some guy who'd never seen her naked before. While I couldn't claim to know Meli very well, what I did know didn't give me any cause to think she was an exhibitionist. And even with lowered inhibitions from an alcohol buzz and a little weed, I still didn't think she'd agree.


But Carter somehow convinced her. Or maybe after all this time flirting with me without it leading anywhere, Meli would take any chance to hook up with me once again. Hell, maybe she was more interested in hooking up with Adrienne. Whatever the reason, by the end of the conversation Meli smirked at me and said quite clearly, "Go on. Say it. You know what I mean."


Unable to shake the feeling that this was a bad idea, I nevertheless couldn't think of any way out of it. I needed to get downstairs, and if Meli was willing to play along, then...


I sighed and said, "Ale ko'u kai."





9:57 PM



"Nervous, Tiger?" Adrienne whispered into my ear as she squeezed the arm she had wrapped around my waist.


"Little bit."


"Thought you'd done this before."


"It was kind of a different situation then. I thought Dawn was choosing Ryan over me and my head was a mess. You know me: I didn't think. I just sorta ... went with it."


"Then just go with it now, okay? For me?" Adrienne gave me a significant look. If anyone was listening to us, it would sound like she was simply giving me a pep talk so that I'd perform on cue in the room we were now approaching. But in her eyes I knew that she was encouraging me to go along with the plan.


Amazingly, things WERE going according to plan. We were right where we wanted to be, where we expected to be, and while we hadn't been expecting Meli of all people to join us, so far things were proceeding in the way we'd hoped. Adrienne had even sent a text to Amber letting her know that we were "on plan".


But it still felt weird.


"No pressure. Just do what comes naturally. I know you'll be fine," she murmured before kissing my cheek.


Just do what comes naturally. I AM a sexual creature, right? I'd come here for a purpose, and while every step I took closer and closer to that door made me wonder just what the fucking HELL I was doing in this situation, I reminded myself that I was here for a purpose: a young woman was in danger and needed my help. Cameron apparently mattered a great deal to Amber. Cameron had tried to help Elyse. And yeah, Cameron was a young woman I'd slept with. Sex changes people, and it had changed me. I'd already found out that one girl I'd fucked in this house had turned up dead; I didn't want there to be two.


Would a normal human being in his right mind do what I was doing? Probably not. But even though this whole operation didn't seem like a smart thing to do, I was going to do it anyway.


Carter opened the door and gestured us inside. "The Showroom" was already familiar to me. Although the décor had changed a bit since the last time I performed myself, it didn't look that different and besides, I'd come here two weeks ago looking for Elyse. "I need to set some stuff up, but make yourselves comfortable. I'll be back with the good stuff to help get you in the mood."


"Good stuff?" Adrienne asked.


Carter arched an eyebrow. "You didn't tell her?"


I shrugged. "I did. Didn't know you were going to offer it."


Carter clapped my back magnanimously. "Only the best for my favorite people, huh?" He walked away down the hall and turned the corner to go down the stairs to the bottom level of the house, but he left the door open.


After a moment, Adrienne glanced around and suggested, "Hey Tiger, mind leaving us alone for a minute? We've only met once before, a LONG time ago, and I want to get re-acquainted with our young friend here before we start."


The lightbulb went off in my head. "Good idea." I nodded, left the room, and walked to Carter's Voyeur Room next door. Testing the knob, I found it unlocked, twisted it, and poked my head inside. The room was dark save for the indicator lights of the electronics, and was devoid of occupants. I pulled my head back and glanced up the hall, getting my bearings. In one direction was a row of bedrooms, one of which I'd used to get cleaned up in after performing for Carter two years ago. In the other direction was only one more door that I didn't know about, at the end of the hall, and I swiftly crossed to it, knowing I wouldn't have much more time before Carter returned.


Unlike the Showroom or the hallway, this room was quite dimly lit. Thumping downtempo music thudded in the air, and I realized that unlike the Showroom or the Voyeur Room, which were built into the hillside and had no external windows, the room I was now in was mostly illuminated by the floor-to-ceiling windows that dominated the far wall and provided an expansive view of the city laid out below.


But I wasn't looking at the view. I immediately noticed that there were five occupants in the room and all of them turned to look at me when I entered. A quick scan of their faces told me that none of them were Cameron, although three were brunettes and I recognized Rebecca as one of them. And given the proximity to the Showroom and that the girls were currently puffing away at a Pyrex tube, I figured this must be the "Ready Room" Amber told me about. But just when I started to peer through the darkness for a better look around, I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. So I quickly backed out and returned to the hallway. Standing with my back to the stairs, I looked out the hallway windows and went still as if enjoying the view.


"Hey Prince Charming. What are you doing out here?" Carter asked behind me, flanked by a tall platinum-blonde with fake tits and botoxed lips. The young woman held a familiar pipe in her hands.


I glanced back and replied casually, "Girls kicked me out for a moment. Adrienne wanted to get better acquainted with Meli before we start. You ready?"


Carter smirked and gestured to the blonde. "Almost. Wanna hit?"


I held out a hand. "You know me."


He chuckled and shook his head in bemusement. "Gotta offer the girls the good stuff, though."


I shrugged and waved him on. "Be my guest."





10:08 PM



"This is SO cool!" Meli giggled as she curled up on the bed beside me. "I can't believe it's been two and a half years since that night I fell asleep in your bedroom after that party. We had a bit of a rough morning after, didn't we?"


Despite the distraction coming from my loins, I arched an eyebrow. "You mean your brother walking in on us? Yeah, I'd say that was rough."


"And then we ran into each other again when I enrolled as a freshman, and it turned out you were the big brother of one of my new friends. I never thought it would take this long before we hooked up again."


I shrugged. "Never seemed like the right time."


"And being Brooke's friend turned out to be more of a problem than an advantage, what with your insistence on keeping hands off even though she insisted she wouldn't have a problem with any of us hooking up with you."


I sighed. "She might not have, but I would."


"What's the big deal? Not like we haven't done it before."


"I know, I know. Still, it just felt weird."


"Still feel weird now?" Meli giggled before tracing a hand along my jaw and gripping my chin. She pulled me into a kiss, which I returned with good technical skill but not much else. I was still rather unnerved by nearly getting caught snooping only minutes ago.


Of course Tiffin (that would be the platinum-blonde with the fake tits) offered up the pipe to both Adrienne and Meli, with Carter looking on proudly and bragging about his "good stuff" that would help put everyone in the mood. I wasn't overly surprised when Meli accepted. I asked if she'd ever tried crystal meth before, and she admitted that she hadn't. Carter promptly crowed about a new meth-virgin and watched with rapt interest as Meli's pupils dilated and she inhaled sharply as the drug went to work on her system. But while I wasn't surprised by her acceptance, I still felt my stomach knotting to witness one of my froshlings taking her first step into hard drug use. From the beginning, I'd been very protective of Brooke and her friends, and I wondered if this whole mission already wasn't worth it.


And then Adrienne inhaled.


My eyes popped open wide, and as I gawked at her I wondered aloud, "Adrienne?!?"


When she exhaled, her cheeks flushing and her golden irises lighting up, Adrienne had glanced over at me with a smirk and commented, "What, you thought this was MY first time?"


I blinked a couple of times, closed my mouth, and shook my head. "Uh, well..."


Adrienne giggled. "It's been a long couple of years that I've been gone, I know. But don't worry, Tiger. I know how to take care of myself."


There was a reassurance in her voice that resonated within me. It was as if I felt her confidence deep inside, not just from her voice but also from the tentatively-formed mystical connection we'd been building ever since that time we spent at camp before coming to college. We'd lost some of that since she'd been away, and yet I couldn't help but feel the bond right now. And so it wasn't Adrienne's unexpected meth use that really unnerved me. That part came later.


Adrienne went ahead and took a second hit from the pipe. Holding it in her mouth, she promptly grabbed Meli around the head and sealed her lips over the young Hawaiian babe's, exhaling the narcotic cloud into teenager's mouth and holding Meli as she trembled in her arms.


Carter chuckled and nodded to me. "I'll be next door, doing ... well ... you know what I'll be doing."


I nodded while feeling adrenaline surge through me. The last time I'd seen Cameron here she'd spent her time in the Voyeur Room on her knees giving Carter a blowjob. But when I came here two weeks ago in search of Elyse after she'd run out on me with my emergency cash, Cameron hadn't been around while we had a three-way in the Showroom. And now tonight he'd come up the stairs with only Tiffin by his side, and for a moment I wondered: Was Cameron already dead? Why else would he not have her with him? And was this platinum-blonde with fake tits Cameron's replacement, his new fellatrix while watching me, Adrienne, and Meli go at it?


My plan had assumed Cameron would be with him at a moment like this. While it was never guaranteed, I'd hoped that like last time, Carter would have Cameron escort me and Adrienne to a bedroom to get cleaned up after we were done, and I would have my precious few moments of privacy to get her outside to Amber waiting in the car. Now maybe Carter would call for Cameron later, just like the first time I'd been here, but I wasn't sure, and that uncertainty unnerved me.


Thankfully, Adrienne came to my rescue. Already buzzing off the speed running through her bloodstream, Adrienne pushed me onto the bed and started working at my pants. Yanking them down to reveal my still soft cock, she quickly slurped it into her mouth and started going to work on me. Meanwhile, Meli climbed onto the bed beside me and resumed giggling about how long it had been since we last hooked up.


That's when the door opened again. Adrienne popped off me, and both Meli and I looked around. Tiffin walked back into the room, staring at me with dilated pupils and an increased breathing rate of her own. And licking her lips she reached up to start peeling off the shoulder straps of her dress.


I arched an eyebrow questioningly, and with a shrug, Tiffin explained, "Carter said you guys needed a fourth." She pushed her dress down to her waist, revealing that her almost spherically-round D-cup tits were already bare, with no bra support needed. And then she bent over, letting those melons sway while she wriggled out of the bottom of the dress.


"I figured you'd be Carter's ... well ... right hand ... in the Voyeur Room," I commented with a smirk.


Tiffin shook her head. "There's someone else he prefers for entertainment like this. Someone special to him."


"Cameron, of course," I commented off-hand.


Tiffin shrugged like it was no big deal. "She's his favorite."


I sighed in relief. Maybe things would work out after all. And as I realized that we were still "on plan", a new surge of adrenaline raced through my veins while blood also filled my cock, making it rise right in front of Adrienne's face.


Showtime.
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My pelvis was starting to hurt. Whatever cosmetic surgery she'd had, Tiffin's ass was all hers. But she was a skinny bitch, living on cigarettes and crystal meth, and her butt didn't have much padding to it. So every time I rammed my cock almost eight inches up her asshole in this doggy-style position, my pelvis slammed into her bony butt hard enough to cause me some pain.


No matter. I was almost done.


With three girls in the room and the pressure of an audience expecting fireworks, I knew that dividing and conquering was my best chance of survival. Pleasuring Adrienne wasn't really my priority, not on a night like this. She was like-minded, and instead of one me versus three girls, it was really two versus two. We split up the targets, priming them each before teaming up and giving both girls orgasms with my cock in their cunts. I showed off my Sex God skills in figuring out Tiffin's magic buttons to have her creaming in record time. Carter's crystal meth had apparently done the heavy lifting on Meli because SHE had an out-of-this-world climax without me having to do all that much.


Meli had still been recovering off to one side while Tiffin and Adrienne got into a hot sixty-nine, and I eased my cock up Tiffin's bony ass. Together we gave the girl we'd literally just met the combined Big Ben AND A.D. Experience, and just like old times we pretty much blew the poor girl's mind.


All told, we'd barely been fucking twenty minutes but Tiffin had already screamed out four separate orgasms, and she was rapidly approaching a fifth. Reaching forward, I grabbed onto those spherical tits for handholds as I sped up my thrusts, and right when I felt Tiffin's ass muscles begin spasming out of control with the beginnings of an orgasm, I reached up and wrapped my fingers around her neck.


You know how this goes. Casey McCahill had even coined a term for it. The platinum-blonde fake-titted skinny bitch tightened up and came, trying to scream but unable to with my hand choking off her air supply. And after her eyes rolled up into her head her entire body went into spastic shock as the orgasm overwhelmed her senses and she blacked out.


Done with my sex toy, I grabbed those spherical tits again and using them to guide her body off to the side away from Adrienne and lower her face-down onto the mattress. Her ass was still held up in the air, suspended on my still rock-hard dick. But then I pressed my palms against her ass and gently pushed her away from me, extracting myself and finally letting the girl collapse face-down in front of me.


For a moment, my vision flashed back two years ago to a different platinum-blonde with fake tits and a skinny ass. It was the same room, and her gaping asshole looked very similar. But it wasn't the same girl.


That girl was dead.


Pursing my lips, I pushed that thought aside, save to use it as fuel to drive my determination. I wasn't done yet, as there was one more target in the room, two if you counted Adrienne as well. Somehow, I knew that I wouldn't be seeing Cameron until my job was done. After all, Carter wouldn't be finished with me until he got HIS rocks off, and as great as it was for me to knock out Tiffin and put her down, I knew it wouldn't be enough. Not yet.


One down, two to go.
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Meli Kanemura was by no means a small girl. She stood a full 5'10", the same height as Adrienne. And yet she was just so much skinnier than Adrienne's far more curvaceous form that she looked almost frail beside the blonde. Her height made her a perfect match for AD, whether they were face-to-face or sixty-nining. And they were a great study in contrasts, both remarkably beautiful but in so many different ways.


Adrienne had a classical beauty that appealed to the masses: golden blonde hair, structured cheekbones, and fair skin. Meli was quite tan and possessed naturally dark hair faded by the sun and streaked with blonde highlights. Her face was more exotically beautiful and obviously ethnic, but both had light-colored eyes with golden highlights. Both went after each other with lustful abandon.


And both were delightfully multi-orgasmic.


"AAAAAIIIII!!!" Meli screamed right into my ear, the sound deafening. I'd folded her skinny body in half beneath me and her legs clamped around my neck as if she were trying to strangle me. And the finger in her ass made her squirm in such a way that her pussy milked my cock like a third hand.


"She really likes it when I play around with her butt," Adrienne giggled beside me, it being HER finger pushed into Meli's rectum.


"I remember," I grunted, focusing on my fucking.


"Did you ever fuck her here that night?" Adrienne continued.


"Ungh! Uh ... no," I grunted again, straining with my ab muscles.


"Pity."


"I want it," Meli moaned. "I want it in my ass."


I paused from thrusting for a moment. "You sure?"


A little bit of drool trickling from the corner of her mouth, the Hawaiian girl nodded. "Uh-huh. I wanna try it."


I arched an eyebrow as I sat back on my heels and slowly lowered her legs off my shoulders. "'Try' it? You mean you've never done that before?"


She shook her head and winced as Adrienne pulled her finger free.


I made a face. "You're awfully skinny, and I'm kinda thick. Not sure that's such a good idea."


Meli shook her head, wired from the meth and delirious. "I wanna try it. I wanna try it," she insisted.


I still hesitated. "I dunno..."


Carter's voice suddenly came over the intercom. "Do it," he ordered.


Meli parroted him. "Do it! Do it!"


Adrienne shrugged. "Guess that settles that."


Two minutes later we were in position. Adrienne did the honors of lubing Meli up before going over to wash her hands. And at Meli's request she returned and sat on the bed beside us, watching but not participating. Meanwhile, Meli scrunched up her face and concentrated, whimpering as I eased inch after inch of fat cock into her excruciatingly narrow anal canal.


"Fuck you're tight," I grunted.


"More! More!" Meli simpered, even though she was crying.


"I'm trying," I growled, pressing a little harder.


"FUCK that hurts!" Meli screeched, her claws digging into the mattress.


"Maybe I should stop."


"Don't you fucking DARE! Awwaaaaauggghh!"


"Ngh! That's it. That's all of it."


"Ohmigawd, ohmigawd, ohmigawd!"


"Shh. Relax or you're going to hyperventilate," I soothed. Keeping myself still, I reached down and stroked Meli's arms. Then I massaged her naked back, rubbing with soothing strokes along the bumps of her spine. Along the way, I let my fingers play with the puka shell necklace adorning her neck.


"I just can't believe it's all in me!" she gasped. "You're so big, I never thought it would fit."


"Well it does fit," I chuckled. Experimentally, I pulled back a few inches and slowly pushed myself all the way back in. And then I did it again.


"Ooohhh..." Meli sighed, clearly feeling every inch. "It's starting to feel nice. So... full."


"Told you it would."


"My brother would kill you if he knew you were doing this to me. You know he's kinda overprotective."


I chuckled at that, thinking of the last time Matt Kanemura found me with my cock up Brandi's ass, and I wondered if he'd ever told Meli. For as close as she was to my little sister, I still wasn't sure whether she knew the truth about me and Brooke. "Then let's not tell him."


Meli nodded. "Do it again."


I did as asked, but despite Meli's moans and groans, after a minute or two it became clear that she was NOT comfortable. She seemed to be getting some pleasure from her first buttfucking, but I could tell that she was also in a lot of pain. And really, I couldn't remember feeling a more narrow anal passage since Kim's, not even with Kady or Lynne.


"You okay?" I murmured into her ear from behind, fucking steadily but slowly.


Meli's lower lip quivered and she nodded bravely. But at the same time I could see the tears of pain rolling down her cheeks. She whimpered beneath the assault on her asshole, groaning with pleasure but also crying out in pain, and after a few minutes I couldn't stand hurting her any longer.


"I'm gonna pull out."


"No! Finish! You HAVE to finish!" Meli insisted.


"Finish" I could probably do. Having not ejaculated with Tiffin, I was actually pretty close to cumming. As painful as this was for Meli, the tightness of her ass was still magnificently pleasurable for me, and I knew it wouldn't take much to get me to shoot. And since I realized that there was nothing I could do to make Meli orgasm with my cock up her ass, sex god tricks or not, I started pumping harder with the intention of getting this over with sooner rather than later.


"Nngh! Nngh! Nngh!" Meli moaned with each impact.


"Ungh, ungh, ungh..." I grunted as well. And closing my eyes, I surrendered myself to the sexual creature, hoping the focus on pleasure would get me off even faster.


And then Meli squealed. "Aiiiiii!"


My eyes flew open as I felt the telltale spasms of an approaching female orgasm.


"Aiiiiii!" she screamed again.


Seriously? Through the pain, apparently Meli was getting enough pleasure to get off. Plus, my hands were moving as if of their own accord all over her body, tweaking nerves and caressing her nipples while I continued inexorably pummeling her poor asshole. And then suddenly I was there, slamming forward one last time and firing my hot sticky load into the depths of Meli Kanemura's 19-year-old bowels.


Two down, one to go.


"Ohmigawd..." Meli moaned as her body went limp on the bed. I nearly fell down with her, just barely using the last shreds of my strength to keep me from crushing her prone body beneath me.


"Fuck!" I grunted after squeezing out the last drop. Immediately I yanked my cock out and rolled onto my back, gasping for oxygen after that final sprint as I looked over and saw the tears in Meli's eyes as she collapsed on her belly. "Hey ... you okay?"


"I'm fine," she whimpered, even though she was crying. "Really, I'm fine. I'm just overwhelmed, that's all."


"You sure?" I gasped. Meanwhile, Adrienne approached me with a wet washcloth, swiftly cleaning up my slimy cock.


Meli turned her face to mine, a smirk on her face. "Really, I'm great. This whole night has been crazy, but I can't think of a better man to give my last cherry to."


"I'm sorry I hurt you so much."


She shook her head. "Not your fault. If anything, I only have one regret."


"What's that?"


"'Ale ko'u kai', remember? I didn't swallow your cum."


My barked a short laugh and turned my face up to the ceiling. "Well, maybe next time."


Meli shook her head. "No, fuck next time." Wiping the tears from her eyes, she rolled over to kneel atop the mattress and batted Adrienne's washcloth aside. I was clean already, and she took my half-hard penis right into her mouth, sucking on it a few times before popping off and saying, "I want it NOW."
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Finish Adrienne, and then you're done. That HAD to have been enough, I thought to myself._


We were almost there.


I actually sighed as my cock slid in and out of Adrienne's buttery cunt, feeling the physical pleasure and yet strangely ... detached ... from the situation.


Really, I was in ADRIENNE. Quite possibly the hottest, most desirable woman I'd ever been with. My lover, my 'sister', one of my closest and most intimate of friends ... and I was getting ... bored.


No, "bored" isn't the right term. I was getting tired, but not in a physically exhausted way. I felt aloof. I felt detached. The sex was becoming ... soulless...


With Adrienne...


Certainly the situation had a lot to do with that. We weren't in my bed, in the privacy of my room, or even on the living room floor in front of the Tri-Delts. We were in a strange house on a strange bed being watched by strange people. We weren't making love; we were performing.


We had a purpose in doing this, but still ... I was getting, well, tired of it.


Heterosexual human males should never have the right to complain about getting too much sex, but the simple fact was that things were getting ... repetitive. Suck, suck, suck. Bang, bang, bang. Cum, cum, cum. One down, next! Two down, next! Mowing down girl after girl after girl, from Tri-Delt West to the Cinco de Mayo party and now to this? I hadn't even met Tiffin for two minutes before she was taking her clothes off and taking my dick into her mouth, cunt, and ass. Fuck, I didn't know her last name, how old she was, or whether or not she even liked me.


True, I had a reason for being here, but all that did was make me understand that I had a job to do. Fucking Adrienne had been reduced to a chore, a prerequisite task to be completed in order to continue to the next step in achieving a goal. And I HATED feeling this way with her.


She could tell. When her face wasn't to the viewing window, she'd give me these looks of concern. Maybe she felt it through our nascent connection. Maybe it was simply obvious on my face. I'd come a long way from being such a horrible liar, but I could never truly lie to her.


"Almost done," she reassured me. "Make love to me, Tiger. Focus on me."


It helped, focusing on her. I blocked out the world, blocked out Carter and Cameron and outside concerns. I focused on making love to this gorgeous creature OUR way, hard and fast and athletic and fun. When my focus waned, she rolled us over and helped out by doing the work for me. Plus, her cowgirl position wasn't entirely for my benefit. We were putting on a show, after all, and she and I both knew her money makers were put to best use gyrating and bouncing as she humped herself up and down on top of me.


Beside us, Tiffin was awake and she and Meli were going at it. Both girls had gotten fresh hits of meth off the Pyrex pipe and with renewed energy they attacked each other. But even though I'd taken turns fucking them again in addition to Adrienne, I now considered both of them "done". And even though my next ejaculation would only be my second, I figured I would only need to cum once more to consider my duties fulfilled. Then we would be able to get out and find Cameron.


Thankfully, Adrienne was perfectly orgasmic and didn't need to fake anything, despite the gravity of our situation. She moaned and cooed in true pleasure as I manhandled her boobs and sat up to suck on her nipples. I grabbed her ass with both hands to yank her body down against my pelvis and really drive my cock up into her, and when I slipped a finger down her ass crack and buzzed her sphincter, she quivered and started cumming.


Quickly I rolled us over and slammed my cock back into her. With Adrienne grunting and yelling lustily I pounded her through her climax in search of my own. And right when I felt my balls begin to tingle, I yanked myself out, walked up to lay my cock in-between her tits, and mashed those puppies up around my rod to fuck her big boobies until my cockhead opened up and began spitting wads of cum right into her face.


Three down. All done. So what if I didn't actually knock Meli or Adrienne out? I'd done my job and all that was left was to find Cameron.


Adrienne grinned up at me, albeit with one eye plastered shut with semen. I could tell she recognized the utter relief on my face. Bending over, I kissed her tenderly, and she scraped a glob of cum off her cheek and smeared it onto mine.


I recoiled and batted her hand away while she giggled, but she pulled my head down and took a long lick at my cheek to slurp up what she'd smeared onto me. She then held my forehead to hers, catching her breath and murmuring, "Good job, Tiger. That was fun."


I nodded and looked up at the mirror, waiting almost expectantly for the bedroom door to open and for Carter to walk in crowing about my sexual performance. It took a few minutes, but sure enough the door did open.


But my jaw dropped to see who was on the other side. Adrienne, likewise, looked up in surprise. But Meli's response was immediate.


"Lexi?" Meli squealed in delight, thrusting her arms into the air.


Pupils dilated, breathing hard, and breathing fast, the tall brunette sophomore with green eyes and nice tits sashayed into the room and started peeling off her clothes.


Three down, one more still to go.
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"Ohhh..."


"Mmm..."


"Nnnnh..."


Alexis 'Lexi' Gilmore was a very quiet and passive lover. Even flush with energy from crystal meth, she seemed content to lie beneath me and accept my fucking, taking whatever I wanted to give to her. In fact, I'd almost think she wasn't a willing participant except for the way she squeezed my hands, rolled her hips to meet my thrusts, and tilted her face to kiss me as I continued making love to her.


And that's really what I was doing: making love. Soft and sweet and tender and pure. It wasn't that I felt a deep, intimate emotional connection with Lexi. She'd been one of Brooke's friends, tall and beautiful for sure, but never anything more than that. There was physical attraction, but never much of a personal connection. We simply didn't hang out like that.


But I sensed that she wanted tenderness. I sensed that she craved something gentle. Perhaps her recent experience with sex had only been of the 'fucking' variety, face-down on the mattress getting pounded by Carter or whoever else he had her put out for. Or maybe "gentle" was simply her preference the way "hard" was Adrienne's. And besides, -I- wanted to be gentle.


Like I said, I was tired of mowing down girl after girl after girl. I was tired of Assfuckxiations and knocking girls unconscious just to prove I could. Hell, I was TIRED of having sex with girls I barely knew, period, and my first thought at seeing Lexi walk in the door had been, Shit, I should have known.


That Carter would send Lexi in to join us should have been obvious. Carter had always had a thing for watching his girlfriend get porked, and that Lexi knew me personally had to tease his perversion even more. Still, after everything I'd been through and with my frustration with all this meaningless, soulless sex, at first I nearly refused to do it with Lexi.


Things had already spiraled way out of control. My initial plan had been to get downstairs with Adrienne, do our thing, and sneak out to find Cameron. I'd expected the addition of someone like Tiffin, but Meli's inclusion had thrown me for a loop. Already I'd been forced to weigh the downside of using a froshling like this, not to mention letting a teenager Brooke's age try crystal meth for the first time, against the potential upside of finding and rescuing Cameron.


Was it worth it? Was I causing more harm than good? Should I cut my losses and get Adrienne and Meli out of there before anything worse happened?


And then Lexi had walked in. Although my primary concerns from the beginning had been making sure neither Brooke nor DJ came to any harm, I'd long-worried that it was Lexi in the most danger. She was Carter's girlfriend. SHE was the one with the greatest chance of ending up like Elyse. I'd once turned down the froshling beauty on the grounds that I didn't want to damage her relationship with my little sister. Would fucking her tonight, in this manner, be somehow better? Hell no. I would already need to face my future guilt over "using" Meli as a means to an end, but at least Meli and I had done this before. But Lexi and I had not previously been intimate, and the idea of "using" her to achieve my own goals made me feel like I was no better than Carter.


Fucking Meli and Lexi would mean I'd failed to properly protect the froshlings, and knowing that really hurt. But what could I do, give up now? I'd come here for a specific purpose, and while perhaps I would have turned Amber down had I properly realized what I was getting myself into and known these morally-ambiguous decisions I'd have to make, I couldn't go back in time and change my mind. Turning away and leaving empty-handed with Adrienne and Meli would mean that I'd done all of this for nothing, and it wouldn't bring me any closer to getting Lexi out of Carter's clutches. And if something bad ultimately happened to Cameron, I'd regret walking away for the rest of my life.


To refuse Lexi now was to refuse Carter, and to upset my host would be to invite an early dismissal. Please him and I could take my time getting cleaned up and maybe even snoop around the rest of the house in search of Cameron. Please him and maybe both he and Cameron would come into this room and give me a chance to flash her some signal. At the very least seeing her would allow me and Adrienne to assess her physical and mental health and report back to Amber. I had a purpose in being here, and after some momentary hesitation, I finally agreed.


It helped that Meli gushed about how Lexi had been soooo crushing on me for the longest time. Even after I'd rejected her at that beginning of the year party back in September, her infatuation had only grown. But she'd respected my wishes to stay hands off from the froshlings even as my "nobility" increased her desire for me, and despite having hooked up with Carter, apparently Lexi's lust for her own Big Ben Experience had not waned.


The two 19-year-old sophomores gave me a dual blowjob to get me warmed up while Adrienne went after Tiffin. Lexi herself proclaimed that she couldn't wait any longer as she climbed up, straddled me, and guided my cock into her folds. But I could tell when she didn't start fucking me right away that she wanted to savor this experience. And when I eventually rolled her over and entered her in a missionary position, I kept my pace slow and my touch gentle as I slowly drove her up the proverbial wall.


If I was going to have sex with Lexi, I was going to do it on my terms. Sure, Carter may have pulled the strings to get her in here, but he couldn't make me pound her like any other random slut. Not what I wanted. Not what she wanted, and even though she may have had more powerful orgasms that made her eyeballs roll up into her sockets and set her nerves on fire so that she screamed in delirious pleasure, the two orgasms I gave her tonight seemed plenty satisfactory to me.


Interlacing my fingers into hers, I held her hands and pinned them to the mattress a couple of feet away from her head. She gasped and moaned quite cutely, at least whenever my mouth wasn't on hers with our tongues sparring playfully. I grunted beneath my breath as I glided smoothly in and out of her body, bearing down with my pelvis to add pressure to her clit while giving her long strokes to feel each and every inch fill her up.


Lexi let me make love to her, let me give her pleasure, and never urged me to hit her harder or faster or deeper. She simply reacted to everything I did, feeling whatever sensations I wanted her to feel, and there was a permanent smile across her face that simply wouldn't quit. It was nice. It was almost innocent. And for a little while I forgot where we were.


After a while, Lexi whimpered out a third orgasm. Her legs cinched around my waist and her arms clutched my body to her tighter. And deep within her pussy I felt her inner muscles clenching and pulsing as she rode out her climax.


And I came.
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When the world came back to me I was slumped on top of Lexi's body, chest to chest with all four of her limbs wrapped around me. Sweaty but satisfied, she nuzzled my cheek with her nose before whispering in my ear, "That was amazing. Thank you so much."


"My pleasure," I mumbled before giving her another tender kiss. She soaked up the attention and kissed me back with more fervor and passion than she'd shown the entire night so far, and set her head back down on the mattress with that silly grin. And when I picked my head up to look around, I found that Adrienne, Meli, and Tiffin were all simply sitting around us, staring with big smiles on their faces.


"You two were so beautiful," Meli breathed rapturously.


Adrienne grinned and patted my back. "Good job, Tiger."


Tiffin smiled but then frowned and looked at the mirrored window. A moment later, she looked at the door. "Huh. Usually Carter comes in right about now. Either that or he's going to send another girl in here."


I blinked and stared at the door, half-expecting it to swing open and reveal Tammy Toth or Beth Abelman or hell, Brooke or DJ. But the door didn't open, and it remained closed while I slowly extracted myself from Lexi and sat back against the headboard to recover.


"May I?" Adrienne grinned with a little smile for Lexi. She gestured downward and lowered her face.


"Uh, okay..." Lexi stammered before closing her eyes and moaning as Adrienne licked her clit as a prelude to sucking my cum out of the sophomore brunette's pussy.


"Maybe we're supposed to keep going," Meli suggested. "Lexi's only been here for the one round."


Tiffin shrugged like this might very well be the case, but at that point I decided I was done. Even if it meant risking Carter's displeasure, I'd cum three times and fucked all four girls in the room. I hunted around and found my jeans, hopping into them before grabbing at my shirt. Tiffin looked at the mirrored window nervously, and cringed as if waiting for some rebuke over the intercom, but no sounds came from the speakers.


Finally I got into my shoes and got up. By then, Meli had taken over Lexi-eating duties, and I gestured for Adrienne to get dressed. "Get both Lexi and Meli upstairs or something, huh?" I didn't have to explain that I wanted her and the girls somewhere safer. She already knew.


Going outside, I went straight to the Voyeur Room and tried the door. As before, the room was empty, but this time all the lights were on. The speakers still carried the audio feed from the Showroom, and I could hear Adrienne, Meli, Lexi, and Tiffin getting dressed on the other side. My first thought was that the occupants of this room had left in a hurry, without switching anything off, and I quickly left as well.


Going across the hall, I went into the Ready Room. The same five girls were still there, although two of them looked passed out, one of them Rebecca. A third ignored me completely, but the final two stared over at me sullenly, one of them sporting what looked like the beginnings of a wicked bruise just beneath her eye socket. The other one pulled aside her plunging V-neck and exposed a breast as if offering it up to me, and she puckered up and blew me a mocking air kiss for good measure. I felt bile rise up in my throat, and shaking my head I turned and left the room.


Downstairs. Of course.


The bottom floor was the one part of the house I'd never been to before, and even Amber couldn't tell me much. She hadn't asked Cameron for details before going out of contact, and all Amber knew was that Carter's and Cameron's bedrooms were down there, along with his office. If they weren't up here, they would certainly be down there.


First, I pulled out my phone and texted Amber to let her know I was going downstairs. Moments later, she replied back saying, Be careful. I nodded to myself, and having seen too many movies where someone's phone goes off at an inopportune time, I double-checked mine to make sure it was set to silent and wouldn't even vibrate no matter what.


Taking a deep breath, I started down the stairs carefully. When I reached the bottom floor landing, a gruff goon in a suit quickly stepped in front of me and held up a hand.


"Hey, beat it," the goon growled with traces of an Italian accent, just like in the movies.


Hearing the accent made me chuckle in disbelief at the situation I found myself in. It also apparently made me more relaxed. "Hey man, I'm just looking for Carter."


"He's busy."


"I figured. I'm Ben, by the way; Carter may have mentioned me. I was putting on a show for him but he skipped out instead of coming in after. Can't leave without saying goodbye. Wouldn't be polite."


"Polite can wait. He's busy," the goon replied in the same gruff tone.


"Fine then. I won't bother Carter. What about Cameron? She's usually the one who escorts me out. She back there?"


"She's busy too."


"Ah. Probably busy together, amirite?" I clapped the goon on the shoulder and grinned.


He didn't smile back. Instead, he stared down at his shoulder where I'd touched him and then glared at me in an obvious message to not fucking do it again.


I quickly held my hands up. "Sorry, man. Didn't mean anything by it. Guess I'll just go upstairs and find myself a bathroom to shower and clean up, alright? You tell Carter I'd like to at least see him in person and say thanks before I go, alright? Maybe I'll even just come back down here after I'm done."


"You can go back to the party. If Carter wants to talk to you, he'll find you, capisce?"


I shrugged like it was no big deal, but inside my mind was racing. Try and overpower the thug with my three-and-a-half months of Krav Maga lessons? Then find Cameron and race her out of the house from the bottom level? Yeah, right. All I could think of doing was buying time. I'd grab Adrienne, get cleaned up, and then come back. Having been down here tonight already I figured I could work up some excuse for returning. Or maybe Adrienne would have a bright idea; she was always the one with the crazy schemes.


There's still time. There's still time. There's still time.



I hoped Amber was enjoying her Sudoku puzzles in the car.


But just when I turned to go back up the stairs, a sudden crash sounded down the hallway, as if something very fragile had been shattered into a million pieces. A man's voice shouted as if in pain, and the goon immediately spun around and started running for the door.


I ran, too.


At the end of the hall, the goon burst through a set of double doors and quickly scanned what appeared to be Carter's Master bedroom. Floor-to-ceiling windows covered the entire far wall and a massive four-poster bed took up a tremendous amount of space in the middle. A brunette with Cameron's model-esque figure was face-down across the bed, naked and limp. But all the action was on the floor to the left.


Carter appeared to be on his back, still wearing a shirt but naked from the waist down. I was momentarily in shock as I immediately recognized Elyse straddling him, wearing a black cocktail dress. But she wasn't fucking him; she was trying to beat the shit out of him. Over and over she rained hammer-fist blows down while Carter did his best to fend her off. Eventually he managed to get a grip on her arms and he rolled her off of him. And as she tried to get back up, the goon who had been with me ran up to wrap his arms around her from behind.


Carter muttered something that I didn't catch. All I heard was the cursed "bitch" at the end. For good measure he slapped Elyse hard, right across the jaw, and she promptly went limp.


To the right was another goon, sitting on the floor and holding his head in a daze. An expensive vase lay in pieces nearby, apparently the source of the crashing sound. But the goon was conscious and already he was starting to get to his feet.


The situation was handled. I didn't know how everyone had gotten into this room, and certainly didn't know how Elyse had come to be here again, but none of that really mattered now. Carter and the goons were in control again, and if I was smart I'd explain how I'd simply come down looking for Carter, and then do my level best to get Adrienne and the froshlings out to safety. Cameron was alive, at least right now, and that information in and of itself would be useful to Amber.


But I wasn't smart. In fact, I was pretty damn fucking stupid. I'd been stupid in the past, and I'd be stupid again in the future, so you can't say I wasn't consistent. Maybe if I'd done something smart, things wouldn't have turned out the way they did. But I didn't do something smart. I jumped in.


"Get your hands off her!" I yelled while running in at the goon holding Elyse and kicking his knee as hard as I could from the side. He howled in pain and immediately went down, dragging Elyse down with him.


Right in front of me, Carter's eyes hardened and his face became a mask of rage. Already sporting a cut lip and a shiner on his forehead from Elyse, Carter's expression was not that of a man who wanted to mess around, and as his goon fell down in front of him, he launched a fist right at my face.


I didn't think about how three-and-a-half months of self-defense training doesn't really make you a better fighter. I liken it to learning how to play golf. If you hand a decently-coordinated, semi-athletic guy a golf club and tell him to go smack the ball, he might very well do okay. Not good, just okay.


Give that guy three-and-a-half months of golf lessons, put him back on the course, and he might very well do a little better. But then again, he might do a whole heckuva lot WORSE. The learning curve starts as a dip, going DOWN as the learner thinks too much or muffs the technique or can't fix little hitches in his stroke just yet. Down the road, in the future, the lessons will pay off as the foundations for good technique take hold and real progress can be made.


But not in the first three-and-a-half months. Not usually.


So it was with me. I probably knew just enough Krav Maga to think I was something special, wade into a bad situation, and get my ass thoroughly kicked. The only saving grace was that I would have waded into the bad situation anyway, training or not. At least this way, so long as I didn't try to actually USE any Krav Maga techniques, I probably wouldn't be any WORSE.


In fact, I might've even learned to be a little bit better, instinctively at least. I saw the fist coming and I automatically dodged it to the right. Krav Maga really isn't a defensive martial art. Really, it's about causing damage in close quarters, about defending AND attacking in one continuous movement. If nothing else, all the sparring and conditioning I did as part of my training taught me to keep moving and keep moving and keep moving, so that's what I did. Side-stepping Carter's punch I moved in close to him and brought my fist up as hard as I could, with no awkward wind-up and no wasted movement. Sure, maybe I could have hit him harder if I had more time, but I didn't have time and I didn't waste time. I just stepped in and crashed my fist into his jaw.


DAMN that fucking HURT!



But apparently it hurt Carter a little bit more because his eyes rolled up into his head and his legs turned to jello. He wasn't unconscious or anything, but I'd certainly cleaned his clock. Still, jawbones are HARD. Then, I turned around to see that Goon #1 was on his hands and knees trying to get back up. But that would be as far as he got since I stepped forward and kicked a field goal using his face as the football.


Goon #1 went limp and unconscious.


Behind me, Goon #2 lumbered to his feet. Dazed from the vase, he was nonetheless in better condition than Goon #1 or Carter, and he roared in anger at me for attacking his boss and partner. Turning around, I readied myself for an attack, but he stayed where he was for about three seconds, which gave me plenty of time to realize I was in a REALLY fucked up situation.


I'd gotten lucky with the first two. Goon #1 had NO idea I was going to attack him and Carter had simply taken a bad swing. I'd had the element of surprise and the advantage of not really thinking too hard about what I was doing. But Goon #2 was anything but surprised, and his hesitation gave me the time I needed to properly freak out about the mess I'd gotten myself into.


Where the fuck are Adrienne's pointy heels when you need them?


You sent her back upstairs with the girls, dumbass.



Oh, SHIT.


Fighting Goon #2 was a lot messier than Goon #1 or Carter. The guy was big, strong, and fast; and he – unlike me – knew what the hell he was doing. I got in a couple of good hits, but so did he, and I was in a WORLD of pain.


My only saving grace was that he was still dazed, pausing his attacks to shake his head and get his bearings every now and again. He probably had a concussion from the vase. And the next time he stopped to shake his head out, I quickly darted to my right, punched him in the side, and kicked his knee as hard as I could.


But he expected that, and moved his leg so that my kick hit his thigh. It couldn't have hurt him nearly as much as I would have hoped, and with that he closed the gap between us and physically grabbed me. Growling like an angry bear, he then brought his head down and butted my forehead, now making ME dazed. And I felt the strength leaving my legs.


Grinning now, Goon #2 stared at me and spit in my face. Letting go of my left arm, he brought his right fist back and prepared to smash it into my nose. But just before he did, I reached up and poked my thumb into his right eye.


"AHH, FUCK!" Goon #2 yelled as he released me and grabbed at his eye. This time he was unprepared as I took aim and delivered a swift kick to the side of his knee, buckling it and causing him to howl in pain just like Goon #1. Just like Goon #1, he went down on all fours. And just like Goon #1, he went unconscious when I delivered a swift kick to his head.


"There now ... that wasn't so bad, was it?" I chuckled, gasping for breath and swaying on my feet with both of my hands bunched into fists as I lorded over my conquered foe.


[click]


Oh, SHIT



The sound of a gun cocking is pretty much just like in the movies. Even without looking up, I recognized it immediately, and as my heart fell into my stomach, I looked over to find that indeed Carter was holding a handgun and pointing it right at me.


"You shouldn't have done that, dude," he muttered coldly.


I raised my hands and muttered, "No, I shouldn't have. I just don't like it when guys hurt girls. You shouldn't have smacked Elyse."


"You shouldn't have gotten involved with her in the first place."


"Maybe not. The girls call it my White Knight complex. Can't turn down a damsel in distress."


"Another hero. Good way to get yourself killed is what it is."


I grimaced, still with my hands up. "Are you really going to kill me? C'mon, Carter ... Sex, drugs, and rock 'n roll I get. But murder? Isn't that a bit extreme?"


"Yes, it probably is."


"Look I'm sorry. I didn't mean to beat up your boys. Adrenaline rush, that's all. You know I've got connections to Elyse; she's my friend. I didn't like you smacking her and I was trying to protect her, that's all. Can we move past this?"


Carter's gun hand wobbled, and the tip of it lowered to an angle that wasn't quite pointing at me any longer.


Gingerly, I began to drop my hands. "I'm sorry. If it makes you feel any better, I'll owe you for this. I'll do what you want, entertainment-wise. Got a few more skanks you wanna see get plowed? I'll do it. Hey, c'mon, we're friends, right? I did what you asked, even fucked Lexi. I'd never been with her before; you know that, right? She's my little sister's friend, and I didn't really want to get involved in that way. But I know you get off watching your girlfriends get nailed. I did that for you."


Blinking a couple of times, Carter stared off into space. "Lexi..." he mumbled quietly. With a pained whimper, he turned and stared at the bed, at the figure who was even now getting up and turning to look at us with tears in her eyes. And in a voice cracking with anguish, he moaned, "Cameron..."


Wiping her eyes, Cameron stared back at Carter, closed her eyes, and then shook her head as if in abject disappointment.


"You know," Carter mumbled, sniffling through his tears. "Any other night and I would have let you walk away. You really didn't do anything we can't fix. I even get where you're coming from about wanting to protect a girl like Elyse. That's noble, man. But the problem is that tonight is NOT like any other night. Tonight is tonight. And I'm sorry, but there's no walking away from this one."


I blinked, not understanding, at least not until he raised the gun again and aimed it right at me.


Oh, SHIT.



And he fired.


Chapter 28: Carter


-- SATURDAY, APRIL 22, 2006 --



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 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 brunette head bobbing up and down in my lap before my heavy eyelids closed themselves. I smiled, knowing that my girlfriend would be looking up at me, and I was rewarded for giving her positive feedback by the sensation of her sliding my morning wood into her throat once again.


Just another morning in my ordinary life. Eat your fucking heart out.


"Mmm..." my other bed partner moaned quietly in her sleep. I'd awoken in my usual position: spooned up against one girlfriend while another served as my personal alarm clock. I didn't know who was who yet, given that I currently had a harem of five "girlfriends", any two of whom would spend the night. But as consciousness slowly trickled into my brain, memory came with it and I recalled that at the end of the night after my regular Friday "get-together", I had sent Jessica and Audrey into my bedroom to be my overnight bedwarmers.


The two were my youngest girlfriends, and also the most recent additions. "Recent", though, was a matter of relativity. I'd added Jessica to the harem around Christmas of '04 and Audrey just after Valentine's Day in '05, so it had been a full year since adding a new girlfriend into the mix. Not that I hadn't been trying, of course, but the girls I'd taken interest in since Audrey hadn't been able to handle the scene and didn't stick around. Both girls were also 22, which wasn't old per se; but years of regular meth use and harem sex has a way of aging girls, and I was only too eager for some fresh blood.


My long dry spell was probably why I had such high hopes for young 19-year-old sophomore Lexi, the new fish dangling on my hook. She was a great fuck, and she'd even played along willingly when I paired her up with Audrey a couple of weeks ago for a hot threesome, but I thought it was still too early to really open her eyes to everything I was about.


Unfortunately, Elyse went and pulled her little stunt of showing up on that Ben guy's doorstep, telling him all sorts of horror stories about me that he then shared with Lexi and her little friends. THAT had certainly been unexpected. How the hell was I supposed to know one of her best friends was Ben's little sister?


But this wasn't the first time I'd been accused of abusing meth addicts, and I already knew the right answers. The truth was that I didn't force anyone to be here, and the proof was in the girls who'd left of their own accord, Elyse included. I'm a businessman, and a generous one at that. I provided desirable products for those who wished to purchase them, that's all. And for those pretty girls unwilling or unable to afford cash payments, I gave them alternatives.


Jessica was uneducated trailer trash with a hot, heavily-tattooed body and a marked distaste for ever working an office job. If it wasn't for me, she'd be poor and miserable bagging groceries and living in a Union City double-wide with Mom and Mom's lecherous boyfriend. Instead she had her own room in my luxurious mansion, wore designer clothes and expensive jewelry, and would never have to work a day job as long as she was here.


Audrey was an unmotivated student at Berkeley City College, forever a couple of classes short of her AA. Even if she did get her degree, she didn't know what the hell she'd do with it, and as long as she was with me she wouldn't have to figure that out. I loved her firm tits and tight cunt, and she was only too happy to move out of a shared room in a crummy apartment and give up a lowly filing job at an Oakland law firm full of perverts.


Lexi had met them both, talked to them both, and asked them point blank if I was abusing them. Both girls had stated emphatically that I wasn't, and that they were happy to be here. The real test had come when Lexi asked if they were my "girlfriends", but both girls knew the script and responded that although they had sex with me, it wasn't a condition of their residence and that we were really "just friends". I'd promptly assured Lexi that SHE was the object of my romantic interest, and turning on the charm I did a great job of assuaging her concerns.


Still, it was too early to add Lexi to the harem. She was far from addicted to the drugs, and her socio-economic situation wasn't so untenable as to hook her into my lifestyle that way. Nevertheless, even if the Elyse/Ben-thing had moved up my usual timetable for certain revelations, I figured that Lexi and I were still on-track.


But the process of spending a few days reassuring Lexi that I had no ulterior motives in romancing her also meant that I had to send her home last night unfucked and in the safety of her friends. Plus, that fucked-up druggie slut Elyse had gone and messed up my night even MORE when she stole two grand from Ben and ran away from HIS house, forcing him to come HERE looking for her. Recognizing the chance to nip his concerns in the bud and eliminate any future suspicion from a guy who might still have influence over Lexi's opinion of me, I spent a good hour chaperoning him around the place. So I really didn't have any ME time last night, and when I finally returned to my bedroom, I had both a raging hard-on and a strong desire to use it to release my pent-up anger at Elyse for making me jump through all these hoops.


Thankfully, both Jessica and Audrey knew their roles as my willing cum dumpsters on a night like this. They were both naked and lubed up and I gleefully used their bodies as masturbatory tools to satiate my lust. There were no games, no pretense of affection between us. Once, they had both been in love with me, but the honeymoon phases were long gone, their romantic notions replaced by pragmatism as they realized they were better off as my harem girls than on their own. It didn't matter if I didn't get them off; they had each other for that. It was one reason why I always had my harem girls in multiples, because once I was finished and rolled over to sleep, they could still pleasure one another and get their own orgasmic fixes before obediently wrapping their naked bodies around me.


Now it was morning, I had my morning wood to be taken care of, and when I finally opened my eyes to look down at my mystery fellatrix, I recognized Jessica's face looking back at me, which meant that it was Audrey wrapped up in my left arm with her naked breast in my hand. I gleefully fondled the perky globe with my left hand while using my right to shove Jessica's head down around my cock. She accepted the instruction and allowed my schlong into her throat, and I kept the dirty slut pinned like that until she started dry-retching, so I let her up lest she vomit in my lap.


Her eyes watering, Jessica turned her head and coughed uncomfortably while trying to regain her breath. I smirked and continued fondling Audrey's naked body before sliding a hand down and buzzing her ass. My lover squirmed in my arms but turned her face to meet my kiss. But just when Audrey started to get into the makeout session, I spontaneously turned, grabbed Jessica by her shoulders, and slammed her face-down on the mattress beside me. Quickly, I raised Jessica's hips and nudged her legs to the sides. And with careful aim, I slotted my cock at her cunt and literally pulled her onto my pole.


Like a good girl, Jessica had prepped herself while blowing me, so she was already wet and my entry must not have been too painful. Folding her arms on the mattress beneath her face, she turned to lay her cheek on them while I rutted into her from behind. A few minutes later, I pulled out and splattered my morning wad across her tramp stamp tattoo and all over her reddened buttcheeks, red because I'd been spanking her juicy bottom whenever I felt like it. And after I climbed off the bed, I snapped my fingers and pointed at Audrey, ordering, "Clean her up."


To her credit, Audrey had already started moving before I gave the command. Even when she had been a brand new addition to the harem, she'd learned fast. The girls that pleased me got first crack at the drugs and were the last ones I punished when I was in a bad mood. Girls that weren't obedient often ended up curled on the floor in pain and misery.


Life with me was a meritocracy, after all. The girls only got what they deserved.





While the girls were cleaning up I went through my morning routine to shower, shit, and shave. Sometimes I used one of the girls as a personal loofah, but not today. It was getting late and I wanted to check on Mom.


She was right where I'd left her, of course. Hell, she hadn't moved in almost 32 months, except for the times I'd gone through the hassle of putting her into a wheelchair and taking her on little excursions to get fresh air and see the outside world. Her eyes still opened and closed, after all, and even though Cameron doubted it, I insisted that Mom could actually see things. I KNEW she was still alive and aware in there, even if she was trapped inside her own body. That was why I kept a television on in her bedroom so that she'd have something to watch and listen to when I wasn't there to talk to her. And it was why I still held out hope that modern medicine would eventually find a way to bring her back to me.


Other, more miraculous, recoveries had taken place, some from people who'd remained in a persistent vegetative state well beyond ten years. If it could happen to them, it could happen to Mom. She'd already had one very BIG miracle happen in her favor: her last round of chemo had apparently put her cancer into remission, and the tumors hadn't come back. Nature, God, and the Universe wouldn't have saved her from the cancer only to let her linger like this forever. I wasn't giving up.


Just like every morning, I tenderly cradled her body and adjusted her so that she wouldn't develop pressure sores. Her hair had grown back over the last two and a half years, and I combed it and styled it nicely with a cute barrette. I checked all her monitors and made sure she was still feeding and drinking and evacuating and all that. Finally, I sat down and talked to her for a little bit, sharing the details of my day since I'd last stopped in to talk to her. And I also expressed my concerns about the recent changes in Cameron's behavior, including the very hateful words of "monster" and "sociopath" she'd used to describe me to my face.


I knew I was no monster. I didn't force anyone to do anything, and I always gave the people around me a choice. It wasn't MY fault if a girl lacked the willpower to stave off addiction. And nobody could FORCE me to maintain interest in a girl who simply didn't appeal to me anymore. Really, I was just a guy with a few resources who took advantage of the good fortune in his life. I certainly deserved a little good fortune after all the bad things that had happened to me and those I cared about.


And the fact that I did have people I cared about was proof itself that I was no sociopath. Cameron wasn't the first person to call me that, and I'd taken the time to research the term a long time ago. Sure, I might have little regard for the feeling and welfare of others, but was that really such a bad thing? Let THEM deal with their OWN shit, and let ME deal with MINE. It wasn't my job to care about the welfare of people who didn't matter to me, so long as I DID care about the welfare of people who DID matter to me, as long as I DID form meaningful relationships.


And I had formed meaningful relationships, at least with Cameron and Mom. They were my family. They were the two people who truly mattered to me. And my love for them was proof positive that I wasn't a sociopath. So Cameron was just talking out of her ass. It happened from time to time.


She was probably PMS'ing.


Speaking of Cameron, she knocked at the door while I was still talking to Mom. I called for her to enter and she briefly said 'hello' to her mother before asking me to step outside and talk to her in private.


"I keep telling you that Mom would love to hear your voice, more than just a simple 'hello'," I told her.


"And I keep telling you I don't feel comfortable in the same room with her, not when she's like that. And besides, if she CAN hear what I'm saying, then this is the sort of information best told in complete privacy."


I sighed and gestured for Cameron to lead the way, but before I left I bent over and kissed Mom's cheek. For a second, I thought I saw her actually smile. But when I pulled my head back, her mouth was in the exact same position I'd left her in, and with a sigh I turned and followed Cameron outside and around the corner to her bedroom.


Once inside, I watched Cameron move to her desk and sit down in front of her laptop computer. Folding my arms across my chest and leaning against the cabinet, I asked, "So what's so private and important that you had to drag me in here?"


Cameron took a deep breath and looked up at me. "Money, of course."


I rolled my eyes. "We've been over this: we're fine."


Cameron shook her head and pointed at the screen. "Not so fine. Mom's insurance is tapped out. Her bills are getting more expensive, and your income has been steadily declining for the last year while expenses in the mansion have been steadily going up. They'll only go even higher if you eventually add Lexi to the harem."


"You're being an alarmist."


"I'm being an accountant; that's my job. I look at the cash flow and your dwindling savings and I'm telling you to be concerned."


"We're going through a rough patch. Chad got muscled out of some shady deal with his higher-ups and he had to give up some territory. We can manage. And I've still got the trust fund."


"The trust fund is fixed income and isn't going to go up, unless you want to visit Dad and ask him for a raise."


"Yeah, right." I rolled my eyes. Dad had disappeared from my life two years ago, content to live his own playboy lifestyle without the burdens of his ex-offspring, especially when he had two toddlers to deal with from his latest baby mama. "How about your job? Weren't you supposed to get a promotion and a raise? Fiscal year was April 1, right?"


Cameron sighed and shook her head. "Annual raise sure, but it's not enough. As for the promotion, they gave it to Rick Harper instead. Misogynistic bastard."


"Really?"


Cameron shrugged like it was no big deal. "Let's just say I'm used to dealing with misogynistic bastards."


I rolled my eyes and momentarily gave her a withering glare. "So what are you suggesting I do?"


She took a deep breath and sighed. "Cut expenses. Scale back on the 'get-togethers', maybe. You can maintain your dealers without throwing parties ALL weekend. Maybe they'd do better business if they actually worked a Friday or Saturday evening every now and again instead of coming here to get laid. Maybe even cut out Sundays entirely."


I scowled. "Parties are what I do."


"Then you think of a way to cut expenses."


"Well then what's our biggest expense?"


"The biggest? Mom. Easily. You spent over a hundred and fifty grand on her last year, and if it wasn't for her, we wouldn't have an issue in the first place."


"But Mom's untouchable. Period."


"I know, I know. It's just..." Cameron sighed.


"It's just what? If we take out the equipment keeping her alive and the pain medication that keeps her at peace..." I made a sour face even thinking about it. Her face didn't really move, but the way her heartbeat accelerated and the strain on her other systems made it clear that she was hurting. It was one more reason I believed she was still aware inside there. And now that the pain meds were helping to control things... "No," I stated emphatically. "Mom is untouchable."


"Then you've gotta cut back somewhere else."


"I've already been cutting back. The Range Rover is over a year old already; I didn't buy a new one, did I? And the girls have been satisfied with their shopping spree levels; that's one benefit of not adding anyone new in the last year."


"Maybe."


"Or maybe I should cut one of them loose, huh? Expenses went down when I jettisoned Elyse, after all."


"Maybe, but you can't do that to them." Cameron bit her lip nervously.


"And why not? Huh?"


"Carter, please."


"I know you've got a soft spot for the girls, but old pussy is old pussy."


"Don't say it."


"Rebecca has certainly been around long enough."


"Please. Rebecca has been your most loyal girlfriend. Even when Kelly left--"


"I TOLD you not to mention her name to me. EVER again," I growled menacingly.


Cameron lowered her eyes and looked contrite.


"I get that you and Rebecca are practically best friends by now. But expenses are expenses, aren't they?"


"She's a person, not an expense."


"Says the accountant? Really? Everyone is an expense, even you."


"I'm also part of this household's income."


"So maybe that's the solution. Get more 'income' out of the other girls, like I did with Elyse."


"Carter..."


"Hey, it's just money, right? Red ink, black ink. Numbers in accounting columns, all on an Excel spreadsheet. That's what you do."


"You can't--"


"Like hell I can't. Besides, if I'm going to add Lexi, then someone's gotta go. Would you rather I get rid of Judene? You never really liked her."


Cameron closed her eyes and clenched her jaw, but even so I could see the turmoil in her mind.


"You do, don't you? Anything to save your precious Rebecca, after all. You don't want to be the bad guy, don't want to come out and SAY you'd be fine with me getting rid of Judene. But the fact is: you don't like her. Hmm, maybe I'll invite her to join us the next time we play together."


"You do that and I'll bite your cock off."


I laughed merrily, knowing it was an empty threat. Even so, I knew I shouldn't actually invite Judene to join us. Cameron might not bite my cock, but she could certainly refuse to play. She had, on a number of occasions when she was particularly mad at me. Just like a wife, I guess, withholding sex when she didn't get her way. In the end, though, we always found a way to make up. Even though we weren't married, we were still family. She'd promised Mom when Mom first got sick that she'd always take care of me, and she'd lived up to that promise. For my part, I loved her too much to ever stand being away from her for very long, and in the end I was always willing to compromise on some things.


See, NOT a sociopath.


On that note, I was the first one to break the stalemate as I sighed and raised my hands. "Fine, fine. I'm not saying I'll keep Rebecca around just for your sake, but I won't bloodlessly dump a girl from the harem just to cut costs, alright? Still, you can't honestly blame me if I get tired of one or more of them and simply take the most ... practical ... approach down the road, alright?"


Cameron frowned but sighed wearily. "Fine..."


"But we're not in danger yet, right? Savings aren't gone yet, are they?"


"No, not yet. But this downward trend is NOT good."


"How long do we have?"


She shrugged and looked at her screen. "At this burn rate? Months. Maybe a year."


I grimaced. "I'll think of something."


Cameron sighed and looked up at me, shaking her head wryly. "You always do."





"Ohhh, fuck yeah..." Judene crooned on the other side of the glass. It was a Saturday night, and whether or not I was supposed to start controlling my expenses, there was no way I was going to cancel tonight's 'get-together' at the very last minute.


Of course, some things had to change at the last minute. When I'd originally planned out this evening, I'd figured on making Rebecca the centerpiece of my voyeuristic fantasies, not Judene. Rebecca was really one of the sweetest girls I'd ever known, the only girlfriend who'd not only fallen in love with me but also stayed in love with me even after discovering my true colors. She'd been with me for nearly four years now, still loyal even after Kelly left us, and the deep friendship she'd formed with Cameron made her almost feel like a little sister in our household. Even though I'd long felt that I would only truly care about two people in this whole world: Mom and Cameron, Rebecca probably came the closest to being a third.


And that's why it was always especially gratifying to see her get skewered by cock from three different sides at the same time.


I realize that may not make much logical sense, but let me explain. For one thing, Rebecca really didn't get into anal. Some girls just aren't built that way, I suppose, and while she was willing to do it, I'd never once seen her have an orgasm while a cock or dildo was up her butt. Too painful, no matter what someone else was doing with her clit. So what would I do? Send her into the Showroom to do a triple-penetration, of course.


I loved the look of pain on Rebecca's face when she felt that blunt instrument drive its way into her colon. Her grimace of obvious distaste for what was being done to her inflamed my ego. If she were just another slut who bent over and spread her asscheeks without hesitation, I probably wouldn't make her do it so much. But it was such a power trip to put her in a situation where SHE made the decision to have a dick in her ass, knowing how much it hurt. I wasn't forcing her, not really. She had a choice; she always had a choice. And the fact that she kept choosing MY choice was as delicious as it gets.


Of course, I would do much more to Rebecca than simply make her take a dick up her ass. In the old days, a common one-one-one might have been enough visual stimulation to get me off. But girls on crystal meth gradually built up a resistance to the narcotic, needing more and more to sustain a high, and unfortunately my voyeurism wasn't much different. Years ago I could watch one of my friends nail my latest Cameron-lookalike in the missionary position and I could fantasize enough to get myself off. But watching a simple erotic coupling didn't do so much for me anymore. After years and years of voyeurism, I needed to see better sex, more extreme sex, stuff like anal and threesomes and toys. Anything less was just ... vanilla.


Not nasty enough.


Fortunately for me, despite the pain, Rebecca was good with nasty. In addition to her sweetness, Rebecca had something of a submissive side. Even though she was the longest-tenured "girlfriend" and second in age only to Mary, she was a follower, not a leader. She enjoyed the social aspects of getting wired with her friends and found some kind of deep-rooted satisfaction in being forced to perform for an audience. Paradoxically, she wasn't a very vocal or demonstrative lover, almost quietly taking her punishment even while shivering in excitement at her degradation. We were a perfect match in many ways, since I loved to watch her get degraded, and that more than any other reason was why she'd lasted this long.


Win-win all around.


So I'd planned an evening when I could watch Rebecca pull off Sam's cock and turn her head to start sucking Andy's. I would watch her quiver and moan while Mario ate her out. And I would really start getting into it when Rebecca found herself sitting on Andy's dick, crying as Sam pushed into her ass, and choking as Mario crammed his schlong down her throat.


It would have been Awesome.


Truly, almost any straight male on the planet would get off stroking to that, amirite?


But not me. Not enough. You see, the other problem with building up a resistance to live porn was that I'd also started to lose the ability to masturbate. Why do it myself, of course, when I had a bevy of beauties to do it for me? And I especially loved it when my dearly beloved Cameron would be the one to help me out.


She didn't participate all the time, of course. From the very beginning she'd resisted every attempt I'd made to take our physical relationship to the next level, and even now I figured that she rationed the times when she'd give me a blowjob or let me eat her out simply to keep my libido reined in. After all, if she willingly went down on me every time I wanted, I'd probably pressure her a little more to actually have sex with me.


But at least she was willing to maintain third base. Perhaps that was the only silver lining to come out of Mom's stroke almost three years ago, the decision Cameron made to resume our physical expressions of love as her way of "taking care of me". That first day when she'd dragged me out of Mom's room and practically ordered me to move on and live my life again, we'd wound up crying and kissing and eventually making love.


Oh, we didn't have sex or anything like that; intercourse was the Berlin Wall between us that she simply couldn't cross. But in our grief we both hungered for a sense of intimacy, and we found that in each other, sharing pleasures that went above and beyond the mere hugs and cheek-kisses that other, less despondent siblings shared. I'd reminded her repeatedly that we weren't blood-related and that there were no laws, moral or otherwise, that prevented us from giving each other that kind of comfort. And I reminded her of how much more difficult our mourning period would be had we not been able to find such physical release in our moments of stress and sorrow.


Of course, there were still limits to that physical pleasure, limits she'd imposed when we were teenagers and limits she still maintained today. I didn't pressure her, choosing to satisfy those lustful urges elsewhere with the willing women who came to me. That was mere sex. That was nothing BUT physical. What Cameron and I shared was... special.


It was love. Love expressed in our writhing naked bodies. Love in the feeling of her legs wrapped around my head. And love in the utter sense of surrender as she swallowed my seed.


At first, our lovemaking was confined behind closed doors, never in front of our friends and certainly not in public. Even when it was just the two of us and Kelly, my old girlfriend, she refused to even touch me, never mind that Kelly knew that she and I were being intimate. She couldn't handle the shame, couldn't handle the idea of someone from the outside learning that we were doing the things we did even though we considered each other brother and sister.


That was why I'd ultimately built the Voyeur Room and Showroom. It was easy to open up a window between two spare bedrooms and install the comm system. Separated by a one-way mirror and enclosed by four walls of privacy, Cameron was able to relax enough to give me her oral pleasure while indulging in my obsessive need to watch. She understood that by doing so I was able to fuck HER in my mind, to release my lust for her in a controlled way so that I wouldn't need to pressure HER into actually having sex with me. Fucking a green-eyed brunette doppelganger was a great way for me to live out my ultimate fantasy, but watching someone else fuck a green-eyed brunette doppelganger was even BETTER if it was actually CAMERON sucking on my cock.


Because then it was really HER touching me, even if it was just her mouth.


Of course, her sense of privacy had started to wear away the more we did it. First it was Kelly or Rebecca or maybe Miranda in the Voyeur Room with us. After all, sometimes I wanted to actually have sex while watching, and since Cameron wouldn't put out, it was to her benefit to have a willing girl for me to get up and plug into.


Then there was the time we didn't lock the door and Sam just strolled in. He wanted to watch too, and since he already knew her relationship to me and didn't care, she managed to not freak out and eventually went back to blowing me while I had Rebecca service him.


And then there was the time I called Jillian into the room because I felt like fucking the slutty blonde. That was the first time Cameron started to actually freak, because Jillian was somebody who didn't actually know that Cameron used to be my stepsister. Even when Cameron and Mom had moved into the house, we'd passed off Cameron as "an old friend" and Mom was practically invisible anyway. As far as Jillian and all the other party people were concerned, Cameron was just another girlfriend, albeit a favorite one, so it was no big deal to find her between my knees with my dick in her mouth.


Still, the occasions when Cameron touched me intimately in front of another human being were few and far between. Oh, I made her do it every now and again just to fuck with her, like that first night Ben showed up. But unfortunately, tonight wasn't going to be the next one.


Because Lexi was here again tonight. And Lexi didn't want to leave my side. And at this stage in our developing relationship, there was no way I could tell Lexi that I'd rather have Cameron give me a blowjob in the Voyeur Room instead of her.


Plus, with Elyse's accusations about me mistreating and degrading the women in my household still fresh in Lexi's mind, there was no way I could go through with my original plans of watching Rebecca get mistreated and degraded in the Showroom tonight. I was a good spin doctor, capable of explaining away many a suspicious-looking situation, but that one would seriously be pushing it.


And so that last-minute change had taken place. It was still Sam, Andy, and Mario in there, fucking the shit out of one of my girlfriends in all three of her holes while I watched with another gorgeous green-eyed brunette sucking me off, but it wasn't Rebecca getting fucked and it wasn't Cameron on her knees in front of me, not tonight. Instead it was my girlfriend at the exact opposite end of the spectrum from Rebecca, the decidedly NOT sweet and decidedly happy-to-get-skewered Judene, who was in the room getting Rebecca's royal pounding in her place.


My second-longest-tenured girlfriend, Judene had been with me since November '03. I hadn't planned on seducing her, given that I was already working on Elyse at roughly the same time. SHE had come after ME, really, with a full-court press of cumslut willingness to do anything and everything to become my next harem girl. While Elyse had instantly been filled with revulsion upon discovering my true colors, Judene had only been too happy to fall in line. In a way, she was a turn-off. I'd much rather feel the power trip of using Elyse's meth addiction to coerce her into doing things she didn't want to do. Judene, on the other hand, apparently didn't HAVE any things she didn't want to do. Bondage, water sports, even scat (which personally turned ME off), she was up for. Whereas girls like Jessica and Audrey had nowhere else to turn, Judene was a sheltered and spoiled little rich princess with the world at her fingertips and a strong desire to give it all up to get high, get wired, and get fucked. Classic rebel just for the sake of being a rebel.


But even though Judene had very few buttons I could push to make her feel degraded, she had her uses. Her absolute willingness to do whatever I wanted, whenever I wanted to get her next hit had come in handy more than once, and tonight was no exception.


Judene got wired on multiple hits of meth. She got fucked six ways from Sunday so hard and so deep that she'd be walking funny for DAYS. Lexi got to witness a girl who enjoyed getting fucked six ways from Sunday, lending credence to my assurances that I didn't force anybody into doing anything and that the girls in my house truly WANTED to be here.


And me? Well, I was able to talk Lexi into taking a few hits herself, let me masturbate her while we watched the orgy in the next room, and finally get on her knees to service me while -I- watched.


Win-win.





-- SUNDAY, APRIL 23, 2006 --



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. Moaning in ecstatic pleasure, she tightened her grip on the pillow beneath her chest 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.


"Fuuuuuck ... yeah..." Rebecca groaned, letting her head drop over the far edge of the pillow while her arms uncurled from around it, and her entire body went limp beneath me.


I held myself at full depth for a couple of extra seconds, reveling in the feeling of her tight cunt wrapped around my cock just a little longer. But then I too relaxed all the tension in my body as I let my weight collapse onto Rebecca's naked back.


"Hmm..." she hummed, accepting my weight and reaching up with one hand to pat my shoulder.


"THAT'S how you start a morning," I sighed in contentment before executing a push-up and feeling my cock pop free of her squishy cunt. I rolled off her and onto my side to catch my breath, but just then my stomach growled.


Rebecca giggled. "Sounds like what you need NOW is breakfast. It's Sunday, after all. What would you like this morning?"


While not the baker that Kelly had been, Rebecca had certainly picked up quite a few tips from my ex-girlfriend in their time together, and she was still the best cook in the house. It was another reason, really, to keep her around. I briefly thought about all the wonderful things she could make for us, and finally replied, "Belgian waffles."


"Yes, sir," Rebecca replied smartly before reaching out to the tissue box on the nightstand and reaching between her legs to dab at her leakage. Eventually, she got off the bed and pulled on a house robe without bothering with underwear, and she left the bedroom to start on my meal.


From behind me, Mary slid her arm around my waist and spooned herself against my backside, taking care to crush her big, bare 34D tits against my naked skin. Of my five girlfriends, Mary was both the oldest and bustiest. At 26, she was almost as old as Cameron and fully aware of her advanced age in a world where youth and vitality were paramount. Despite being a truly gorgeous specimen of female beauty, Mary had the biggest inferiority complex and the biggest compulsion to please me. While Jessica and Audrey were young and energetic and just happy to be here, Mary constantly fretted about being the next girl to be cast aside and constantly sought to keep herself in my good graces. And although Judene would do anything and everything I suggested to get her next hit, it was Mary who would willingly offer herself up to be used and abused, anything to earn my approval.


I figured she had severe Daddy issues, something I'd used to my advantage when seducing her in the first place.


This morning, Mary made sure I could feel her bullet-hard nipples while giving me a reach-around as she tugged at my half-hard member. "Would you like me to help you in the shower this morning?" she asked in a honeyed voice.


I thought about turning her down, just for the satisfaction of watching her freak out, of watching her worry that today might be the day that I finally got rid of her. Really, it wouldn't take much effort to call one of the other girls into my bathroom to be my personal loofah. I'd used the house intercom system for that very purpose many, many times. But the thing was: it was so much fun making Mary twist in the wind sometimes that I figured I might never get rid of her, advanced age or not. She still had great tits, she was a very hard worker, and sinking into her pussy was like shoving my prick into a warm stick of butter.


Someday, maybe, I'd trade her in for a younger model. But for today, at least, I simply replied, "Sure, Mary. I'll let you soap my back with your tits."


"Ooh, yay!"





Jessica, Judene, Rebecca, and Cameron were all at the dining table when Mary and I finally emerged. The girls had finished our weekly Sunday morning "family" breakfast, which was a tradition first started by Mom and Cameron way back when we were kids. Sunday mornings had been family time, when nobody had to rush off to school or work or even weekend activities. Even though Mom and Dad were no longer with us (and Dad had been skipping out on the meal since before I was ten), it was a tradition Cameron and I wanted to continue. And although the food was done and on the table, covered up to keep warm, everyone had been awaiting my arrival.


I took my usual spot at the head of the table and noticed that Sam and one of his favorite Stepford sluts, Tiffin, were joining us this morning. While I had a pronounced preference for girls that resembled Cameron, Sam apparently liked girls that looked like blonde department store mannequins, and Tiffin was no exception. But as I further scanned the table, I noticed there was one plate available in front of an unoccupied chair.


"Where's Audrey?" I wondered aloud.


Rebecca looked up and gestured with one finger. "She just went upstairs. There's someone at the door."


I frowned. But before I could respond, Audrey's voice called down the stairs. "Uh, Cameron? You'd better come up here."


Cameron looked at me with furrowed eyebrows, and quickly patted her mouth with a linen napkin while pushing her chair back. Normally I would let her handle the mundane details of daily life, but as she stood, something in the back of my head told me to check things out as well.


"I'm coming with you," I said as I stood.


With a shrug, Cameron nodded, and together we ascended the stairs to the top level. Audrey was waiting for us, and she nervously led us to the foyer. The front door was wide open, but our visitor had remained outside on the porch, and although she didn't look nearly as gaunt or disheveled as the last time I'd seen her, it was still clear that Elyse Laughton was a far cry from being healthy.


"Holy shit," I muttered, shocked and yet not shocked to find her here. When Ben had shown up Friday night looking for my ex-girlfriend, I'd wondered whether or not she'd come crawling back. While the circumstances surrounding our break-up had been anything but pleasant, it wouldn't be the first time a meth-addicted slut came right back to the origin of her misery, willing to do anything to get another hit.


In that regard, Elyse looked much like they had. She was shivering, far more than a cool, misty Berkeley morning would be solely responsible for. There were beads of sweat dotting her brow, as if she were actually too hot. And while her clothes were mostly clean and unwrinkled, her skin was clammy and she had an unwashed air about her.


Audrey bit her lip and side-stepped out of the way, moving herself behind Cameron. I raised my eyebrows, not sure what to immediately say. But after a glance at Cameron, who shared a look with me, I turned forward and began, "Um. Surprised to see you here."


"I need a hit," Elyse mumbled, her eyes downcast as she hugged herself even tighter than before.


I took in her appearance and nodded. "I can see that."


"I can't afford to pay you, not right now," she admitted before flicking her eyes up to mine. Her eye sockets were hollow, and dark circles were beneath them. Adjusting her arms slightly, she used them to compress her tits together and show me some prominent cleavage over the top of her V-necked dress. "Unless you want the usual."


My immediate grimace was answer enough. While her beauty had not entirely left her, I clearly had better options for getting laid than a half-starved, bedraggled, unclean wreck.


"Didn't think so," she replied with a sigh before taking a deep breath and giving me a steady look. "I came up with a different idea for paying you, though."


I arched an eyebrow. "Different how?"


Elyse blinked and looked away for a moment before taking a deep breath and saying, "Elyse Laughton has to die."


I blinked, not understanding and confused by her reference to the third person. "Excuse me?"


She gave me a tight smile. "Dead. Gone. Deceased. Esta muerta."


"You want me to kill you?"


"Just on paper, and I'll become Serena Grey, for real this time. It's pretty simple, actually. In the course of liquidating my assets, I never realized my dad took out a life insurance policy on me. Why would he, right? Smart investors don't usually get life insurance on their kids; but he did, and I didn't know about it until just last night."


"Last night?"


"It's a long story. I lost my bag a while back, but I managed to get it back and when I started checking through all my stuff, I came across some papers I'd overlooked, including the one about this policy. It was my dad's policy, and he was the beneficiary, but when I called the 1-800 number I found out that when he died, it didn't go to my stepmom. Because I was over 18, it went to me, and his estate kept up the premiums."


I shrugged. "So you want to liquidate your life insurance to pay me?"


Elyse took a deep breath and sighed. "Yeah, well that's one way. But the taxes are crazy, and the pre-payment penalties are so high, I'm afraid I wouldn't get that much out."


"So you're suggesting something else."


Elyse nodded. "You've already set me up with a new identity as Serena Grey for that job with Chad. I don't really need to continue living as Elyse Laughton anymore. What I was thinking is that you could pull some strings with people you know and get Elyse Laughton written off as an accidental overdose. If I perhaps made my boyfriend – that would be you – my beneficiary, then you would get a lot more money that way."


Cameron stepped forward. "Um, don't they have clauses in those life insurance things against drug overdoses? Some sort of physical to make sure you're healthy and like, NOT a drug-user, before you get a policy?"


"Not mine. It was created when I was a kid. And I combed through the policy. As long as the overdose isn't a suicide, they still pay up. The only hiccup would be maybe getting an official death certificate, but like I said," Elyse suddenly bored her eyes at me with laser-like intensity, "maybe you could pull some strings. I don't actually want you to kill me."


I whistled, the wheels turning in my brain as I pondered everything Elyse was telling me. Furrowing my eyebrows, I took a deep breath and said, "It would take some time to establish me as your beneficiary. And when it comes to faking your death, the policy would probably get extra scrutiny if you 'died' only a couple of months after making me the beneficiary. To be honest, this would all be easier if you just cashed out your policy and paid me whatever you had left."


"Maybe, and we'll do it that way if you want. But I figured that I'm not so attached to being 'Elyse' anymore, and if getting you more money means I get to stick around a little longer ... well..."


I snorted and shook my head. I was used to meth-sluts crawling back to my doorstep promising to do anything to get their next fix, but no one had ever come up with a crackpot idea like Elyse just did. With a smirk, I looked over at Cameron and found her studying me, and I raised my eyebrows with a shrug as I mentally told her, 'Hey, maybe our short-term financial problems have been solved.'


In the end, Cameron was the one who stepped forward an extended a hand, saying, "Come on in, Elyse. It's Sunday morning, and you look hungry."





To say that Elyse's arrival surprised everyone would be an understatement. Jaws dropped onto the tabletop. Judene looked like she'd just shit her pants. And even Sam appeared to be shocked into stillness. But when I pulled out my own chair at the head of the table and gestured for Elyse to sit and eat, everyone else managed to collect their wits and get functional again.


Everyone at the table was intimately familiar with Elyse. My harem hadn't changed in the last six months since dumping her as a girlfriend, and even after kicking her out, she'd been around quite regularly at all my "get-togethers" to hook up with guys and get her meth fix. True, she tended to avoid me, personally, after our break-up. But she'd been able to somewhat maintain her friendships with the other girls, at least until she ended up with Jasper and more or less vanished off the face of the Earth as far as anyone in this household knew.


The girls, of course, were full of questions. But right when Audrey asked the first 'Where have you been?' I interrupted and suggested, "Hey, why don't we let the girl eat, alright?"


My 'suggestions' were commands, of course, and the girls shut their traps. Thinking of anything else to talk about, though, was difficult, and for a few minutes everyone merely ate in silence, Elyse included.


She was hungry, but to my surprise, she wasn't ravenous. She ate like any other human being, which suggested that at least Ben had been feeding her while she was there. And after she finished off a plate full she began to volunteer the information.


"I spent most of last week with an old friend from high school," Elyse explained. "Tried to get clean, honestly, but in the end the cravings took over and I went looking for a fix. Found Toby in Oak-town and managed to get by for a couple of days. Now I'm here."


The girls looked at each other, and it was Judene who asked with something of a sneer, "And what, you thought you could just walk in and join back up?"


I smirked. Judene and Elyse had never gotten along. Probably had something to do with me dating both of them at the same time. It wasn't such a big deal for Elyse, as she'd quickly fallen out of love with me and was only too happy to let Judene soak up my attention. But at the same time, it was too much fun to needle Judene about how I liked Elyse's big tits better or thought she was prettier and if only Elyse would be nicer to me then I wouldn't need Judene at all. And it certainly pissed them both off whenever I made them tag-team me as a pair, or sixty-nine for my viewing pleasure, or share my bed all night.


They could always refuse, of course. But there were consequences for making such a choice, and in the end both of them always obeyed and pleasured each other to the best of their ability. There were few other things that gave me such a rush as watching them both submit to my merest whims despite their hatred.


Delicious.


But now wasn't a time for such power games. Judene had all the status right now, and she hadn't had to put up with Elyse for more than a month. It wouldn't be a fair fight, and I could see that Elyse was hanging by a thread as it was.


Cameron had followed up on the conversation and she turned to ask me, "Well ... IS Elyse re-joining the harem?"


"We'll see, we'll see," I said noncommittally. "For now, let's just say she's an old friend in need of a favor, right?"


Nervous, Elyse kept her head bowed as she nodded quietly.


"Come on then." I said, standing up and walking behind her chair. I gripped the backrest and slid her, chair and all, out from under the table.


"Come on where?" she asked, still a little nervous.


"To get your hit. That's what you came here for, right?"


Suddenly Elyse was full of energy again. With the promise of her next fix in sight, she hopped to her feet and followed me as I headed for the stairs. I paused at the top and chivalrously gestured for her to precede me. She knew the way, after all, and I wanted to study her from behind.


Too skinny, of course, which was understandable after everything she'd been through. But she still had her hips and her tits and I started to form a game plan for exactly how I would fuck her.


Elyse knew the way to the Ready Room, of course, and she headed for it on a beeline. She also knew how to do the prep, but the instant she reached for a pipe I cleared my throat in warning, and her hand retracted ever so hesitantly. "Not yet?" she asked with a wince.


"Not yet," I confirmed with raised eyebrows.


She understood immediately. "Nothing's ever free."


I shrugged. "You've promised me a life insurance policy I haven't seen yet. For all I know you don't even HAVE a policy and this is just an elaborate lie to get a hit without having to pay up."


"I swear to you there IS a policy." She started digging in her purse before pulling out a folded stack of papers. Gesturing to me with it, she promised, "You know I'll pay up, however I can. You want a blowjob first? Or for me to bend over?"


I shook my head. "Not just yet. Lemme see the papers."


She handed them over and I did a quick scan. While I was reading, I glanced up at Elyse from time to time, watching how she reacted. She was THIS close to her next hit, the rocks in view and the pipe already within reach. Her skinny arms wrapped around her torso, right hand on her left hip and left hand on her right shoulder as she literally shivered. Her eyes were FIXED on the drugs, and I knew that if I kept her waiting much longer her teeth would actually start chattering.


"Carter, please," she begged, unable to control her addiction much further. She hadn't lunged for the rocks yet, but no matter how fearful she might be of my retribution, I knew an addict like her wouldn't be able to contain herself for very long.


"I'm reading," I said, even though I wasn't really reading. I'd scanned enough to get the gist beneath the legalese. There would be a decent amount of money to keep her in drugs and maybe with a roof over her head for a little while if she liquidated everything. But if she actually died, the death benefit would set me up for a good while. I knew this already, and any further delay was really just for me to see how long it would take her to crack.


"Carterrr..." she whimpered, spasming now more than quivering. Her hands flexed and she gripped her own shoulder tight enough to bruise it, and it looked like she'd have an epileptic seizure any minute. The only part of her body not moving was her face, and that's because her eyes were glued to the meth.


"Take off your panties," I muttered as I set the papers down and moved toward the drugs.


"I'm not wearing any," she replied, flicking her eyes to mine for just a moment before returning to that which was most precious to her.


"Then you might want to lube up," I suggested while I started assembling the pipe.


She nodded and quickly turned to the drawer with all the lubes. I didn't watch as she prepared herself, focusing my attention on the task at hand. In another minute I was ready, and after lighting it up I turned back to Elyse and found her kneeling on top of a couch cushion, bent over with her elbows on the backrest, staring out the window at the daytime view of the city below while she took deep, calming breaths.


I took my place behind her. With the lit pipe in my left hand, I let my right hand slide up her thigh and under her dress. Her shaking started anew, but she settled down immediately once I presented the pipe in front of her face.


Still bracing herself on her right arm, she raised her left hand to take the pipe from me and promptly inhaled. I used my now free left hand to raise the hem of her dress above her ass, and at the same time unzipped myself with my right.


"Ohhhhh..." Elyse moaned rapturously as she tasted the ice vapor. Moments later, the chemical fire lit up her veins, and she bowed her head and sighed in complete and utter relief. For three seconds she got to stay in that peacefully relaxed state. But after those three seconds were up, she grunted and tensed her entire body as she felt my mushroom head press against and pop through her lubricated sphincter.


"Fuck yeah..." I groaned, luxuriating in the tight heat of Elyse's anal chute as I slowly burrowed my way deeper and deeper.


"Nnngh..." the skinny bitch groaned as she felt me penetrating the fullest depths of her nether hole. But once my short and curlies were pressed up against her lily white cheeks, she returned the pipe to her mouth and inhaled her gaseous gold. And as the chemical pleasure filled her mind, I felt the physical pleasure of filling her sacred bowels.


Win-win.





Hours later, even though the methamphetamine effects must have worn off, Elyse looked much more relaxed and far less anxious than she'd been when she'd first arrived. She reclined on a couch in the second-floor corner lounge with all five of the harem girls plus Cameron, sharing further details of her story while I watched them from a barstool at the edge of the room. Sam and Tiffin had already left.


Elyse kept to the script I'd given her, freely speaking about sleeping on the streets and her horrific time with Jasper. She even talked about prostituting herself for money, but she carefully avoided the two little details I'd warned her not to tell.


One, that I'd been the one to turn her into a whore.


And two, that I'd been the one to sell her to Jasper in the first place. Jasper was my dirty little secret. Nobody, not even Cameron, knew the deals we'd made. And nobody, nobody, knew I'd arranged for him to roofie and rape Elyse's roommate so I could play "hero to the rescue" that fateful Halloween party so long ago.


As far as any of the girls knew, resorting to prostitution or becoming Jasper's punchboard had been Elyse's ideas, desperate measures for desperate times. I was happy for Elyse to tell the girls about those ordeals; figured they would scare the shit out of them and keep them in line. Certainly, Jessica had gone white, and innocent Audrey looked ready to throw up. The more they saw my house as a tranquil oasis amidst the stormy sea of the shadowy drug world, the better it was for me and the smoother my life would run.


After a while, though, Elyse looked pretty talked out. She felt relieved to have gotten her fix, and perhaps telling those stories had been cathartic for her soul. But the stress she'd been under for a long, long time had taken its toll, and at the moment she looked like she'd like nothing better than to take a nap.


I suggested she do so, and tasked Mary, the eldest and most maternal, with squaring her away in a guest room for a little bit. Everyone else had various chores to do, as nobody lived here without some responsibilities, and the house was always a bit in disarray on Sundays after Friday and Saturday night parties. And I dismissed them all to see to their duties.


I also had some calls to make, business to deal with Chad and Sam. But as I headed for my room, Cameron followed after me.


"Something up?" I asked as we descended the stairs down to the third floor.


"We need to talk," she intoned quietly.


I shrugged and waited until we were in my room. Once inside, I headed for my big Cal King bed and hopped onto it with a grin. Patting the sheets beside me, I said with a smirk, "Wanna join me?"


Cameron rolled her eyes. Even though she maintained a physical relationship with me, our encounters really weren't all that frequent. Most of my sexual satisfaction came from the harem, with only the occasional private moment for me and Cameron, or the odd Voyeur show when she would personally service me to maintain those fantasies. Consequently, I found myself always wanting more, but she played me like a fiddle, keeping me satisfied with her carefully-rationed blowjobs and never quite aspiring to full intercourse or anything like that.


"I want you to let Elyse go," she said without preamble, taking a seat in the armchair closest to my bed.


I blinked. "Excuse me?"


"Send her away. Or send her back to Ben. He'll look after her."


I frowned. "Why on Earth would I want to do that? Why on Earth would SHE want to do that? She was just there and ran away from HIM, didn't she?"


"Because she couldn't last two weeks without getting a hit," Cameron explained. "She's an addict. But she'll get better if she stays with him."


Now it was my turn to roll my eyes. "Always the Florence Nightingale, aren't you? Come to save the poor, defenseless women from an oppressive society that keeps them slaves to tyrants like me."


Cameron pursed her lips. "I don't judge what you do, nor try to interfere. I can't say that Rebecca or Judene or Mary or Jessica or Audrey would be better off if they weren't here. But Elyse's time is over. She can't handle this life anymore. Let her go. Let her get healthy."


My eyes narrowed. "You've said that before. I didn't like what you did back then."


Cameron stared at her lap and sighed. "I realize you and Kelly didn't have the most amicable of break-ups. But she's a good person and she could have helped Elyse. She's been there, been to the brink of death and back. And you know what I'm scared of."


"Raleigh. And Jillian."


Cameron closed her eyes and shuddered quietly. I knew my ex-stepsister had never been entirely comfortable with my way of life. She put up with it because I was her brother and because she'd been a party girl herself. Even today she still got wired up from time to time, occasions I loved because she usually got horny and would mess around with me. But Cameron was strong, and able to keep a lid on her addictions. Unfortunately, the girls around her weren't always so strong, and after Raleigh had died she'd seemed on a mission to make sure nothing like her ever happened again. It was why she spent most of my "get-togethers" in the Ready Room, doting on both the harem and party girls like a Mother Hen and watching their usage like she were a doctor or something to make sure nobody got in over her head.


Even outside of the "get-togethers", Cameron spent a lot of time mid-week counseling the girls on their drug use and reminding them of the fine line between avid user and addict. I figured the whole thing was her way of assuaging her guilty conscience over what I was doing to them: seducing the girls into near-sexual slavery in exchange for illegal narcotics. Perhaps she might have also worked to shut me down, to let the girls be free of me and free of the drugs, but she could never bring herself to do that. Crystal Meth was funding the machines and medicine keeping our mother alive, and funding her own shopping trips and excursions into the city to live a normal life every now and again away from here. But ever since Kelly overdosed, nearly died, and ultimately left me, Cameron had been on a mission to make sure the same didn't happen to anyone else.


It was a mission she'd already failed. Twice.


Raleigh was the first. Even though Raleigh hadn't died in this house, we'd seen the photos of what was left of her when they found her body, half-eaten by stray dogs in the city. Jillian was the second, and one of our oldest friends. Jillian hadn't even been an addict, just a party girl who seemed to have her habit under control. We'd pegged her as one of the safe ones, a mature woman who knew what she was getting into. And if it could happen to Jillian, to get so wired up that her heart couldn't take it, then it could happen to anyone.


"Elyse could be next," Cameron said quietly. "She's halfway there."


"Not my problem."


"Carter, please." She took a deep breath and gathered herself. "Think rationally for a minute. I know what you did upstairs just now, having Elyse tell her whole horror story. The girls all soaked it up and they'll be on their best behavior now, lest they end up like her. But what's left to accomplish? The longer Elyse stays here, the more she'll freak out the others just by her very presence. They're already unnerved to have her here in the condition she's in, since they all remember when she was healthier and more normal and not ... well ... not THAT. The longer she stays, the more they'll see their OWN futures in her if they keep using."


"And wouldn't you like that? For them to decide to get cleaned up, move out, and get back to a normal life?"


"There will always be other girls to take their place. Aren't you getting tired of some of them anyway? It's been years. Let some of them go."


I shrugged. "Maybe after Lexi joins."


Cameron snorted. "In your dreams. Lexi's never going to join."


"And why not? She's certainly into me. Even with this whole Elyse-drama, she's still coming around."


Cameron shook her head. "Lexi's not like the others. No broken family. No hidden insecurities. She's a perfectly well-adjusted young woman who for the moment is excited by your bad boy demeanor and wild and crazy drug life. She's a teenager in over her head, but she's not going to LOSE her head. Lexi has friends who care about her, and she's semi-connected to Ben. He's not like the other guys you've had around here."


"I dunno. He certainly is a player."


"But he's not a user. He's a hero. He wants to protect women. That's dangerous for you."


I snorted now. "And when the hell did you get to know him so well? Had some deep and meaningful conversations when I wasn't looking in the few times he's been here or something?"


Cameron sighed and shook her head. "I can just tell."


I laughed. "Yeah, while he was making Rebecca blow her top and skewering Jillian up her ass until they both passed out? Or while watching that video his ex-girlfriend leaked onto the internet to boost her career? Yeah, real hero."


Cameron sighed and looked away. Shaking her head, she said, "The point is: Have fun with Lexi. Fuck her brains out. Enjoy how much she looks like me. But you don't need a sixth girlfriend. Fuck, if you're so intent on keeping Elyse around, you don't need a seventh girlfriend."


I shrugged. "Then I won't. If Elyse works out, I'll cut bitchy Judene loose. Probably Mary, too; she's getting old."


"Carter..."


"What? Set them free and let them go on with their lives or not? You can't have it both ways. Do you WANT them here or not?"


Cameron grimaced and took a deep breath, clearly conflicted. I didn't think she KNEW what she wanted. Closing her eyes, she took several deep, calming breaths. And opening them again she said firmly, "I want ALL of them to go on and have happy, meaningful lives. But I'm telling you, you should let Elyse go right now. Send her away."


"You said it yourself: we need the money. I've seen Elyse's policy. It would go a long way to covering Mom's bills for a long time to come."


Cameron blinked. "So you'll let her just cash out her life insurance?"


I chuckled and shook my head. "Actually, no. I kinda like her idea of getting the full death benefit. Sure, it'll take longer. We'll need to make me her beneficiary and it'll take some time before we can actually cash it in, but you said our savings will cover us until then, right?"


Cameron winced. "Maybe. Especially if we can cut back on other expenses overall for a little bit. That is, unless you can get a bigger cut from Chad."


"Not happening."


"So how are you gonna do it? Fake her death, I mean."


I laughed, getting up and staring out the big window overlooking the city. "That's the easy part. I don't even have to fake it. You said it yourself: Elyse is on the brink. Bring her back in as a girlfriend. Let her have ALL she wants. And then ... well ... the matter will take care of itself."


Cameron jerked upright in her chair. "You're not serious. You're gonna kill her?"


"I didn't say THAT. I'm not a murderer. I'm not going to overdose her on purpose."


"But you'd let HER do it to herself?!?" Cameron stared at me slack-jawed, venom and fear in her eyes.


I shrugged. "Accidents happen."


Cameron stood up and shook her head. "Carter, you've said some pretty messed up shit in front of me before, but what you're suggesting is insane."


I chuckled and waved her off as I turned to looking out the window again. "It was just an idea. But you're right, you're right. There's really not much of a difference between deliberately making her O.D. and not stopping her from O.D.'ing. I won't do that. I promise. Just kidding. I mean, well it would be easier if she just offed herself, but you're right, you're right. I think that would be going too far."


She frowned, staring at the wall and still slowly shaking her head. "You only think it's too far because I'm freaking out about it."


"No, really. I actually do have some ideas for how to fake it. I've got connections, and Sam and Sang could probably source a corpse. Any would do, really. We bribe a medical examiner to sign off on the corpse being Elyse, present that as an official document for the insurance, and we're in the clear. Elyse can live the rest of her life as Serena Grey, happy and horny and wired and all that jazz. It could work, right?"


Cameron didn't say anything right away. I turned around and found her huddled in the chair. She'd pulled her knees up to her chest and hugged them, staring blankly straight ahead.


"Cameron ... right?"


She still didn't respond.


"Hey, you alright?"


She muttered beneath her breath, "I can't believe you'd even think of letting her O.D."


"C'mon, it was a joke. That would be totally wrong."


"You ARE a sociopath."


"Hey now, let's not get carried away. I was kidding."


"You were NOT kidding. Ohmigawd, Carter. The hell is WRONG with you!" She got out of the chair, and I already knew she was going to storm out.


"C'mon, Cam! Lighten up. I SAID I was kidding!"


"I can't be here anymore. I can't BE here!" she muttered, shoving me aside with her forearm as she headed for the door.


"Cam! Seriously! I'm not a sociopath! We can totally fake it, alright! Cam! Cam!"


But she wasn't listening to me anymore. And she wasn't here anymore. She'd already taken off at a full-sprint up the stairs, putting as much distance between us as she could.


Fuck. Looked like I wouldn't be getting a blowjob from her for a while.





Of course, even if I wouldn't be getting a blowjob from Cameron for a while, it wasn't like I'd have to go very long before getting a blowjob from someone. That's where harems are quite useful. Any one girl in particular might not really need to have sex every day of the week, unlike me. And any one girl in particular might not really want to give her boyfriend a blowjob every single day of the week. But when such duties are split up amongst six different women, the balance of "need" is changed so dramatically that more often it sometimes seemed that the girls were the ones not getting cock often enough. Throw in the fact that they each knew that pleasing me would directly lead to better treatment and less punishment, and it became a simple matter of me sitting down and unzipping my fly to make the girls almost fight each other to have the honor of sucking on my schlong.


So it was that I found myself sagging in an armchair and staring out the window while bitchy, slutty Judene knelt before me with my cock halfway down her throat while young trailer-trash Jessica pouted on the couch nearby. The warm wetness of Judene's sloppy blowjob served as a pleasurable distraction, sending positive endorphins or some such scientific shit up into my brain to make me feel happy, or at least happier than if she wasn't giving me a blowjob and left alone to my idle thoughts about Cameron.


I wondered where she was.


I wondered who she was with.


I wondered if she was getting fucked.


The cold reality was that Cameron still wouldn't have sex with me, and yet I knew quite plainly that Cameron was not being abstinent. She was a healthy young woman with a sex drive to match, and although I didn't know the details of any of her hookups, I was aware that someone was giving her the long-dicking she needed to get by. Possibly, there were even multiple different someones who did so. Maybe she had a steady boyfriend out there. Maybe all she had was a string of one-night stands.


I didn't know, and really, I didn't WANT to know. It wasn't so different from when we were teenagers and she'd date various high schoolers and college boys. Cameron had sex, and I knew that she did, but I tried to not think about it. They got to do the one thing with her that I couldn't, that she wouldn't let me do:


They got to fuck the most beautiful girl in the world.


I understood that she needed to feel dick inside her from time to time. Hell, as great as Cameron's blowjobs felt, I needed to feel pussy wrapped around my cock pretty often myself. But I died inside a little bit every time she went out, knowing that she had to look elsewhere for the one pleasure I couldn't give her.


She thought I'd consider it an honor that she loved me so much that she wouldn't fuck me. As siblings, we were eternal. But if we crossed that line, if we became true lovers, then we could possibly fail.


I didn't see the logic.


Perhaps the only saving grace in all that was her assurance that she didn't let guys squirt into her pussy. It wasn't a birth control thing, it was a trust thing. She made them wear condoms and even so she usually made them pull out. I appreciated that knowledge. It made me feel like she was ... saving herself ... for me.


Thinking about Cameron saving herself for me made me feel better. The pleasure of Judene's blowjob made me feel better. But then klutzy Mary had to go and bump into one of the paintings I had framed and mounted in the hallway, knocking it off its hook and sending it crashing to the floor, and all my happy feelings went away.


I didn't know how she managed to knock it off, and I didn't really care. In a blink of an eye, I calmly assessed the situation and recognized the limited value of the damage. Really, a cracked picture frame glass didn't cost all THAT much, and the logical action would be to send Mary into town to buy a replacement. No biggie. I was more angry about the interruption, if anything. And if Cameron hadn't been OUT of the house on a Sunday, putting me on edge in the first place, I probably wouldn't even have gotten mad.


But unfortunately for Mary, Cameron wasn't here, and I HAD been on edge. My happy feelings were gone, and all I was left with was the pain and agony of knowing my Cameron was out there somewhere, doing something with someone. And I didn't really LIKE being stuck with that pain.


So I got mad, but I didn't get mad like some people do. Rage consumed me – filled me until I could feel it oozing out of my pores – but I didn't lose my clarity of thought, didn't lose my composure. Still, I was mad. Not so mad as to lose rational control but mad enough to want to ... HURT something ... as if some form of cosmic revenge would put my life back into balance.


I was well familiar with this state of mind. I'd started calling it "red haze" back when I was a teenager, and it was a condition I'd found myself in more and more often lately.


Mom could always recognize when I was in "red haze". It happened a lot when I was younger and the bullies kept picking on me. Even when angry, my mental clarity prevented me from doing something stupid, like being a 98-pound weakling trying to retaliate against three boys twice my size. And when I got older, it reminded me that polite society frowned on certain vengeful actions that would get me in more trouble than it was worth.


Mom had always known how to talk to me when I was like this. Many a day after school had been spent in front of her, venting my hatred of the world. When Cameron had left for Yale, Mom had been my only outlet, my only confidante, the only person in the world I could talk to about the violent thoughts running around in my head.


Of course, I could still talk TO Mom, and I still did. But for almost three years now she couldn't talk back. She couldn't reassure me with warmth and wisdom and practical logic to turn my red haze into cool calm. And so more and more often in the last few years, the red haze lingered on.


There was no one else to talk to, no one else I could trust. I'd tried to share these thoughts with Cameron shortly after Mom had her stroke, back when she was promising to take care of me. But Mom never had the look of horror and disgust that showed up on Cameron's face when I revealed that dark side of me, so I'd never tried to talk to Cameron about it again. And so now, whenever the red haze showed up, I simply had to ... go with it.


There was no one to tell me when I was going too far. No one to keep my unholy urges in check. Cameron tried, but her criticisms were full of disgust and dismay. I didn't like that, didn't listen. In that regard, she was just like another girlfriend who didn't truly understand. Not like her; not like Mom.


The moment I got into "red haze", the game was over. If Cameron couldn't talk me down from my rage, then there was no way Judene could. Not Jessica. And certainly not the culprit Mary. To their credit, none of them even tried. They all recognized the juggernaut, and they each did their best to just get the hell out of my way.


Mom would have calmed me down, would have stopped me from doing to Mary what I was about to do.


But Mom wasn't here anymore.


So I got up from my armchair. Erection bobbing, I stalked down the hallway while Mary whimpered, cried, and pleaded with her eyes for mercy. But she already knew she wouldn't get any, and so she barely reacted when I calmly pointed toward the nearest bedroom.


Obediently, Mary got up and walked inside. Life with me was a meritocracy, after all. The girls only got what they deserved.





-- MONDAY, APRIL 24, 2006 --



It was after 2am, but I was awake and waiting in her bedroom. I knew she'd come home eventually, as I hadn't received any messages specifying otherwise. The last time she'd stayed out all night without at least sending a text had been last August, and my morning rage had been so terrifying that she knew better than to let it happen again.


Sure enough, she did come back. But although the lights were off and I lurked in the darkness, she barely reacted when she flipped the light switch and saw me sitting on the armchair in her bedroom. "Hey..." Cameron greeted wearily. "Kinda figured you'd still be up."


"I always wait for you when you go out. Always."


Sighing, she nodded. "I know, I know."


"It's because I worry. It's because I care."


"I know." Sighing again, Cameron set her purse down on the dresser drawer and started futzing with her earrings.


"You're later than usual."


She shrugged and finished undoing both of her earrings, fastening the screws and setting them down as well. Her necklace was next. "I had a lot to talk about."


"Who were you with?"


"You know that's none of your business," she replied dismissively without looking at me as she tossed her jacket onto the bed and headed for her closet.


"Did you have sex tonight?"


"That's none of your business, either," she replied, still with her back to me as she stood in front of her closet and unzipped the back of her dress.


"I'll find out soon enough," I shot back.


She glanced back at me with an arched eyebrow, knowing exactly what I meant by that. "Not tonight. Like you said, it's late."


"Doesn't matter. I still want to," I insisted.


"But I'm not in the mood."


"That's not the point."


Cameron sighed and shook her head. "It was never a hard and fast rule to let you every time I go out."


"You just always let me because you felt guilty for leaving me."


"Yeah well I don't feel guilty tonight, not after what you said before I left."


"Still on that? C'mon, I was joking."


"No you weren't. And don't pretend otherwise with me. I know you too well."


"I'm not a murderer."


"And I'm glad. Because sometimes I wonder just what you're capable of."


"Don't be like that."


"Don't be like what. Huh? Don't be right? You've got issues, maybe medical or psychiatric issues."


"I'm NOT a sociopath. If I was, do you think I'd care about what you thought? Huh?"


Shaking her head, Cameron looked ready to cry as she finally turned to look at me, and in a heartbroken voice she whimpered, "I don't know what's worse, thinking you're a conscienceless sociopath or thinking that you actually DO have emotions in there, but you're simply an immoral monster!"


"I'm not a monster. Look, I'm not the bad guy here. I'll readily admit that I'm a user, okay, that maybe I take advantage of the situation I'm in. But I don't force anybody to be here. Nobody is a slave. I have money and drugs and the girls all choose to be here of their own accord, Elyse included. I didn't go find her. SHE came back HERE. And you can doubt me all you want about whether or not I'd have let her O.D., but the fact is that I leave those decisions up to THEM. Would a monster do that? Would a sociopath let them choose for themselves?"


Cameron closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and grimaced hard. "No you're not," she said before repeating again, "No you're not. No you're not. No you're not."


She sounded like she was trying to convince herself more than answer me.


Her eyes opened, and she stared back at me with a new fire in her eyes. Green flames shot out through her irises, and she turned away from me to head into her en suite bathroom. "But whatever you are, you're not touching me, not tonight. Go back to your room, little brother. I need to get some sleep."


Cameron's tone was cold, dismissive, and she walked into her bathroom to go take a shower. I'm sure she expected me to leave; while she didn't order me away very often after a night she'd gone out, it had happened from time to time and I hadn't pressed her. But tonight, that "little brother" crack had gotten me riled up, and instead of leaving I got off the armchair and followed after her.


By the time I reached her she'd already unzipped her dress and slid it down to her hips. She started when my hands took over from there, dropping the delicate material down to her ankles and holding it there so she could step out of it the way I'd done for her countless times in the past.


But she didn't step out of her dress. Twisting to look back at me, I could still see the fire of anger in her eyes mixed with an almost pitying expression on her lips. She knew what I wanted, knew what I expected, and knew how important it was to me. It wasn't even something I asked HER to do, but rather something I asked her to let ME do to her. It was part of our intimacy, part of our special bond. And tonight, I hoped it would be a part of mending the damage caused by our argument before she'd left.


The "rule" we were arguing about was a routine we'd developed whenever she would go out. I knew she sometimes needed to have sex, to feel a hard, throbbing cock deep inside her. But rather than resent her for seeking that pleasure outside of this house, I was determined to remind her of the pleasure that waited for her right here.


The "rule" was that I got to go down on her when she got home. It was important to me, a condition I'd imposed when she first expressed a need to find her sexual satisfaction away from me. No matter what pleasure she found from whatever guy or guys she simply HAD to be with instead of me, I wanted her final orgasm of the night to be on my tongue. Mine. From the man who loved her more than any other man possibly could.


I didn't even ask that she reciprocate. I didn't need a blowjob, didn't need a release of my own. My satisfaction was in HER satisfaction, and after an evening spent away from this house because MY words had hurt her, I was on a mission to make it up to her. Maybe she'd already had sex tonight, and her orgasm on my tongue would simply be the cherry on top. Then again, maybe she didn't have sex tonight and spent the whole evening only talking to her girlfriends, so her orgasm on my tongue would be "the one". Sure, she'd told me to go away, to not touch her. But this was important to me.


"You don't want to do that," she cautioned when I pressed my nose into the crack of her ass.


"Yes, I do," I replied immediately, and she hissed as I pulled the crotch strap of her thong aside and shoved my tongue into her wrinkled anus.


"Carter..." she breathed as her sphincter tightened around my slippery appendage. "It's been a long day and I'm all grimy. Let me take a shower."


"You're musky. I like it," I replied before resuming my rim job. Still squatting, I took hold of her panties and pulled them down as well, leaving her clad only in her high heels and a bra. I reached up to grab both sides of her pelvis, yanking her body against my face so that my nose pressed into her butt cleavage, and I crammed my tongue as far into her rectum as I could.


Cameron squirmed a little uncomfortably. She didn't like anal play, which was certainly why I'd been messing with her anus so much recently. It was just my way of doing things: pushing boundaries. I got off on it: making people do things they didn't want to do. Even her. I never felt so proud of myself as when I made her orgasm with my tongue or fingers in her ass, made her climax despite her discomfort.


She always let me do it as a compromise to either vaginal or anal intercourse. I wanted to have intercourse, of course. If penetrative pleasure was what she needed, then I'd have been happy to step up and do my duty. We weren't blood-related. There were no risks of mutant babies. There were no rational reasons NOT to apart from her unwillingness to do so with me. She knew it was my holy grail of desire, and in the course of erecting all her defenses around that single impermissible act, I'd gotten her to compromise on just about everything else. Oral sex, titfucks, dry humping, and hot-dogging her buns were pretty commonplace. She didn't like me tonguing her ass, and she certainly didn't like me peeing on her in the shower, but those things she let me do on occasion if it meant I'd stop pestering her about shoving my dick into one of her two holes.


Unfortunately, THAT privilege was reserved for lesser men. She got her dick elsewhere ... sometimes. Not every time. But I'd meant what I'd said about finding out soon enough. She never had to tell me verbally whether or not she'd had sex that night. The pussy didn't lie.


The moment I got a good look at her labia I would be able to tell if her cunt had been penetrated or not, although it was sometimes difficult to tell whether or not a man's cock or one of her gilfriends' dildos had done the deed. Still, I could smell or taste whether or not she'd let a man cum inside her, but she knew how much I hated those occasions and as such those times were rare indeed. That night last August when she didn't come home at night, she'd come home with an empty vagina but I could still smell that sperm had been in her, and I'd stopped going down on her immediately. To say that I was pissed was an understatement. She'd told me she wouldn't do that, she'd let me believe she would save herself for me. And no way in hell was I going to suck out another man's creampie, or even a hint of it. I'd stormed out in righteous rage and promptly fucked the shit out of the first girl that crossed my path. Turned out that it wasn't even one my harem girls, but some random slut who'd spent the night with Sam.


Ever since then, Cameron had been very careful about not letting her lover (or lovers) shoot off inside her, and she'd always made them wear a condom or otherwise pull out. At least she had ... until tonight.


Tonight she rather deliberately presented me with a cunt full of cum.


Cameron had been bracing herself against the wall while I tongued her ass. She cautioned me twice more that I didn't want to be down there, but I ignored her warnings until she finally stepped out of her dress and panties and turned herself around so that her back was against the wall and her legs were spread in an A-shape.


She was gorgeous, wearing just those heels and her bra. She opened up her crotch for me, staring down with glittering eyes as I moved my face back in to take my first lick at her saturated pussy. But it was only after the salty taste started to seep into my brain that I realized what was coating my tongue. And in abject horror I spit out the filthy jism and rocked backwards so fast that I promptly sprawled on my ass.


"WHAT THE FUCK?!?" I yelled in absolute shock.


Cameron shrugged smugly. "Told ya you didn't want to be down there."


In a rage I sprang to my feet and reacted the same way I'd done with all of my girls whenever they angered me. I cocked my hand back and readied it for the slap. But just as my hand started moving forward, I arrested its forward momentum. Cameron was already flinching, already bracing herself for the blow. But I stayed my hand and contorted my face into a snarl of livid fury while my unadulterated revulsion at what she'd just made me taste clashed with my holy reverence for the One True Love of my life.


I'd never hit Cameron before, and I didn't want to start now, no matter what she'd just done to me. We'd fought a lot over the years, about the way I treated my girls and about her friendship with Kelly. I'd made a lot of threats and Cameron had done a lot of posturing about how I didn't own her, didn't control her, and that she was free to live her own life. She knew I'd never hit her, knew the impotence of my rage when it came to staying mad at her. She owned my heart, and she had wielded that power on more than one occasion to get me to change my behavior in one fashion or another.


Maybe that's what she was trying to accomplish with this, to teach me a lesson about callously dismissing Elyse's life.


Maybe she just wanted to fuck with me, to shove a big load in my face (literally).


Whatever her motivations, it was clear that Cameron now knew I wouldn't lay a finger on her in retaliation. I was angry, and she knew I was angry, but she was already standing up straight and giving me that smug grin of hers, knowing that my raised hand would never strike down, would never hurt her.


At least, I'd never hurt her.


"Red haze" still demanded vengeance, and wordlessly, I turned and walked out of the room. Cameron didn't follow, perhaps believing that she'd won and I'd turned tail to run away. I don't know exactly how she reacted once I left, whether she'd smiled proudly at the wound she'd given me, or whether she'd broken down crying over the anguish she should know I felt in my heart over her betrayal. All I know is that she didn't come out of her room right away.


She only came out of the room when she heard the screams.





Nobody came to Rebecca's rescue, not right away. She didn't have a roommate, not after Elyse left, so she was all alone and helpless when I burst in while she was sleeping.


The youngest two, Jessica and Audrey, shared a room right next door. They were the first to come running. Bitchy Judene and busty Mary were across the hall. They arrived shortly after.


None of them moved to intervene. None of them knew WHY I was beating the shit out of Rebecca, but all of them knew better than to put themselves between her and harm's way. They didn't really want to watch, but they didn't leave, either. And no matter how loudly Rebecca cried out or pleaded for someone, anyone to help her, even SHE had to know none of the other girls would step forward in her defense.


It was Cameron, of course, who probably saved Rebecca's life, although it took her a while to get here from the other side of the house. I'm not saying I would have intentionally beaten my longest-tenured girlfriend to death, but I didn't think I'd ever been quite this angry before, either. At the very least, Cameron's arrival certainly saved her a lot of pain. I was far from done with my rage, and I would have gone on kicking and punching a lot longer had Cameron not arrived. And really, who knows how much more damage I might have caused?


Unfortunately for Rebecca, Cameron's first impulse was to try and stop ME. Bad idea. I wouldn't hit her, but I didn't let her hang onto my arms or torso very long before flinging her aside and going back to hammering on Rebecca. It was only after the first five or so tries failed that she got it in her head to blanket Rebecca's body with her own. And only once I realized it would be too much of a hassle to try and hit Rebecca around Cameron that I finally gave up and marched out of the room.


Only then did Elyse finally make it down from a guest room upstairs. We met in the hall, but the look on my face must have been terrifying because she immediately jerked her eyes to the floor and dropped to the floor, curling inward as if trying to melt into invisibility. It was a good thing she did, because like I said, I was far from done with my rage when Cameron intervened, and for a moment I thought about exorcising my wrath on her. But instead I retreated to my bedroom to stare out the window and seethe in righteous fury.


It wasn't MY fault I had to go and beat up Rebecca. Cameron was the one who deserved punishment for coming into my house with a cunt full of semen. Cameron deserved a penalty for making me taste the god-awful spunk. And it was Rebecca's fault for being Cameron's best friend in the house that made me go straight for her.


I felt fully justified in my actions. Bitch acted out of line, and bitch needed to be slapped back into line. That the "bitch" in question was actually Cameron was immaterial. That Rebecca had done nothing wrong was likewise immaterial. Cameron had put Rebecca in the line of fire by making her the proxy, by making her the "best friend". Now Cameron would think twice about crossing me, knowing that even though I would never harm her directly I was more than willing to lash out at one of her precious "girls" in her place.


Breathing heavily, I sat down in my desk chair and swiveled it to look out the windows at the night sky. Breathing heavily, I stretched out my fingers and examined the damage I'd done to them in my violent outburst.


Breathing heavily, I glanced down at my crotch and realized I was rock hard.


Adrenaline did that to me, and again, this wasn't my fault. Cameron was the one who'd gotten me angry, and if the world was fair, Cameron should be the one to make my cock deflate. But I already knew she'd refuse. Though I didn't feel the slightest bit of remorse for what I'd done, I was smart enough to recognize that SHE wouldn't feel the same sense of justification I did. She'd probably hate me for what I'd done, and since I could never MAKE her suck my cock, I was smart enough to know she wouldn't service me tonight.


So I stabbed the intercom button for Rebecca's room and barked, "Audrey, get in here!"


To her credit, Audrey didn't delay. The poor little thing was scared half to death when she showed up in my room, her eyes absolutely HUGE as she gawked at me in abject fear. But when I snapped my fingers and pointed at my crotch, she merely took a big gulp before moving forward and sinking to her knees.


Audrey gagged and dry-retched when I gripped the back of her head and kept her pinned with my cock down her throat a little too long, but otherwise she did a pretty good job.


Unfortunately for her, she didn't get me off in her mouth. MORE unfortunately for her, she hadn't lubed up her asshole, not something a girl usually does at three in the morning while she's asleep.


But that wasn't my problem. I took her dry, and no matter how much she screamed, I didn't stop until I plugged her ass up full.





Cameron, Elyse, Rebecca, Mary, Audrey, and Jessica were all at the dining table when I finally emerged. Only Judene was missing, and she was still recovering in my bedroom after being my morning wake-up call.


It was unusual for all of them to be together on a non-Sunday morning, but perhaps after last night's events they felt safer in numbers. Rebecca certainly tried to hide in Cameron's shadow at the mere sight of me, nevermind that she should have been blaming Cameron for setting me off in the first place.


Oh well. Bitches and their messed up logic.


When I pulled out my chair at the head of the table, Jessica was quick to slide a plate of eggs over to me. But instead of taking it, I sat erect and looked coldly down the table at my ex-stepsister.


"Cameron," I intoned softly but firmly, "For the foreseeable future you are not to leave this house without permission."


Cameron blinked in surprise and frowned at me. "Excuse me?"


"I think you heard what I just said."


Screwing her face up, Cameron shook her head and retorted, "Uh, you don't own me. You can't tell me where or when I'm allowed to go or not go."


"You're absolutely right. I can't. But I'll tell you now that there are consequences for your actions, and should you choose to leave these premises, there WILL be consequences."


She gulped in real fear. "Carter, I think you're blowing this all out of proportion."


"What happened to Rebecca last night was quite unfortunate. It would be even more unfortunate if the same happened to ... say ... Mary?" I stated calmly, keeping my eyes on Cameron while Mary inhaled sharply and covered her mouth with both hands. "The choice is yours, sugar. Please, feel free to go out and about and get your cunt stuffed with some asshole's sperm. But if you do, you won't be around to stop me."


"Well maybe Mary won't be around for you to beat up."


I shrugged and turned to look straight at Mary. "If she wants to leave, that's HER choice. It's a scary world out there, all alone with no money, no resources, and no marketable job skills. If that's what she wants, then she's welcome to go right ahead."


Mary didn't meet my eyes. If anything, she tried to shrink in her chair.


"And of course, if Mary were not conveniently nearby, then I suppose it would be terribly unfortunate if something were to happen to ... Judene. Or Jessica. Or Audrey."


Now all of the girls were staring into their laps, even Elyse. Cameron, on the other hand, still stared back at me. But she was visibly shaken and lacking any of her usual confident poise.


I stared straight at Cameron, nodding slowly as I repeated quite calmly. "The choice is yours."





In the end, Cameron didn't have to choose. She didn't leave the house again without permission, but not because of my order.


Mom died that night.


Chapter 29: Seis de Mayo Redux


-- SATURDAY, MAY 6, 2006 --



12:39 AM



I was about to command 'Do it, Elyse' into the microphone, but before I could speak, I saw that such a command was unnecessary.


In the past, Elyse had always required extra prodding in order to get her to suck dick. Even after years of knowing what she was supposed to do when an erect cock was presented in front of her face, her abhorrence for such an act always made her hesitate. She NEVER swallowed a cock first thing, always staring at it in disgust before shooting a pleading look in my direction, as if that day would for some reason be the first day I became merciful and let her off the hook. I never did, of course, but the girl still hoped. I never did because I loved the look of nausea on her face as she opened her mouth and got force-fed a few inches of man meat. If she were just another slut who handed out blowjobs like they were quarters into a slot machine, I probably wouldn't make her do it so much. Maybe I'm repeating myself, but it really was such a power trip to put Elyse in a situation where SHE made the decision to have a dick in her mouth, knowing how much she hated it. I wasn't forcing her, not really. She had a choice; she always had a choice. And the fact that she kept choosing MY choice was as delicious as it gets.


At least it used to be. Now, it wasn't so delicious anymore. Elyse didn't require a command today; she simply opened her mouth and gagged as Sebastian skewered her throat with his dick. It felt to me that she was no longer making the decision to have a dick in her mouth; she merely accepted what was being done TO her. The tears rolling down her cheeks were from a lack of oxygen, not sadness over her degradation. And she listlessly allowed him to fuck her face without the slightest bit of hesitation or resistance.


Too easy. Not exciting. Not entertaining.


Elyse moved as the hands directed her, and she sat down on Mario's dick as casually as if she were squatting over a shit pit beneath an outhouse. She barely reacted when Toby's dick penetrated her ass, other than to take a deep breath around a mouthful of Sebastian's cock and sigh in resignation while the three guys began drilling into her.


Borrring.


She was too compliant. Too lethargic. Even after nearly two weeks in my house, Elyse still wasn't eating well and looked to be in no better shape than when she'd arrived. Perhaps I should have known better – time spent as one of Jasper's sex dolls would break anybody – but it was still a disappointment to see Elyse perform so poorly.


I shook my head and sighed. If it wasn't for her life insurance situation still not yet resolved (I could seriously use that money), I'd have been sorely tempted to send Elyse back to Jasper. She certainly wasn't of much other use to me, not anymore. Sure, I still fucked her occasionally when I felt the urge to use somebody, but she'd long lost her appeal to me as a girlfriend. And now that she wasn't even any good to me as a throwaway party favor, the idea of putting her in a situation where she'd O.D. and put herself out of her misery while simultaneously fattening my bank account sounded more and more tempting.


Shaking my head, I turned to Cameron and barked, "Get her out of there; she doesn't have it anymore. Go get Mary wired up and send her in instead."


Cameron blinked in surprise and pointed to herself as if asking, 'Who, me?'


I rolled my eyes and let my head drop backwards as I groaned at the ceiling. It was habit for me to give such commands to Cameron as she'd become my right-hand woman for a few years now, even more so after I got tired of and dismissed Miranda. Cameron managed the harem on "get-together" nights, ran the Ready Room, and oversaw every girl getting wired on meth, personally checking each of them like a bartender ready to cut off the next patron who looked like he'd had enough.


Or at least, she used to. But not anymore. Now I kept her by my side at all times. Ever since Mom died less than two weeks ago I could scarcely bear to let Cameron out of my sight, even for something as simple as escorting a meth-slut out of the Voyeur Room.


Staying by my side had initially been HER choice. Some kind of mothering instinct combined with a fear of abandonment had made her quite clingy when Mom first suffered her stroke. That same instinct had kicked in once we returned from the hospital with Mom's body remaining behind in the hospital morgue. Despite all the turmoil of the previous 24 hours, from me finding her cunt full of cum to my beating of Rebecca and all the hate and distrust that followed after, SHE had come to my bedroom and cried herself to sleep holding me in her arms. I'd cried too, and we'd isolated ourselves from the others for the rest of the week.


But then last Friday Sam asked if I was cancelling my usual "get-together". Very few outsiders knew what had happened. Shit, very few outsiders knew my Mom had even BEEN in the house all that time, and those at least partially in the dark included Mary, Judene, Jessica, and Audrey. My "girlfriends" had known that the middle-aged vegetable in the third-floor bedroom was Cameron's mom, but the four of them didn't know she'd been MY stepmother, too. And if THEY didn't know, well you can understand that almost nobody else knew, either.


Cameron wanted to cancel the "get-together". I disagreed. She got mad at me for dishonoring Mom's memory. I told her I was moving on.


And I was.


Sure, for a long time I'd wanted to keep Mom alive in the hope that she could eventually come back to us. I'd spent a boatload of money and researched the best possible solutions for bringing about her recovery. But she was dead now, and I was over it. The fractional chance of her coming back to be my Mom again had been reduced to zero, and she no longer mattered.


I understood that Cameron needed to mourn. I understood that she couldn't let go as easily as I had. Truthfully, I'd thought she'd given up a long time ago, but I guess Mom actually dying had sparked the last little bit of emotion Cameron had left.


So I let her off the hook. I gave her the night off and Sam lent me Tiffin, his right-hand girl, to take Cameron's place. And the party went on.


Cameron stayed downstairs on the third floor the whole weekend. The only time she came out was for Mom's memorial service last Saturday afternoon. It was a small service: just her, me, and Rebecca. Rebecca was there as moral support for Cameron, and the girls told me that morning that Kelly also wanted to come. I forbade it, of course; Kelly and I didn't get along anymore. In fact, I was pretty pissed that Cameron had even called Kelly, and the minute we got back from the service, I decided to confiscate her cell phone.


Cameron wasn't happy about that. She'd started to bluster and whine about her rights to her own phone, but I called Jessica over and promptly backhanded the 22-year-old trailer trash across the face, knocking her to the floor. Cameron had stopped squawking immediately and turned to help the younger girl. But Jessica had held a hand palm out to Cameron and bitched, "Stop pissing him off already! This is YOUR fault!"


Cameron had been horrified. I'd helped Jessica to her feet, and I promptly kissed her and gave her a proud smile. I doted on Jessica for the rest of the day, treated her like a princess, and let her stay by my side everywhere I went. I also kept her on my arm for the rest of the night, even when Lexi and her friends came by for my usual Saturday evening "get-together".


Sure, I romanced my newest girlfriend, but I made clear to Lexi that my evening plans also included Jessica tonight and watched to see how she'd react. Perhaps some of Cameron's warnings about Lexi not being the type to succumb to my lifestyle had taken root, because I found myself not particularly caring whether or not Lexi would eventually join the harem or just walk away. I could already tell a seismic shift had taken place in my world with Mom's death and Cameron's recent rebellion, and I knew that things would never be the same. Fortunately for me, Lexi decided to play, and I rewarded her by inviting her to spend the night with me instead of going home with her friends.


Jessica spent the night with us, too. Life with me was a meritocracy, after all.


Sunday morning, Cameron met me at the front door with her bags packed. She told me in no uncertain terms that she was leaving, that with Mom gone nothing else was holding her to this place anymore. She told me she'd always love me, that I'd always be her little brother, but that she couldn't stand by the person I'd become.


I didn't hurt her, not really. It was easy to twist her arm behind her back and steal her car keys. And it was just as easy to keep that arm twisted behind her back as I frog-marched her into one of the guest bedrooms with the custom door that could be locked from the outside.


Sam and Sang arrived that afternoon. I'd told them Cameron was a flight risk and they helped me secure the house so that she wouldn't be able to get access to a vehicle, which included locking Cameron in her own bedroom from the outside. I called all the girls together and assured them I'd make them pay quite personally and quite painfully if they were to help her escape or even stand by idly and LET Cameron get out on her own through their inaction. Unless Cameron figured out how to rock climb over the edge of the cliff, the only real exits from the house were out the front door or through the backyard. And Sam called one of his thugs to stay on guard on the top floor and watch those two exits.


It took Cameron three days to get used to the idea of being my prisoner. The first day she just yelled and screamed at me to let her go. The second day she started negotiating, trying to guilt me over what I was doing to her and reminding me that she made almost sixty grand at a job I wasn't letting her go to when our household still needed the money, even if caring for Mom would no longer be an expense. The third day I told her to give me a blowjob and that I was prepared to beat Rebecca to pieces if she didn't.


Cameron cried, but she did it. That first time was also only time she threw up on the floor immediately after, probably because I made Rebecca clean up the mess. I reassured Cameron that I loved her, that she was my only family left, and that I couldn't bear to have her leave me too. I told her that I wanted things between us to stay the same as they'd been the last several years, and that if she wouldn't threaten to run away again, she could have all of her old freedoms back.


Only then did I finally let Cameron out of her room, under the condition that she remain by my side at all times except whenever I was fucking someone else. During those times, Cameron stayed locked in her bedroom, out of sight. I wasn't worried about her contacting anyone or somebody helping her out. The other girls, even Rebecca, were under strict orders to not give Cameron access to one of their cell phones nor let her use a computer, and we didn't have any landline units.


That was Wednesday night, and to her credit she didn't make a single escape attempt. Thursday and Friday passed without incident, and it felt like things were returning to routine. When it came time for Friday night's "get-together", I thought we might finally get back to normal. In time, maybe I'd learn to trust her again. In time, maybe she'd learn that life with me was better than the alternative.


Of course, maybe she wouldn't, but I was patient. We'd find out eventually.


In the meantime, I still had a show to watch. Tiffin had efficiently gotten Elyse out of the Showroom and back to the Ready Room where she could disappear beneath a cloud of smoke. Mary was wired and naked and ready for action while Sebastian, Toby, and Mario circled around her with leering grins. And unlike vacant-eyed, listless Elyse, Mary was grinning and preening and only too prepared to put on a performance that would make me happy.


Still, I would need one more thing to make the scene complete.


Sliding my chair back, I unzipped my pants and pushed them and my shorts down to my knees. My growing prick bobbed up in the air at about a forty-five degree angle, not fully erect but certainly aroused. I looked up at Cameron with an expectant look, and at first I thought she'd refuse. But after a moment's hesitation and a resigned sigh, my gorgeous ex-stepsister moved in front of me and sank to her knees.


Maybe things would work out after all.





11:12 AM



The morning air was cold against my right cheek, the pillow reassuringly warm against my left, and I awoke with my usual morning hard-on. My eyes were still closed, but 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 the cleft of her naked ass.


Feeling her presence spooned against my chest, a wave of pure bliss spread across my body. Hey, I LIKE waking up with someone. So much of my early life had been spent alone, isolated, an outsider amongst my peers. Dad kept moving us when I was a kid and I never got the chance to make and keep friends. Being small and uncoordinated had put me at the bottom of the social food chain, and it wasn't until my sophomore year of high school that I finally started to fit in.


Things were different now. I was at the center of my social clique, not an outsider. I wasn't a scrawny little kid getting bullied anymore; -I- was the bully, the 800-pound gorilla in the room who always got his way. And instead of being some teenage dweeb jerking off to Peeping Tom glimpses, I had the power to influence gorgeous young women to spend their nights naked in my bed.


Such had been my life for some time now. I really couldn't remember the last time I'd woken up alone. It was probably back when I was still living in the old family house, the one Mom had sold just to keep up with her mounting medical bills. Ever since coming to this house I'd always had a girlfriend or three to snuggle up with, and my life was much better for it. Of course, one drawback to having a harem of five willing sluts to be my cum receptacles and nighttime snuggle bears was trying to remember which ones I'd bedded down with.


The problem with having a clearly defined "type" was that all of my girls were pretty similar: tall, brunette, green eyes. They even had similar facial structures and body types, a general physical form I mentally categorized as "Cameron-esque". But even amongst similar beauties there were variations.


Old Mary was the most curvaceous with D-cup tits and wide hips. Being with her made me want to motorboat my face in her melons and make her extra fat jiggle while I pounded her.


Young Audrey was at the other end of the spectrum, standing only 5'8" with firm B-cups. She was the skinniest of the girls, which always made me want to bend her in half and try to break her with the intensity of my fucking.


Bitchy Judene was the tallest, only an inch shorter than Cameron's 6'0", and she was a little bustier. Empirically, she was the prettiest of the harem, and she certainly acted like she knew it. Fucking her was a power struggle sometimes, and every now and again I liked the challenge.


Lovely Rebecca was physically the closest to Cameron, with delicate features and intense eyes. Early on I'd actually had feelings for her, but maybe those were just misplaced emotions because of her physical resemblance.


But I already knew my current snuggle bear wasn't any of those four. While I cuddled myself against my paramour's naked back, cupped her breast, and rubbed her hip, I awoke just enough to remember last night's activities and remember which two I'd gone to bed with.


Now you may be doing the math in your head: Five harem girls, four of them eliminated, but I'm still with two of them? There must be someone else.


No, Cameron hadn't joined us. While she'd slept with me in the immediate aftermath of Mom's death, those nights were about comfort, not sex. Cameron never spent the night with me AND another girl, and she certainly wasn't about to start now that I'd made her a prisoner in her own home.


And no, I hadn't invited Elyse into my bedroom, either. While I hadn't been shy about seizing her and shoving it into her at my slightest whim (girl's gotta pay her rent, right?), she wasn't 'harem' anymore and didn't deserve the honor of sharing my bed, especially after her decidedly UN-entertaining performance last night.


No, the young lady joining Jessica and me last night was of course my new girlfriend Lexi, and it was the fresh-faced teenager I was dry-humping right now. Both girls were built similarly, but trailer trash Jessica had the bigger bust, with tits almost as big as Mary's. Lexi's C-cups were smaller but firmer, and my palm had already told me which size I was holding.


Lexi was still asleep but beginning to wake as my hand firmed up around her left breast. I pressed my head forward to push my nose into her hair, smelling her sweet fragrance. I exhaled softly, tickling the back of her neck before touching my lips to it, causing a shiver to run up and down her body.


She moaned as she began to come awake. I slid my right hand up from her hip, gliding my fingers along her skin and up to palm her right breast as well. And gripping both round boobs, I put a little more effort into dry humping her ass, feeling the crease of her buttocks fold around my rod.


"Mmm, is that for me?" Lexi breathed softly once she awoke and felt me hot-dogging her buns.


"All yours, sugar," I breathed before sliding myself a little lower and using my hand to guide my cockhead toward her moist folds.


Lexi moaned as I entered her, the way still slick from the load I'd dumped into her last night. She shivered as I embraced her more tightly, sliding my left hand across her chest to her right breast and wrapping my right arm around her waist. And she craned her neck around so that I could kiss her.


Breaking the kiss, I put a little more energy into my thrusts as I reveled in her tightness. She cooed as I held her tightly, but a moment later I grabbed a pillow and rolled us forward so that she was face-down on the mattress, with the pillow supporting her hips at a good angle for me to fuck her from behind. Raising myself up on my arms, I spread her legs with my knees and really started to drive myself into her tight cunt, harder and harder.


If you'd asked me two weeks ago whether or not I believed Lexi would still be my girlfriend, I'd have told you I wasn't sure. I usually eased a potential girlfriend into certain revelations about my lifestyle, got them to fall in love with me before unveiling what would usually be deal breakers for most. Sure, Lexi had managed that first threesome with Audrey without serious complaint, but it could still be quite the shock for a girl to learn that I had a stable full of fuck-buddies on the side. After all, didn't every little girl dream of finding her Prince Charming and keeping him all to herself?


It was Elyse who had gone and blown up my whole timetable, forcing me to do a lot of explaining and a lot of reassuring Lexi that my love was for her and her alone. But even though Lexi had seemed satisfied by my explanations, I could tell she was second-guessing whether or not she really wanted to be in a relationship with a meth-kingpin playboy who had live-in fuck-buddies on the side.


I doubted that she'd stick around long-term, actually. Cameron was right: Lexi wasn't an addict, like Elyse or Judene. She wasn't an uneducated lost soul with no better prospects, like Jessica, Audrey, or Mary. If anything, she was a regular girl with regular dreams, a student like Rebecca had been. And Rebecca had fallen in love with a different Carter, the guy I'd been when I still had a Mom, someone to act as my conscience.


I wasn't going to push Lexi away or anything, and indeed she'd come back that Saturday night to watch Judene get fucked six ways from Sunday and go down on me while I watched. But I was mentally preparing to cut my losses when Mom had died. Grief had put me out of contact for the rest of the week, and I didn't answer any of Lexi's texts or calls for that entire time.


She had no way of knowing that my Mom had died, of course, and after almost a week out of contact she'd started to freak out that I didn't like her anymore. Staying out of contact turned out to be the best possible move I could have made, as I'd unintentionally pulled off the "absence makes the heart grow fonder" ploy. Perhaps she had some abandonment issues, like an absent father or some such, because when she felt her bad boy boyfriend pulling away from her, Lexi decided to accelerate her agenda. And she showed up for last Friday's "get-together" determined to "win" me back.


I'd apologized for my absence, explaining that I'd needed to deal with some personal matters, but that they hadn't changed my feelings for her. We'd fucked and I'd sent her home happy, and then she promptly showed up the next night as well. That was the night I'd backhanded Jessica and then treated her like a princess for the rest of the night. Lexi acted like a perfectly obedient harem girl, and I spent the night with them both.


Lexi had already gone home by the time Cameron tried to pull her escape act, but she was back for Sunday night's party. And then she came back on Monday ... and Tuesday ... and Wednesday and Thursday as well.


I tested her repeatedly, pushing her boundaries to see what she could and couldn't handle and Lexi passed with flying colors. She was a girl in love, don't ask me why, and she was apparently willing to do anything to make me happy. Have a lesbian three-way with Audrey and Jessica? No problem. Get DP'd by me and Sam? Okay, she needed a meth hit or two, but she was willing to do it for me. Get doggy-pounded by Sang while watching Judene give me a blowjob? Um ... okay ... It was a week of getting her eyes opened to everything I was really about, but in the time I'd been out of contact she'd apparently decided to go all in and put her heart on the line. And at the end of the week, she was still here and still in my bed.


And so was Jessica, at least for right now. My tattooed busty brunette babe with the D-cup breasts woke up while I was fucking Lexi, and she molded those big boobs against my back while nibbling on my neck and rubbing my pecs. She turned my head and shoved her tongue down my throat, spurring me to fuck Lexi harder and harder and harder. And since this would be my first nut of the morning, I quickly sped up to rabbit-speed and rutted away until blasting my gooey, sticky wad into my teenage girlfriend's messy cunt.


Jessica smirked and pecked my nose before letting me pull out and slide off the bed. Then, she rolled Lexi onto her back and ducked down to begin slurping out the creampie.


I watched the two of them go at it while Lexi moaned and turned to stare at me while pressing down on the back of Jessica's head to make the girl shove her tongue even deeper. But then nature called and I walked away to go urinate. I did my business and carefully washed my hands, but I didn't wipe up my prick and returned to the bedroom to find my girls making out while waiting for my return.


Sitting up against the headboard, I gestured down to my prick and told Lexi, "Why don't you get me ready to fuck Jessica, sugar?"


My new girlfriend responded eagerly with a smile and bent over to take me into her mouth, but she stopped immediately and her nose wrinkled at the taste of my unwashed prick, and she quickly tried to back off.


I say "tried" because my hands were already trapping her head against my crotch. "Clean me up and get me ready to fuck Jessica, sugar," I ordered with coldness in my eyes. It wasn't the first time I'd taken this tone with her in the past week, and I didn't plan on it being the last.


Lexi hesitated for a second, staring back at me with just a hint of a plea. But apparently she decided that pleasing me was more important than her distaste for a urine-flecked penis, and she closed her eyes and swallowed thickly. She fellated my cock and soon enough, it had grown to full-mast. And when she finally pulled her mouth off me, I patted her head and gave her a proud smile. "Good girl."


She beamed to see me so pleased.


"Now as a reward, why don't you sit up here, and I'll make Jessica go down on you while I fuck her from behind."


Lexi grinned.


Win-win.
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Cameron and I sat side-by-side at the dining table, finishing up the tail end of our Saturday breakfast, even if we hadn't started eating until after noon. It was the first meal of the day for either of us, since I'd slept in late and spent the better part of an hour fucking Lexi and Jessica. And of course, Cameron had been locked in her bedroom all morning, not to be let out until I was there to be her escort. Keeping her by my side at all times, you'll remember.


Cameron didn't complain about her isolation, and she didn't speak much in general. I could tell she was still unhappy with her restrictions and the sense of being treated like a prisoner in her own home, but I still had faith that she'd eventually come around. She loved me, after all. We were "family".


At least Rebecca was around for conversation. She was still my favorite cook, and she'd been on her best behavior ever since I beat the crap out of her. Sure, she was less affectionate and far more wary of me than she'd ever been, but that was to be expected. I'd never hurt her that badly before, and even though the blame lay squarely with Cameron, I could still see the fear in her eyes when she looked at me.


Our sex in the last week had been a little mechanical, but like Cameron I figured she'd eventually come around. Rebecca had simply been with me for far too long, with far too many opportunities to leave, for me to believe she'd run away over this latest dust-up. Once upon a time, Rebecca had been deeply, deeply in love with me. Even after seeing other girlfriends come and go, she'd always stuck around. And sometimes the hardest thing in life is to change what you've become used to.


Audrey was also with us, sitting sideways in my lap and spoon-feeding me while giggling. It was a pleasant enough morning (yes, even though it was after 12 noon), and I was feeling pretty good when Sam came up and cleared his throat.


I recognized the dark expression on his face, and before saying anything, I lifted Audrey off my lap and set her down on the chair beside me. "What's wrong?"


"We have a problem with Elyse."


I arched an eyebrow. "What kind of a problem? Did she run? She steal something? Hurt somebody?"


"Nothing like that." Sam shook his head. "I've got her locked in her room. Figured you might want to talk to her about this life insurance scam she's got going."


"Life insurance scam?" My eyebrows went up.


Sam smiled grimly. "When you asked me to find a corpse and a medical examiner who'd sign off on it being her, I did some digging into her policy."


"It's a fraud? Shit, I shoulda known." I frowned and glared over at Cameron. "You told me her policy checked out!"


"It did!" Cameron replied with popped eyebrows as she suddenly stared at her plate with her head bowed. "I took her papers and called the company to verify funds and validity and all that. Once she turned 18, normal child insurance plans revert to the child."


"You weren't covering for a poor girl who might need a break?" I replied skeptically, a scowl on my face.


"No! I wouldn't have done that to you! Don't you already know that?" Cameron protested.


"Yeah well I wouldn't have thought you'd try to leave, either," I grumped before turning back to Sam. "What did you find?"


"The policy did check out. The paperwork is all in order and it really is true that Elyse's dad set it up when she was younger. Her documents are valid and all that, but the trick is in changing the beneficiary. She can't change it to you."


"Why not?"


"Because ownership of the policy didn't pass to her when her dad died, it went to her stepmom. Even though she's over 18, the policy had specific instructions that it remained with the parents, which is why his estate kept paying the premiums. It's not a common procedure, but it's there. Elyse's stepmom still owns the policy, which means you're never gonna get a dime."


"And do you think Elyse knew that?"


Sam nodded. "She did. I grilled a confession out of her. She was alone and desperate and came up with a ploy that could very well have let her stay here for a long, long time rent-free. I don't think she believed the ruse would last forever, but she took you for a ride, and even though I caught her, she's already gotten two weeks of room, board, and drugs out of it."


"Motherfucker." It only made sense. Elyse had cashed out everything else of value. So why hold onto this policy if it would have granted her a single dime? She didn't just find the thing in her bag two weeks ago like she'd claimed.


Sliding my chair back, I planted my hands on the table and stood up. I knew which bedroom Elyse was in, and I was already halfway down the hall before I remembered I wasn't supposed to let Cameron roam on her own. Even with a guy upstairs guarding the first floor exits, she was still a flight risk. "C'mon, Cam!" I called over my shoulder.


"I'll watch her if you want," Sam offered.


I stopped and shook my head. "No, just bring her with you. I want everybody to see this."


"See what?"


I took a deep breath and stretched my arms before flexing my muscles, not to show off but just to warm them up. Having cum twice this morning with Lexi and Jessica before dismissing them both, I wasn't in a mood for sex as punishment. Instead... "Like you said, man, Elyse has already gotten two weeks' worth of room, board, and drugs off this scam. Either she's going to figure out a way to pay me back for all that..."


"Or?" Sam asked after I'd gone silent for a few seconds.


I simply shrugged and balled my fists.


Nobody came to Elyse's rescue. No matter how loudly she screamed.
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Breathing heavily, I sat down in my desk chair and swiveled it to look out the windows at the view of the city. Breathing heavily, I stretched out my fingers and examined the damage I'd done to them in my violent outburst. The bruising and chafing to my knuckles were obvious, but none so obvious as the areas where the skin had cracked and blood was oozing out from the wounds.


Breathing heavily, I glanced down at my crotch and realized I was rock hard, even though I'd already cum twice this morning. Adrenaline did that to me, and for a second I thought about going back into Elyse's room and roughly shoving my weapon up her dry anal chute.


But before I could get up to do that, or even stab the intercom and call in one of my other cum dumpsters to come service me, my bedroom door opened and Cameron walked in, with Sam just behind her.


"Leave us alone," she stated in an imperious voice, and perhaps because he was already used to Cameron barking at him, Sam immediately complied, backing out of the room and closing the door behind him.


Still breathing hard, I stared up at Cameron as she walked over to me with all the poise and grace of a runway model. She was more cool and collected in this moment than I'd seen her at any time since Mom died, and from the determination on her face I could tell that something significant had changed in her mind. She'd come to some sort of decision, and I sincerely hoped it was one in my favor.


"If you're going to keep beating up on the girls, you're going to have to do something to protect your hands," Cameron tsked while kneeling down and taking my right hand into hers. She inspected my knuckles, looking over the way I'd ruined them while repeatedly punching Elyse in the ribs and other bony parts of her body. And after a few more moments, she got up and went to retrieve the first aid kit I kept stashed in one of the bathroom drawers, along with a wet washrag.


My eyebrows went up when she returned and started pulling out medicine tubes and a band-aid. "Still playing nurse?"


Without taking her eyes off her tasks, she smiled coyly and replied, "I promised that I'd take care of you, way back when I was nine."


"I remember."


Cameron first cleaned off the blood with the wet washrag and dried the cuts with gauze. Afterward, she squeezed the Neosporin tube and dabbed the ointment on my knuckles, focusing on the areas where I'd actually broken the skin. Working carefully but efficiently, she peeled open a couple of knuckle bandages and applied them for me. Finally, she pulled out a kind of cream and began rubbing it onto the other raw areas of my hands.


When she was done, I raised my eyes and looked at her carefully. She felt my gaze and blushed for a moment, keeping her eyes downcast as she gathered herself. But a moment later she flicked her eyes to meet mine, confidently and without fear. Her sparkling green irises burned as they bored into the back of my soul, open and yet challenging. And our eyes were still locked together when I felt her hands sliding up my crotch.


"What are you doing?" I asked carefully as she slid over my bulge and unbuttoned my pants.


"I think you know what I'm doing," she replied in a deep, almost condescending tone.


"But I thought you didn't want to be here anymore. I thought you didn't want to do this anymore."


"Even though we've already done this quite a few times over the last week."


"Always initiated by me. Sometimes with me holding some kind of threat over you."


Cameron sighed and stopped her actions. My fly was undone and my rock-hard erection was sticking up out of my pants, but her hands were still on my thighs. Staring at my cock for a moment, Cameron thought about that before turning her head and looking up at me. And while shaking her head slowly, she replied, "God help me, because you can be an evil rat bastard sometimes. But you're the only family I have left. I acted rashly last week when I tried to leave, because you DO scare me sometimes. The way you so violently went after Rebecca scared the hell out of me, and at the time I didn't understand that you actually did what you did to protect me. -I- deserved that beating for what I did to you. -I- should have been the one being punished. But you'd never hurt ME, and even in your greatest rage you still didn't do it. And I love you for that."


I blinked at her, and blinked again when she reached out with both hands and started stroking my cock. "And when the hell did you realize all that?"


Cameron's eyes went a little glassy as she stared a thousand yards away even though her face was pointed at my stomach. "While you were punishing Elyse for what she'd done. I got it then, I understood. You seem capricious about doling out punishments, and it sometimes seems like you pick your victims without rhyme or reason. But I understand now that it's really about justice. You don't lash out without a reason to lash out. You only did what you did to Elyse because of what SHE'D done to you. And you only beat Rebecca because of what I'd done. And even keeping me here, locking me in my room at night and making sure I'm escorted during the day, it's because you're trying to protect me from making the biggest mistake of my life by trying to leave you again."


I blinked again, half-shocked that she really understood. And then I was even more shocked when she bent over and sucked my dick into her mouth.


Cameron sucked on me for a minute or so, just enough to get me harder, and she backed off again. "I'm doing this of my own accord, not because I'm being pressured or coerced into this situation. We still can't have sex. I'm sorry, but I don't think that's ever going to change. But I'm doing this because I love you. And I know that you love me, right?"


"Absolutely," I breathed, staring rapturously at my gorgeous Cameron, in awe of her beauty and even more in awe of her strength after everything we'd just been through.


A little smile teased the corner of Cameron's mouth. Her electric green eyes sizzled, and after taking one more long slurp at my cock, she stood up and pulled the hem of her shirt up and over her head. Moments later, her yoga pants hit the floor, and finally she peeled off her bra and underwear, leaving her gloriously naked right in front of me.


"If you really love me, you won't mind getting ME off first, right?" she asked while walking past me and heading for my bed. Looking back at me over her shoulder, she wiggled her naked butt teasingly.


"Absolutely," I repeated as I climbed out of the chair and shuffled after her, letting my pants and shorts fall to my ankles as I kicked out of them. Once Cameron lay flat on her back across my bed and spread her knees aside invitingly, I lay down between her legs with my face directly over her neatly-trimmed crotch.


And I took the first lick.
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"What do you think, red? Or black?" I held up two dress shirts, both still in their dry cleaning bags, and presented them for Cameron's scrutiny.


Finishing up her makeup in my bathroom mirror, Cameron pulled her lipstick container away from her face and turned back to look at me. After a moment's thought, she replied, "Black."


I arched an eyebrow and looked at them both. "I was leaning towards the red. Why black?"


She shrugged and turned her face back to the mirror. "Just feels like a night for black."


I thought about that and nodded. But when I went over to my walk-in closet and the big full-length mirrors, I shrugged and started to put on the red shirt.


When she saw me, Cameron smirked as if she knew I'd end up picking the red one anyway. And once we were both fully-dressed and ready to go, we exited my bedroom and went up onto the second floor. Sam and Sang were both there, hanging out in the Great Room in front of the big TV showing SportsCenter. And so was Sam's big brother (and my boss) Chad.


"Hey, Chad! Long time no see. What brings you here tonight? Tell me you're here to have a good time and not deal with any business."


"Good times, good times," Chad assured me. "It's been a while since I spent any quality time with the ladies of Casa del Carter. Like that Judene of yours. Mean-ass bitch but she's an even meaner cocksucker."


Without hesitation I walked over to the wall intercom and announced, "Judene to the Great Room!"


"Thanks, man. Figure she'll make a nice warm-up for the evening."


"For you, anything," I replied to my boss.


Chad nodded agreeably and went back to watching SportsCenter. He continued watching even when Judene arrived and started going down on him.


In the meantime, I talked shop with Sam. Chad did have some business tonight, but he left it to his little brother to work out the details with me while he got his knob polished. We wrapped up shortly after and turned our focus to the party.


I looked over at Cameron and asked, "You going to be in the Ready Room? Back to normal?"


"Of course, Carter," she replied with a nod.


Sam frowned and looked over at me. "You need me to have somebody shadow her? Mario's still upstairs watching the first floor."


I shook my head. "No, we're good now. She's not going anywhere."


Sam arched an eyebrow at me and gave me a skeptical look. "You sure?"


I smiled warmly at Cameron, staring at her with love in my eyes as I replied, "I'm sure."


Sam exchanged a look with Sang before shrugging and replying, "Alright. It's your call."


"Oh, and where's Elyse right now?"


Sam frowned. "Elyse? Still locked in her room of course."


"Did somebody feed her?"


"Yeah. Rebecca made sure to take her a plate."


"Good. Go let her out."


"Excuse me?"


"She's paid up for the last two weeks. We're square."


"'Square'? But what are you going to do with her now?"


I grinned. "Shipping her back to Jasper, but don't tell her or anything. He's not getting her until tomorrow. For tonight at least, send her to the Ready Room. Maybe I'll have some use for her one last time."


"Uh, sure, I guess."


I nodded and took Cameron's face in my hands, kissing her tenderly and feeling my heart flutter as she kissed me right back. "I love you, Cam."


She smiled and replied right back, "I love you, too."
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Lexi inhaled, and I watched with a smirk as her eyes popped WIDE open and the dark pupils of her irises suddenly dilated. She held her breath and her entire body quivered as the drug worked its way through her system. And as she flopped onto her back across the big chaise lounge big enough for two, Lexi reached her arms out to her sides and breathed, "Touch me. Touch me!"


Giggling, both Audrey and Jessica crawled up my girlfriend's body and began tickling her. The tickles made Lexi curl up and squeal, and the girls changed up their approach to gentle strokes along with a few nose nuzzles and quick kisses on my teenaged beauty's exposed skin. Lexi cooed in response and slid her hands into not-quite-innocent Audrey's hair as the other girl began worrying a nipple with her lips from outside Lexi's dress. But this wasn't a moment for sex just yet; the girls were just playing around.


"You got things covered here?" I asked Cameron with raised eyebrows. I looked around and took in all five of my harem girls hanging out and waiting for their first hit, along with Nikki and Tasha and a couple of other regulars. The rest of the usual crowd was still upstairs smoking pot and getting the party started.


"I'm good," Cameron replied with a smile. Just like usual.


I nodded and exited the Ready Room. Going down the hallway away from the party, I turned the corner and found Mario right where I was expecting him. "Everything cool?"


Mario nodded. "She hasn't left the room since she went in there," he assured me.


I sighed in relief and nodded. I wanted to trust Cameron; really, I did. But as much as I loved her, I was only too aware of her fears when it came to the way I lived my life. I'd seen the look of disgust on her face too many times to think she'd forgotten or forgiven everything that had happened between us since Mom died. And even though we'd had a wonderful lovemaking session this afternoon (though it still stopped short of actual coitus), I was going to play it safe until she'd proven herself beyond a single day.


"Don't lose her," I cautioned Mario, and the Italian thug nodded his understanding.


Heading back to the Ready Room, I quickly popped in and decided to bring Judene out with me. She was the prettiest of the bunch and made for the best arm candy, as long as she could keep her bitchiness in check. I slung her on my elbow and headed upstairs to make the rounds and play the host. I even stopped by one of the tables and Judene and I took a few hits off the hookah to put us in a mellow mood. And that's when I saw the new arrivals.


"Holy shit! Prince Charming's back!"


The hell is HE doing here? I wondered immediately. It wasn't that I considered Ben an unwelcome visitor, especially since I immediately recognized his ex-girlfriend and current supermodel Adrienne Dennis with him as well. Any guy who brought a babe of that quality into my house was certainly a guy I liked to have around. And yet I couldn't help but realize that Ben also had come with a lot of a drama surrounding him, especially over the last few weeks.


It had started with his tenuous connection to Elyse. She'd assured me way back when we first bumped into each other that they were mere acquaintances, and not friends of any kind. Despite her obvious sluttiness and his apparent studliness, Elyse assured me that despite messing around a bit, they'd never actually hooked up. And when he finally accepted one of my party invites and even porked Jillian and Rebecca in the Showroom, I'd figured I'd found an awesome new stud for future entertainment.


And yet he'd practically disappeared after that. Almost exactly two years had gone by without any responses to my emails or texts and I'd written him off as a one-shot wonder. Then, he'd shown up again three weeks ago out of the blue, ostensibly for DJ's 20th birthday, and I'd found out just how small a world it was that his ex-girlfriend AND his little sister were two of my new girlfriend's best friends.


It seemed to be a strange coincidence, one of those friend-of-a-friend-of-a-friend kind of random connections. Later, I found out from Lexi that Elyse had shown up at his house and spun her sad tale of meth addiction gone wrong. And only then did I realize Elyse had gone to him BEFORE he'd come to DJ's birthday party.


He hadn't told me then that Elyse had come to him. He'd deliberately withheld that information from me, and because of that I didn't fully trust him. Clearly, this wasn't his scene. He didn't do meth, he didn't even smoke much weed, and my suggestions that he perform in my Showroom again had been firmly deflected away.


The next time he'd come back had been almost a week later, with a story about Elyse running out on him with his emergency cash. I'd laughed and honestly told him he was better off, and I'd truthfully told him I didn't know where she was. I'd humored him by letting him search my house, which of course meant that HE didn't trust ME to not hide her if she'd been here. And again, my suggestions for him to perform for me had fallen on deaf ears.


So why the hell was he willing to perform for me now?


Of course, he'd come with a story that sort of made sense. Obviously, a supermodel willing to make a sex tape and leak it onto the internet had to have some kind of exhibitionist streak. And when given the opportunity to have wild and crazy sex with a woman as eminently gorgeous as Adrienne Fucking Dennis, it made sense that a man would be willing to do almost anything.


If Ben had been too eager, I might have been more suspicious. But he admitted that the whole thing wasn't his idea, that this place wasn't really his scene. And on top of that, I really DID want to watch the pair of them go at it hot and heavy in my Showroom. It had been a long time since I'd had any fresh blood in there; my five harem girls had already taken plenty of turns, as had a good chunk of the regular party girls from upstairs. Still, I wasn't just going to roll over and let Ben and Adrienne do things their way, especially not as a one-on-one. Too vanilla, particularly since she rejected the idea of having a second guy. It just wasn't exciting enough, no matter HOW famous or HOW hot she was.


So I came up with a different way to spice things up.


"Well now if I recall," I began with a smart-alecky grin, "you claimed you'd hooked up with three of the young ladies gracing us with their presence here." I swept my arms out across the living room and Lexi's regular crew of sophomore friends.


Now Ben suddenly looked uncomfortable. Perfect. Always pushing buttons. Always pushing boundaries.


"But I can't just walk up and ask them to ... well..." Ben fidgeted before leaning into me and whispering, "None of them have been downstairs, have they?"


My eyebrows rose as an electric sizzle ran up my spine. Delicious. With a grin, I replied, "Other than Lexi? Not yet."


Ben stared out across the girls. I studied him carefully, watching him look over the girls. His little sister Brooke was staring back at us with a perplexed expression. If only she had any idea what we were talking about. Fuck, how truly perverted would it be if I somehow managed to convince HER to go downstairs with us. Even if they wouldn't touch each other, the idea of having innocent little sister in the room watching as her big brother pounded the shit out of one of her friends...


It would have been awesome.


But Ben's eyes kept drifting across the girls, checking out blonde Tammy and petite Vivian. But his eyes lingered a little too long on Hawaiian Meli, and my heart skipped a beat. Really, the young girl didn't look anything like Cameron, at least not in the face. But she was quite tall, probably 5'10", and dark-haired and slender like my One True Love. It's not that she bore much of a physical resemblance to Cameron, but Meli was still closer to my type than someone like airheaded blonde Tammy or petite Asian Vivian.


"Surely you have some other ... well ... playmates who could join us?" Ben hedged, trying to talk his way out of the uncomfortable situation. "Like last time? Look, I wanna make Adrienne happy, but not at the expense of my friendships with my little sister's friends. I can't ask them to do that."


"You don't have to, I will. Meli, right? You were staring at her. C'mon, let's go say hi." I popped my eyebrows gleefully, reveling in Ben's discomfort. I still didn't know why he was here, or what his motivations were. Maybe everything was on the up and up, and he was only here because Adrienne wanted to put on a show. If so, fine. If not, I'd figure his game out soon enough. But if we were going to proceed, I wanted us to proceed on MY terms.


"Carter..."


"Let's just ask her, huh? If she says no, she says no. We go find one of my other friends ... or two ... then go downstairs and have a good time. Whaddaya say?"


He didn't agree, but he didn't say 'no' either. That was good enough for me, so I walked forward in a straight line for our new target.


This night was gonna be FUN.
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Ben looked uncomfortable, which reassured me, actually. The more I thought about it, the more the guy seemed to be a naïve, sheltered idiot savant who happened to be really, really good at sex. He was a little TOO goody two shoes, a little TOO much of a "nice guy" for someone who had the bedroom skills he obviously possessed.


The more I thought about it, the easier it was to believe he was just some schmuck too stupid to realize Elyse was using him for a warm bed and a roof over her head, preying on his Good Samaritan personality and taking him for a ride for as long as she could. Hell, from what she'd told me, she hadn't even put out for the guy. What kind of dork does that? Take in some bedraggled meth-slut off the street and put her up in his house without even asking for a fucking blowjob?


Idiot.


Maybe Cameron was right in her assessment. Maybe he really did have some hero's complex. How she figured it out I didn't know. Women's intuition or something.


Anyway, I led the three of them into the Showroom and told them I'd get some good stuff to help put everyone into the right mood. I went down to the third floor and collected the equipment to make a fresh batch of meth, the really strong stuff that would make a girl like Adrienne see God in just a few hits. Tonight I'd get TWO Showroom virgins to watch, and if Ben performed even HALF as well as he'd done two years ago, I knew this would be a night worth remembering.


Sam was also down there with Tiffin, and doing the math in my head I realized that while Ben had both Adrienne and Meli with him, that was still only two girls he'd have to deal with. The man had bragged not five minutes ago that if I gave him three or four girls, that he'd knock out every single one of them. Plus, it had even been HIS suggestion that I bring him a brand new playmate. So on a whim I asked Sam if I could borrow Tiffin for some Showroom time, and he'd shrugged and given me his okay. He said he'd come up in a little bit to watch just as soon as he was done talking shop with Chad and Sang, as both of them were going to go hunting for party girls on the first floor.


So Tiffin and I went upstairs, and I was surprised to find Ben standing outside the Showroom looking out the windows. But he told me the girls just wanted to get acquainted without his interference before they got started, and I shrugged off his presence like it was no big deal. Ten minutes later, my worries were long gone as both Adrienne and Meli were quick to get wired on the good stuff. I got the girls started, sent Tiffin back into the room to be the third girl, and left them all to let the magic rocks do their work.


Then I went to go get Cameron.


After all, I had new entertainment in my Showroom. And you know exactly how I like to enjoy myself while watching.
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"Awww... fuck!" I grunted, feeling my balls compress in preparation to fire their load. Clenching my hands, I gripped Judene's bony hips tight enough to leave fingerprints as I sped up my thrusting and hammered my cock up the skinny bitch's asshole just as hard as Ben had been hammering Tiffin's ass in the other room.


The foursome in the Showroom had been everything I'd hoped for and more, way better entertainment than I'd seen in the last year. Truly, Ben was an idiot savant: a boring mensch in personality but a fucking GOD of Sex. In only twenty minutes, he'd pounded Barbie-doll Tiffin to orgasm and also fucked sweet, skinny Meli practically blind. The lovely Hawaiian babe looked like she'd been run over by a train, but even if I could ignore everything that had happened to get to that point, the sight of Tiffin and supermodel Adrienne Fucking Dennis sixty-nining while Ben cornholed the shit out of Tiffin would have been entertainment enough to get me off.


Of course, I also needed a cum receptacle.


Cameron hadn't been willing to join me right away. It was still early in the evening and she had a bunch of girls in the Ready Room to supervise. I'd been hyped up and super-excited about Ben's and Adrienne's presence in the Showroom, and I'd practically pleaded for her to come with me as I told her about our special guests. But Cameron reasoned that if Ben could perform at all like he'd done for me the last time, that he and the girls would be going and going like Energizer bunnies for a long while, and she'd promised she wouldn't be long.


I could have ordered her. I could have threatened Rebecca or one of the others. But Cameron and I had a breakthrough this afternoon, a moment when I sensed that we might actually get back to the way things used to be. I didn't want to keep her a prisoner here forever, and I didn't want to resort to threats of violence against the other girls every time I wanted to have my way. I wanted Cameron to WANT to be here again, to REALIZE this was where she truly belonged, with me. So rather than pressure her, I grabbed Judene and brought the beautiful bitch into the Voyeur Room to service me in Cameron's place.


Of course, the upside to having Judene instead of Cameron with me was that I wasn't limited to a blowjob. Getting the oral pleasure while watching was good enough for the first ten minutes or so, but after Ben got Tiffin to blow her top, he pulled Meli into his lap reverse cowgirl on a chair while Adrienne knelt in front of them and licked at both Meli's clit and his dick. The position looked like so much fun that I ordered Judene into the same position and stabbed the intercom for Cameron to send a second girl over to join us.


Audrey had shown up in less than a minute, clearly wired and only too eager to dive between our legs. I cupped Judene's big tits and scraped my fingernails over her nipples while she gyrated around in my lap, pinning Audrey's head to her crotch. But then the foursome in the other room changed positions into that sixty-nine plus one, so of course we had to recreate the same over here.


Next to the desk there was a twin bed. The view wasn't as great from over there as from my desk chair, but it would have to do. Audrey and Judene obediently got into position, and from the bottom Audrey gave my cock a few sucks before feeding it into Judene's slimy asshole. Always one of the smart ones, Judene had planned ahead and pre-lubed her ass just in case, and that foresight was paying off as I slid into her poop-chute. And although from her position Audrey couldn't see a thing, Judene and I watched the action in the other room while I sodomized my girlfriend in sync with Ben sodomizing Sam's.


Of course, idiot savant Ben had one trick I didn't know how to mimic. He sped up his thrusting while wrapping his hands around Tiffin's neck. Sam's Stepford slut freaked OUT, spasming and twitching until her eyes rolled up into her head and she blacked out from a monster climax.


The suddenness of Tiffin's orgasm took me by surprise, as did the force of it, strong enough to knock her unconscious. It was my surprise that caused me to grunt, "Awww... fuck!" And the sight was so mind-blowing that it also caused me to lose my load.


Groaning, I slammed forward one last time and began spewing wave after wave of spunk into Judene's tight rectum. She moaned as she felt the splatters deep within her colon, and at the same time Audrey went to town on her clit. A second later, my bitchy girlfriend howled her own orgasm, rocking and rolling and clenching her ass around my cock deliciously. And finally her peak passed as she slumped forward onto her forearms and elbows.


Leaning back, I pulled my deflating dick free of Judene's dilated sphincter. Sitting on my heels, I contemplated feeding it down into Audrey's gaping mouth. But while innocent Audrey would be only too happy to please me, her eagerness wouldn't serve justice to the awesomeness of this moment.


So I dismounted the bed and walked over to the side of it where Judene was still bent over, her head hanging as she struggled to breathe and recover from her climax. Grabbing her hair, I looped it around my hand to get a stronger grip and yanked her head over in front of my slimy cock. "Suck it clean," I ordered.


Judene's nose immediately wrinkled. Though no stranger to ass-to-mouth, it was one of the few acts the bitch really disliked. Of course, I knew this and SHE knew that I knew this, so she went out of her way to get regular enemas and keep herself as clean as possible. Still, no amount of preparation could fully remove her aversion to the disgusting task, and I had to yank on her hair once more and repeat, "Suck it, bitch!"


Closing her eyes, Judene sighed and opened her mouth, choosing to do it anyway.


Delicious.





10:46 PM



"Cameron, you're here!" I looked up with a big smile as I heard the door open.


Moving with an almost serpentine grace, my gorgeous ex-stepsister glided into the room, not even glancing at the one-way mirror as she kept all her attention on me. Her face was a mask of stillness, cool and confident. It was her public face, understandable since we weren't alone in the room. On the bed, Sam was busy doggy-fucking one of his other Stepford sluts, Ainsley, and Cameron's eyes flicked to them for just a moment before returning to me. "I promised I'd come. Thank you for being so patient."


I glanced at the clock and commented, "Almost forty-five minutes you made me wait."


"And they're still going, as I said," she replied without taking her eyes off me, gesturing dismissively with her left hand. "Besides, I already know you've gotten off at least once."


I shrugged and pouted. "But not with you. And I'm all excited again." Turning in my desk chair, I proudly showed off the new erection I'd formed while watching Ben fold Meli in half while fucking her down into the mattress.


Just then, Meli moaned, "I want it. I want it in my ass."


Ben stopped thrusting. "You sure?"


Meli nodded. "Uh-huh. I wanna try it."


"Oh, shit," Sam grunted from the bed, his eyes focused on the window. "An anal virgin?"


The group in the Showroom discussed the matter for a little bit, and getting fed up with their waffling I finally hit the microphone and ordered over the speakers, "Do it."


Meli repeated happily, "Do it! Do it!"


Adrienne shrugged. "Guess that settles that."


Satisfied, I returned my attention to Cameron. "Please? I need you."


"Of course," she replied immediately with a mysterious smile, but she took her sweet time walking around the back of my chair, rolling it away from the desk, and slowly moving herself in front of me. My eyes were fixed on her, and I was so enthralled that I actually missed seeing Meli's first anal penetration. But I didn't care; I simply took in all of Cameron's beauty and let my eyes roam up and down her perfect form until she knelt down and reached for my cock.


"Ohmigod, ohmigod, ohmigod!" Meli's voice whimpered over the speakers, and I could relate. No matter how many times I watched Cameron do this for me, I was still amazed that such a gorgeous creature of perfection would do this for me.


"Shhh. Relax or you're going to hyperventilate," Ben's voice soothed, and it reminded ME not to hyperventilate. So forcing myself to calm down, I closed my eyes and savored the sensations of my cock sliding into Cameron's warm, wet mouth.


"Ah, shit!" Ainsley suddenly squealed, loudly enough and suddenly enough to make me open my eyes and look around. Sure enough, Sam had taken his cue from our entertainment and switched holes as well, and the skinny platinum-blonde with fake boobs and not much ass was grimacing as her boyfriend rather roughly violated her backdoor.


Glancing at the window, I realized Ben and Meli weren't really moving so I watched Sam and Ainsley for a minute. Meanwhile, Cameron started working her magic on my cock, slurping and caressing just the way she knew I liked it.


After that minute, I looked back to the window and realized Ben and Meli were going again. The 19-year-old sophomore whimpered beneath the assault on her asshole, alternately crying in pain and groaning with pleasure with each repeated thrust. Ben simply grunted, focusing on his pumping motions as his ab muscles rippled from the exertion.


Meli was crying. She was a super-skinny girl, and her first anal stretching without a warm-up of fingers or butt plugs or anything like that was turning out to be more than she could handle, especially with a weapon of Ben's size. She was just wired enough on meth to want it, but even meth can't solve the problems of simple geometry. He was too big for her to handle, and for me to see those tears of pain ... well...


Delicious.


"I'm gonna pull out," Ben grunted, ceasing his thrusts.


What? No!



I started mentally protesting, but then Meli vocalized, "No! Finish! You HAVE to finish!"


THANK you.



The couple resumed, but Ben had sped up his thrusting. Apparently he was taking Meli's request that he finish quite literally, fucking his way to what I only now realized would be his FIRST ejaculation. Shit, more than 45 minutes of sex, destroying Tiffin and Meli and Tiffin again and now Meli again and the guy hadn't even cum yet? Truly an idiot savant/sex god.


"Nngh! Nngh! Nngh!" Meli moaned with each impact.


"Ungh, ungh, ungh..." both Ben and I answered in the same tone, although my vocalizations were at half-speed to his, with Cameron bobbing her head up and down in my lap at a more deliberately measured pace, a pace I realized would NOT get me off before Ben did.


"Faster," I urged, threading my fingers through Cameron's hair. "Faster..."


Obediently she sped up, bobbing her head up and down in my lap with greater speed. She looked up at me, watching my face and recognizing the urgency. So she increased the use of her agile hands, one to stroke the base of my prick and the other to caress my pendulous testicles.


"Oh, fuck yeah..." I crooned. That should do it. I could feel my Cameron pleasuring me perfectly, working my cock like a musical instrument to play the melody of my orgasm. The pleasure built up inside me and I sank myself deeper into the plush armchair, closing my eyes as I turned my mind away from the visual of Ben fucking Meli and instead fantasized about me fucking Cameron.


"Oh, Cameron..." I moaned, imagining it was HER on the bed. I imagined SHE was facedown before me, the way she truly belonged, surrendering her virgin asshole to my well-deserving cock. So much had happened to us, from our long separation while she was at school to Mom's stroke and now Mom's death. It was just the two of us now, us against the world. She'd had her momentary rebellion, but now she was coming back to me. Now despite everything else going on, Cameron was choosing to be with me. And perhaps for the first time since she'd returned from school I could start to believe my fantasies might actually become reality.


"Cameron..." I breathed again, grasping her head even tighter as she moved herself faster and faster upon my cock. "Cameron ... Oh, fuck! Camero--"


"Aiiiiii!"



No! It was too soon!


"Aiiiiii!" Meli screamed again. For a second, I imagined it was my beloved Cameron screaming beneath me as I anally-pounded her, but the pitch was too high for her smoky voice. Automatically, my eyes snapped open and the reality of my location flooded my senses. I wasn't on the bed with my One True Love. No, I was in my chair, in my Voyeur Room, and it was another couple experiencing the bliss of mutual orgasm as they thrashed about on top of the bed.


I didn't cum with them. I wanted to. It would have been perfect. But I'd run out of time.


"FUCK!" I shouted in annoyance. They couldn't hear me on the other side, the soundproofing between our two rooms complete, save for the electronics currently pumping audio in one direction only.


"Ohmigod..." Meli moaned as her body went limp on the bed. Ben slumped as well, just barely holding his weight above her prone body.


Disgusted with how things had turned out, I slapped the switch to turn off the audio feed. Cameron gamely tried to continue blowing me, and my prick was certainly still rock hard. But the mood was lost. Snarling, I pushed myself away from the desk, and away from where Cameron knelt on the floor. "Fuck! Forget it!"


"Carter..." she said gently. "Let me finish you."


"No," I spat petulantly, my annoyance overwhelming all other emotions.


"Carter," Cameron said my name with infinite patience. "Please."


She knew full well I would be in the foulest of foul moods if I didn't get off, and I could make life miserable for her and everyone else if my attitude soured. Hell, the last week had been littered with examples of the lengths I'd go to express my displeasure. So it was always possible – nay, probable – that she was merely placating me, coldly calculating what she needed to do in order to avoid that unpleasantness.


Still, I liked to believe that she cared about making me truly happy. Once upon a time, she sincerely had. But now? After everything we'd just been through?


"I need more, Cameron," I breathed deeply, letting my eyes rove up and down her perfect body. And it was absolute perfection, the dark green cocktail dress she wore only highlighting her beauty, giving me hints of what I knew was concealed beneath. "I need you."


Her face instantly hardened. "You know I won't do that."


I fought the urge to get angry. We had JUST started to put our old relationship back together, a relationship not constrained by me making her a prisoner within these walls. Hadn't she been good and obedient these last few days? Hadn't she refrained from making any further escape attempts once I stopped keeping her under constant surveillance? Getting angry with Cameron would get me nowhere.


"Please," I said in my most gentle voice, but there was still an undercurrent of a growl in it. I stood up and moved toward her. "I need you."


She read the hunger in my voice. "Carter," she growled my name as a warning, quickly gained her feet, and took two steps back.


No matter, I was quickly on her, grabbing her arms and pinning her back against the desk. "I want you!"


"We can't."


"You're MINE, dammit!" I growled, slamming her back against the desk even harder. I thrust my pelvis forward as well, my still uncovered cock rubbing against her belly.


"Please," Cameron whimpered, true fear coming into her irises. It was the fear she'd shown when I beat the shit out of Rebecca. "Not like this."


The sight of my Cameron in fear took the strength out of my anger. I really DIDN'T want to have to go back to square one with her, locking her up at night to make sure she didn't run away and having to threaten her with violence against the others to compel her behavior.


Still, I was frustrated. "Not like ever!" I whined, knowing full well I sounded like a pouting child in this moment. My hands tightened and I shook her briefly like a rag doll.


"Carter!" she pleaded, her lower lip quivering. "You know why we can't."


"Why NOT?" I complained automatically before realizing I didn't want to bother with her 'little-brother' comments again. Quickly, I let her go and turned away, stalking several steps toward the far wall. Sam and Ainsley watched us with wide eyes as I approached them.


Behind me, Cameron didn't answer my question directly. She simply took a deep breath and sighed, "I love you."


"It's not fair," I complained, stamping my foot as I turned around and returned back to her.


She reached up and caressed my right cheek, that infinite patience back in her voice. "It's our karma." With a smooth grace, she leaned across me and briefly kissed my left cheek, still holding onto the right. And then with that mysterious smile of hers, she turned and left the room.


She'd left my nostrils filled with her scent, that sensuous musky odor that quickened my heartbeat every time I smelled it. But as she left the room, that scent faded away. I was still frustrated, still horny, and with the loss of her smell went the momentary calm that had settled over me.


I may not take out my frustration on her, but there were always others to bear the brunt of my wrath. My cock throbbed. I was still horny. And as I looked through the big viewing glass, I saw that my entertainment had started up again. Meli was kneeling atop the mattress, bent over Ben as she suckled his cock back to hardness. My loins felt a fresh stirring, and my heart set to racing once again.


I briefly thought about calling Cameron back, but dismissed the thought immediately. As much as I wanted her ... needed her... craved her ... I loved her. I had always loved her. And I wanted HER to choose to be with me.


Not tonight. Not yet. And if I pressured her, maybe never. I couldn't have that. So I'd have to find another outlet.


Moments later I was back in the Ready Room. My ears were quickly swallowed by the sound of Blue Foundation's "Sweep" pulsing in the air. I found myself walking in rhythm with the music as I moved deeper into the room, scanning its inhabitants for someone who struck my fancy. There were six women currently here: Rebecca, Judene, Elyse, Audrey, and two blonde party girls: Kseniya and Morgan. Instantly I knew which one I needed, and an evil grin cross my face.


Given that it was Ben in my Entertainment Room right now, it seemed only fitting. He'd spent a week harboring and sheltering Elyse, his hero mentality driving him to try and protect her from herself until she scammed him like so many before him and she walked out with his money. He'd come looking for her here two weeks ago, and though he claimed not to be back for her sake tonight, it would be too deliciously ironic for me to fuck her only a few feet away from him while he was distracted and blind on the other side of the one-way mirror. So reaching forward, I tapped the girl with the pipe and jerked a thumb over to my actual choice. "Judene, let Elyse finish your hit."


Of course, Elyse had been trying to hide under a rock or something from the moment I entered the room. Even before I sold her to Jasper she'd been trying to avoid me, and after literally beating the shit out of her (the poor girl had crapped her panties this afternoon), she certainly didn't want to have anything to do with me. For all she knew, I'd come to this room right now to visit some other form of vengeance upon her, so it was no surprise that she was doing her best to melt into the background.


"Uh, no thanks," Elyse mumbled. "I've had too much already. Dangerously too much."


She was terrified, but in that moment I realized she was seriously more terrified of taking more meth than she was scared of me. But that wasn't important. I didn't care anymore if she O.D.'d or not, I wouldn't be getting a dime from her life insurance anyway. What I DID care about was the irony of fucking her a few feet away from Ben, and she'd be a better lay if she was wired first.


"Elyse..." I said firmly, staring hard at her while she did her best to shrink into the couch. "Take it."


"I'm fine."


My eyes narrowed. Elyse was twitching. Clearly, she wasn't tripping anymore, and she'd be a HORRIBLE fuck if I didn't get at least one hit into her. My eyes narrowed as I coldly replied, "You're not."


"I don't want anymore. Besides, Judene doesn't want to give it up."


I glanced over, and sure enough Judene was puffing like crazy, trying to inhale as much as her lungs could handle before I took it away from her. I figured she was catching up for lost time. Since I'd had her in the Voyeur Room with me for the first bit of the Ben/Adrienne/Meli/Tiffin foursome, that meant she wasn't here feeding her own addiction. But that was still no excuse for not obeying my orders to let Elyse finish her hit, and without warning, my hand flashed out as I backhanded the girl across the room.


The other five girls startled as Judene cried out and hit the floor. Following after the dumb whore, I stepped up and brutally kicked her in the side. "Don't fuck with me bitch!" I yelled imperiously. And then I kicked her once more, just for good measure. The skinny, big-titted slut rolled onto her side, curling into a fetal position as she sobbed in miserable pain.


The other five girls shied away. They all completely averted their eyes, not daring to make eye contact with me while I was in this kind of rage. It was good that none of them moved to help Judene, otherwise I would have had to beat some sense into them as well.


When I was certain the girls had been cowed, I scooped up the pipe and passed it over to Elyse. "Smoke," I ordered.


"Carter..." she pleaded, true fear in her irises. Her face was gaunt, her eye sockets hollow, and her cheekbones rather skeletal. The past three years of spiraling meth addiction had been hard on her. She wasn't eating well. But despite her pitiful appearance, I wasn't moved. She might have physically resembled Cameron, but Elyse didn't have my true love's power over me.


"Smoke," I repeated coldly. And this time, I raised a hand threateningly, assuring her that I would bitch-slap her if she didn't obey. Her face and body were both already covered in bruises. Her nerves were so frayed and damaged I was sure she couldn't take much more punishment, and the fear of further pain was apparently enough to subdue her.


Elyse took the hit, and then another while I waited. I wasn't worried about my entertainment. I knew they'd be going for a little longer this second time around. And when the still-beautiful Amazonian Elyse went glassy-eyed, I pulled her up and dragged her with me to the Voyeur Room.


Sam and Ainsley were gone when I got back. Probably avoiding Hurricane Carter's next outburst. I actually felt better about that. Now I could do anything to Elyse without worrying about what an audience might think of me.


Quickly, I turned the audio feed back on and the room filled with the sounds of two people groaning in ecstasy. I tugged Elyse in front of me, stood her at the desk, and pushed her face-down over it. If she recognized the man on the other side of the glass, she didn't show it, limply going along with however I moved her. I kicked her feet apart and lifted up the back of her cocktail dress. Still glassy-eyed, she didn't resist me as I caressed her naked ass. Indeed, she simply lay flat across the desk, her face turned to the side, limply surrendering herself to my every whim.


I closed my eyes to let the sounds of the couple fucking in front of me fill my senses. And with a cold grin, I pushed my hard cock into Elyse's compliant body.


It's good to be me.





11:08 PM



I'd been worried that Elyse would be a terrible lay if I didn't get some meth into her. Turned out, even after a couple of hits Elyse was STILL a terrible lay.


Look up cold fish in the dictionary and you'd get a photo of Elyse next to it. Nothing I did would make her fuck back at me. She had reached rock bottom, and even spanking couldn't get a rise out of her. She lay flat and lifeless across my desk as if she didn't have a vertebrate spine, her black cocktail dress bunched up underneath her armpits to give me access. Her cunt was loose and oversaturated with artificial lube, so that I felt like I was fucking a bowl of applesauce. And even though her rectal cavity was nominally tighter, it was only marginally better as a fuck hole.


Still, the mental high of shoving my dick into Elyse's pliant body while watching her two high school classmates fuck each other counted for something. That both Ben and Adrienne were probably wondering and maybe even worried about her whereabouts added an extra dimension of delicious irony. And of course there was the raw titillation of watching a real-life supermodel naked and getting pounded in the next room that kept my prick at full strength all on its own. So what if Elyse's body was little more than a masturbatory hole? It did the job.


I'd watched most of the sex tape Adrienne had leaked onto the internet. Sure, she'd cooked up some elaborate story about a lost hard drive, but the timing was too perfectly in sync with her "outing" in the New York Daily News to be anything but deliberate. I'd paid special attention to the video for three reasons: one, I actually knew the guy; two, there was a brunette with a killer body in it; and three, for a blonde, Adrienne was frikkin' HOT.


Of course, the appeal had been muted by the grainy quality of a non-high definition webcam, the static nature of the shooting angle, and its distance from the bed. There had been enough detail to recognize when Tab A went into Slot B (or Slot C, for that matter), and to tell the coloration of a nipple from the surrounding titflesh, but as porn vids went it was pretty bad. Certainly I'd seen higher-resolution photographs of Adrienne's nipples in high fashion magazines and digital images.


But even those magazines and internet pics couldn't compare to watching her live and in the flesh. Her body was even more fantastic in person than in her photos, and no amount of airbrushing was needed for enhancement: she was THAT hot. Sure, my taste in tits tended to run toward Cameron's healthy C-cups, but I could appreciate the appeal of Adrienne's massive jugs, which even unfettered were almost too firm to be fair. Watching her ride Ben cowgirl-style with those big puppies bouncing was enough to get me off, limp-Elyse or not. Now add in the thought of an anonymous, masked, sex-tape brunette so I could imagine it was Cameron getting fucked and suckling on Adrienne's sweet melons? Swiftly, I exited my worthless cum dumpster and yanked her off the table so I could grab her head and park it in front of my waving meat.


Elyse opened her mouth obediently without having to be asked, but I didn't stick my cock inside. Instead, I jacked myself with one hand while watching Adrienne's tits continue to bounce, imagining that I'd get to spill my load all over those round, juicy watermelons. Presently, my ab muscles clenched and I groaned. Elyse merely closed her eyes and accepted my load as I hosed down her face until my spunk was dripping down her chin. And when I was done I wiped my messy prick clean with her hair.


I'd finished just in time, too, because the door suddenly opened and Cameron stumbled in. I frowned and started wondering why she'd stumbled when I looked behind her and saw that Sam had physically pushed her into the room. He followed after Cameron, with Mario just behind him. And as I stood up straight and looked over, I frowned and barked, "Hey, don't push her!"


Sam snapped his fingers and jerked a thumb at Mario. The Italian thug shrugged as he closed the door behind him and answered, "Caught her in one of the girls' rooms. She had this." Mario tossed me a cell phone.


I caught it and looked it over. I didn't recognize whose it was right away, maybe Rebecca's or Mary's, but it wasn't that important right now. What WAS important was why Cameron felt the need to use a cell phone. Holding it up and waggling it, I furrowed my eyebrows and asked, "Care to explain this?"


Usually so cool and so calm, Cameron looked incredibly flustered. She didn't answer for a long time, hugging herself and averting her eyes while she clearly tried to think of something, and the longer she remained silent the more annoyed I got.


"Unnngh! Oh, shit! Not again!" a girl screamed from behind me. Her scream drew the attention of both Sam and Mario, and I saw them staring through the window. I turned myself to find that Ben had grabbed Tiffin and bent the blonde's legs over his shoulders while he powerfucked her. And shaking my head at the interruption I slapped the control to mute the audio and sent the sound-proofed room into deep silence.


"Tell me what the FUCK you were DOING with this!" I thundered.


Sam and Mario both jerked as they returned their attention to me. Elyse slumped into a ball on the floor under the desk. Cameron closed her eyes and sighed. "I was just going to make a call."


"To who?" I rasped.


"To a friend," she replied lamely with a shrug, still not meeting my eyes.


"Which friend? And why?"


"Does it matter? You don't know any of them."


"I know Kelly. Were you calling her?"


"Kelly? No." Cameron sighed and shook her head. "I don't remember her number anyway."


"Bullshit."


"I'm serious." Cameron finally turned to stare at me. "I don't remember. It was programmed into my phone and I never memorized it. I had her old one memorized but she got a new line like two months ago."


"If not Kelly, then who?"


She shrugged. "Just someone."


"A guy?"


"What? No. Of course not."


"Then tell me WHO!"


Cameron hugged herself and didn't speak.


"And why? A social call? 'Hey, what's up? Sorry I haven't talked to you in a week. Carter had me locked up in my bedroom without access to a phone but things are better now so I just wanted to catch up while he's busy and distracted.' Something like that?"


Cameron still didn't answer.


Holding out the phone, I took a deep breath and exhaled wearily. "I don't get it. I thought we were getting better. I thought we were getting to the point where I could trust you again. And then you go and pull this? Why?"


Not looking at me, she muttered, "Isn't it obvious?"


"No, it's not."


"Because I don't want to BE here anymore, Carter. I said it on Sunday: Mom's dead. There's nothing left to tie me here."


"I'm here. We're family." I patted my chest with both hands for emphasis.


She only tightened her arms around her torso, as if hugging herself would reassure her. "That's just it: we're not family. You've said it yourself a million times. There's no blood between us, no unbreakable bond."


"Seventeen years together is an unbreakable bond."


"No it's not. Seventeen years doesn't have to become eighteen years. And the little brother I took care of all that time ago isn't here anymore. He's gone ... lost ... disappeared underneath this ... this... psychopath that you've become!" Her eyes flicked to me for a second before turning away again.


"Don't you DARE call me that." The desk rattled from where I'd slammed my fist on it.


"But it's true. You don't care about anyone. You don't care about anything. All you care about is yourself, and you don't give a rat's ass who you have to hurt to get your way."


"That's not true. I have ALWAYS cared about you. I have always LOVED you. Still do, even now, even after this betrayal. I LOVE you, Cameron. You're right: Mom's gone. So that means that you're now the ONLY thing in this world I really love."


Cameron's eyes suddenly snapped to mine, and this time they held. "You don't LOVE me. You've NEVER loved me! Love means sharing. Love means valuing what the other person wants. Love means not locking Cameron up in her own home!"


I blinked and gawked at her in shock. "I thought we were getting past this! I let you out, didn't I? I let you go around unsupervised again, and I already wasn't going to lock you in your room tonight."


Cameron started laughing and she stared at the ceiling as she shook her head. "I was just giving you what you WANTED so I'd get an opportunity to get away! And yes, I'm the stupid one now. If I'd only been more patient in waiting for a chance, or played along a little longer, I might've gotten a better chance to get away. But I saw an open door and I saw an uncontrolled phone and I was impulsive. My bad. My fault. Hell, if I could ONLY have come up with a better excuse for the phone off the top of my head, I might've been able to keep playing you."


"Playing me?" I frowned. "An act? You've been lying to me?"


"Whatever. I'm over it. I'm DONE with this place, and you're going to have to lock me up again to keep me here."


I set my jaw. "If that's what it takes."


She shook her head. "Just remember: Every day you keep me here against my will is another day I lose a little bit of love I had for that little boy who first needed me to put a band-aid on his knee. Every day you treat me like a prisoner is another day I'll never forgive you for. I wish things could be different. And to be perfectly honest, if you let me walk away right here and right now I might find some way to forgive you and come back to see you again. I mean that, because you're my little brother and I promised Mom I'd look after you. I don't WANT to give up on you, little brother, but it's HARD. Okay? Please. Just let me go. Let me go and I'll stay in touch. I'll find an apartment somewhere and I'll call you. I've got to get back to work. You don't have to pay for Mom's medical care anymore. We can MOVE ON, alright?"


But I shook my head in the negative. "I can't believe you lied to me. I can't BELIEVE you played me for a FOOL!"


Cameron covered her face with one hand. "I need my space, alright? I need my freedom, and I need MY choice. Isn't that what you've always told all the girls? That being here is THEIR choice? Why not me? Why can't I choose whether or not I want to be here?"


"Because you're different from them."


"Different better? Or different worse? Because right now it feels like you're trying to make ME into the sex slave."


I shook my head. "It's not like that. I NEED you here with me. I don't care if any of those sluts want to walk away. Rebecca, Mary, Judene ... if they want out then good riddance. There are more where they came from. But there's only one you. There's only ever been one you. I love you, Cameron."


She grimaced and waved her hand in disgust. "No you don't. You don't love me."


"How can you say that? After all these years?"


"You don't LOVE me, you're OBSESSED with me!" Her eyes were on fire and she actually took an aggressive step toward me. "You've been obsessed with me since you first hit puberty! Walking in on me in the shower! Drilling a fucking hole into my bedroom!"


"Because you were the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen."


"You were a pervert. I should have screamed when I caught you, should have ratted you out to our parents right away and told you never to do it again. I should have said NO to you at every turn, made damn sure I was fully-clothed whenever you were around, and never given you a fucking inch!"


"You don't meant that."


"Like hell I don't. This is MY fault. I was a stupid teenager myself. I thought we could maintain boundaries, and I flexed my newfound power over you as if I could actually control it. I told you my limits, and I actually thought you'd obey them. I made the mistake of thinking you were just another horny teenage boy. I thought you'd eventually grow out of your obsession once you found other girls who'd let you go all the way. But after seventeen years you haven't shown those kinds of feelings for anyone ELSE."


"Because I love YOU. Always YOU."


"I'm your sister."


"STEP-sister!" I corrected, just like always. "And not even the 'step' for the last four years! There's no blood. Nothing legal stopping us from being TOGETHER the way we were always meant to be!"


"I don't WANT that! I've NEVER wanted that! Not romantically. Not EVER. And for you to stand here and LOCK me in my room in the name of love is fucking INSANE!"


"I'm not insane!"


"Yes you are! It's psychotic. Look at her. LOOK at her!" Cameron jabbed a finger at Elyse, who was still huddled underneath the desk. "Tall, dark hair, green eyes. And Rebecca. And Judene. And Lexi and Kelly and Mary and Jessica and Audrey and Shalom and Melissa and Tracey and Lana and more than I can even remember. Copies of me, all of them! Over and over again! Shit, Sam ... can you tell me a time when he wasn't obsessed with me?"


Sam's eyes popped as Cameron gestured frantically at him, and my best friend since high school took a step back and raised both hands up, his expression clearly that of somebody who didn't want to get in the middle of this.


"All those girls," Cameron moaned in agony. "You used THEM to feed your obsession with ME. And look at the end results: Elyse..." Cameron gestured to the wretch in the corner. And her voice cracked as she added, "Jillian ... Raleigh..."


Elyse choked up and started crying.


" ... and all your other 'girlfriends' who will do anything you want because you control their addiction and will beat them into submission if needed," Cameron continued bitterly. "You can't tell me you do all that for LOVE. Everything you do is because you've got this sick obsession with me, nothing more."


"Fine, I'm obsessed," I conceded with a shrug. "I'm obsessed with the one woman in the world I've loved for my entire life. I'm a wannabe husband who can't be with his wife, his One True Love, and if that is categorized as an obsession then I'm guilty. Guilty, guilty, guilty. Because I DO love you, Cameron. I've always loved you. From the beginning of time until the end of my life, I love you."


"You don't even know what love IS. You claimed to love Mom, but you didn't really. When she died, it was as if you forgot she'd ever existed. You didn't mourn, not like me. All you cared about was how she'd benefitted you for so many years, and you wanted those benefits back. Once that was no longer possible, she no longer mattered. Gone. History. You were over it. That's not love."


"But YOU still matter. I DO love YOU. And I want US to be happy together!"


"That's never gonna happen! Because I don't love YOU. Not like that, and I never will. Your dream of marrying me and living Happily Ever After is never going to come true. The longer you go without realizing that – the longer I'm the carrot just out of your reach that you can't have – the worse things get. People are DYING, and the only way things will get better is if you STOP obsessing over me. That means letting me leave. That means getting some distance between us so that you won't be tortured by my presence anymore. So you can finally move on."


I shook my head. "I can't move on. I'll never be able to move on. The heart wants what the heart wants. I distract myself with fantasies of being with you. I lose myself in the voyeurism by fucking your proxies and watching them get fucked. All because I love you. Everything I do – even the stuff you might find distasteful – I do because of YOU."


"Don't you DARE blame me for the shit you do," Cameron spat. "You USE people, and you HURT people. Beating the shit out of Rebecca?"


"Because YOU came home with a cunt full of some other guy's jizz! How could you DO that to me?"


"I had SEX! I'm a single girl and I'm allowed to do that! Don't blame ME for that one. YOU decided to take out your rage by physically assaulting an innocent girl. Don't pin that on ME. You're the monster!"


"I'm not a monster!"


"But you ARE!" She threw her hands in the air. "For years and years and years I've tried to ignore it. Tried to look past it and see my little brother for who he used to be! I'm far from an angel. I'm far from blameless. I stood by for years and years and watched you abuse girl after girl after girl. What you do is criminal, and I actually helped you abuse them. I told myself over and over that I wasn't a bad person, that I did my best to protect the girls. But the truth is that I should have helped every single one of them get far, far away from you. I should have left you a LONG time ago. I AM a bad person. I DIDN'T protect them the way I should have. And look at the end result." She was pointing at Elyse again.


"Elyse made her own choices," I muttered.


"Choices you coerced. Choices that were never really choices." Cameron looked into the corner. "I'm so sorry, Elyse. I'm sorry I didn't protect you. I'm sorry I didn't try to save you. I'm sorry that I was selfish, thinking of my own skin, convincing myself that everything I did was to protect my family: my Mom and my little brother."


"Protecting our family was the RIGHT choice," I insisted.


"You don't get it." Cameron gave me a withering glare. "You have no idea how much I've compromised myself, how much I HATE myself for what I've become, what I've done for YOUR sake. I did it because I loved a 7-year-old boy. I wanted to believe in him. I wanted to see him grow. I only wanted what was best for him, and I always worked so hard to try and steer him away from your darkness and back into the light. But I've FAILED. How can I possibly inject empathy and kindness into a heart that doesn't exist? You have no SOUL, Carter. You don't CARE. You're a psychopathic, narcissistic asshole who stomps on anyone and everyone to get his way! You've corrupted your girlfriends. You've corrupted ME. YOU killed Raleigh. YOU killed Jillian. You're going to kill Elyse! And-- AAAAACK!"


Cameron screamed as she fell to the floor. My heart was thumping in my chest hard enough that I was surprised I didn't see lumps bouncing through my shirt. My hand tingled, and I realized it was still outstretched from the point where I'd slapped her.


I'd just slapped her.


I'd physically hurt my Cameron.


"Now look what you made me do," I breathed, scarcely able to believe it had just happened. I stared at my palm, bright red from adrenaline-pumped blood and the impact against her cheek. I'd seethed inside for her entire last rant, feeling my muscles coiling and the tension building until finally her last words pushed me over the edge. Still shaking, I looked down at her and repeated, "Look what you made me do."


Cameron remained on the floor where she'd fallen. Her head was bowed as she sobbed in pain and misery. Evidently she was just as shocked as I was that I'd actually struck her. HER. And I was livid that she'd made me reach this point of anger.


"You shouldn't have made me do that," I growled, coiling my red hand into a fist before pointing my index finger at her. "That was YOUR fault. Why couldn't you just stay in line, huh? Why couldn't you just let things be the way they were? Things weren't so bad, were they? I'd stopped pressuring you, hadn't I?"


Nobody in the room moved, least of all Cameron. She simply cried and stayed on the floor.


"It all comes back to you," I stated evenly. "You're the source, the cause, the origin point for everything I do. For you, Cameron. Always for you. And always for the one thing you'd never give me."


Just then, I noticed Sam and Mario both glancing at the one-way mirror, and I looked over as well. The audio feed was still muted, but we all could still practically hear the orgasmic ecstasy as mouths opened in silent screams when Ben yanked himself out of Adrienne, shoved his dick in between the supermodel's massive hooters, and rutted into her titflesh until he began blowing his load all over her gorgeous face.


"The one thing you'd never give me," I repeated, my eyes unfocusing. And decision made, I barked to the window. "Sam, go find Lexi. She might be upstairs by now. Send her into the Showroom."


"Excuse me?"


"Just do it."


He took a moment to think about it, but Sam left the room shortly after. I kept my eyes on the window, watching Ben bend over and kiss his lover tenderly, ignoring his own cum covering Adrienne's face. She even playfully scraped off a glob and smeared it on his cheek. The pair claimed to be ex-boyfriend/girlfriend, but the love between them was still quite clear. Love that I didn't have in my life, or at least didn't have reciprocated.


And I never would. Cameron didn't love me that way, not romantically, and she never would. For years I'd tried to bide my time, to wait for her to come around. She'd see, wouldn't she? How much I loved her and how devoted I was to her. She'd see the carbon copies of her that I drowned myself in and realize it was all for her, realize how little they meant to me solely because they could never quite measure up to her.


So why was I waiting anymore? Why bother? Should I live the rest of my life in this excruciating purgatory, always with heaven close at hand but never quite able to touch it? Or should I give up on the silly notion of Cameron ever returning that feeling? Should I surrender myself to the knowledge that she'd NEVER see me as a suitable mate, no matter how many other guys she fucked?


Why should THEY get to fuck her when I couldn't?


What choice did I have anymore? Did I wait forever, even if it meant living a lifetime and then dying without ever being so intimately connected to my One True Love?


Or did I take what is rightfully mine here and now?


"Will you ever love me the way I want?" I asked, staring into the window as Lexi almost nervously walked into the Showroom, her eyes wide and her manner that of a girl who'd clearly just taken a fresh hit of meth.


Her sobbing now under control, Cameron replied from behind me, "Go to hell."


Fine then. Hell it is.
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"Shit. Gimme another hit."


"Carter..." Sam cautioned.


"I said gimme another hit!" I barked, and Sam obediently put the pipe in my hands. Sam was my friend, not my lackey. If anything, he was MY boss. But he was my friend and even though he'd always been the one to warn me off from using too much meth myself, so as to stay in total command of my mental faculties, when I got into a mood he was willing to help me out.


I inhaled the clear smoke and felt the chemicals working their way through my veins. Shaking my head in disgust, I growled and stared through the window at the scene before me.


This was not what I had planned for. This was not what I'd expected. I'd expected Ben to put on the same kind of performance he'd done for me in the past. I'd expected Ben to fuck the shit out of his latest girl the same way he'd done the past three already tonight.


It wasn't that he was tired. Sure, the guy had been fucking non-stop for more than an hour, but physically he wasn't winded or even out of breath.


It wasn't a matter of an erection. He was rock hard and ready for action, having apparently only cum twice despite maintaining that erection for over an hour. Truly, the idiot savant WAS a sex god.


And I couldn't imagine it was because of the girl he was with. I'd talked with Lexi many times and she'd never mentioned any special connection with Ben. Certainly he'd pounded the crap out of Tiffin, Meli, and even his dear ex-girlfriend Adrienne with all the raw power and dominance he'd shown with Rebecca and Jillian so long ago.


So why the fuck was he making love to Lexi?


Why?


I didn't like it. Not exciting. Not entertaining.


And even more ... I HATED it.


Soft. Sweet. Tender. Pure. It was "making love" at its most Hallmark-y romantic. I watched girls get pounded for the visceral thrill of SEX. This wasn't SEX. This was ... was fluff. This was PG-13. This was...


This was...


... what I'd never have with Cameron.


She didn't love me, not like this.


She'd never love me, not like I wanted.


She and I would never make love, not in the way Ben and Lexi were doing right now. And for me to put myself into Ben's position, to imagine it was me doing to her (Cameron) the things he was doing ... well it was damn near enough to break the heart Cameron claimed I didn't have.


I couldn't watch anymore.


"We're leaving," I announced, tightening my grip around Cameron's neck. She was pressed up against the desk, her hands braced on its surface with my pelvis spooned up against her ass. Neither Tiffin nor Meli nor Adrienne looked anything like Cameron, but Lexi did, and I'd intended to make Cameron watch her doppelganger get violently pounded by the guy she'd termed a 'hero' not too long ago. I'd intended for the sight of it to fuel my lust and drive me to the point of FINALLY taking what was rightfully mine:


Cameron's body.


It had always belonged to me, from the first time I laid eyes on it and realized it was my holy grail. It was the physical embodiment of perfection I had worshipped since I first learned how to masturbate. And the other girls were mere replicas of her perfection that I'd used as my masturbatory tools ever since.


I would take Cameron's purity, finally feel her tight pussy wrapped around my naked cock. And then?


And then...


I'd claim her very last virginity.


But not here. Not while watching ... watching THAT. That which I couldn't have. So we were leaving.


Cameron squeaked as I maintained my left-handed grip around her throat and steered her hips with my right hand. She only gave me token resistance as I marched her toward the door, which Mario opened up at our approach.


"Sam, bring Elyse," I barked. "I don't want her roaming free after everything she's heard tonight."


Behind me I heard Elyse whimper as Sam evidently jerked her off the floor. I didn't care what happened to the bitch; I just didn't want a loose end.


I marched Cameron out the door and down the stairs. We passed no one in the halls, everyone occupied either upstairs on the main level or in a room doing those things people did at my parties.


When we hit the third floor, I called over my shoulder, "Mario, stay here and make sure nobody disturbs us."


The Italian thug grunted his understanding and remained behind at the foot of the stairs.


"Carter, you can't do this," Cameron choked out once we entered my bedroom, not an easy thing to do with me still gripping her throat. But I quickly let go of her and physically shoved her toward my bed before turning around and closing the door just after Sam and Elyse followed us in.


My heart was pounding from a combination of my anger, my lust, and the meth now in my system. My limbs felt flush with power, and for a moment I squeezed the door handles so hard I was sure I'd dent the metal beneath my fingers.


I was wired. I felt like I'd been zapped by a bolt of lightning, but rather than kill me, it had given me the cosmic energy of the universe. I was breathing fast, my body consuming twice as much oxygen as normal. I felt like my vision had improved so much that I could identify microscopic indentations in the door panel before me. But at the same time, whenever I turned my head I felt a foggy dizziness that made me believe I was floating away on a cloud.


I felt GOOD.


I felt like a GOD.


Gods aren't subject to the same rules as pitiful humans. Gods don't have to put up with morality or petty laws. Gods have POWER. Gods TAKE what is theirs. And I knew what was rightfully mine.


My loins were on fire, flush with heat and electricity. My rational brain knew this was an effect of the meth, the reason why I could so easily manipulate women into having sex with me or for me. But now it was MY loins on fire, a burning sensation at the tip of my cock that could only be quenched several inches inside Cameron's pussy.


Finally.


For the first time.


After far too many years.


Mine.


She didn't want this.


Fuck her.



She only loved me like a brother.


Fuck her.



She'd tried to abandon me, too.


Fuck her.






Cameron screamed when I finally pounced, terror in her eyes as the full realization of what I was doing sank in. Perhaps she didn't believe I'd ever actually do it. Perhaps if she'd known she'd have put up more of a fight coming down here in the first place. But now that it was happening, she was certainly fighting now.


Cameron had a mean right hook, and I saw stars for a moment that had nothing to do with the crystal meth. But I was an out of control juggernaut now, and the punch didn't slow me down a bit.


I got both hands on the V-neck of her dress and roared like the Incredible Hulk as I ripped it apart. The dress tore down the middle, not enough to fully separate but enough so that it would be easier to remove later on. She thrashed and punched and kicked, but I managed to get my weight on top of hers across the bed and I clapped my left hand over her mouth.


"Fair is fair, my dear sister," I growled in a sinister voice. "You're only getting what you deserve." And then I laughed with glee.


Cameron's eyes were wide in horror, and she fought back twice as hard. But reaching my right fist back, I brought it swiftly forward into the side of her head, concussing her skull and causing her to go abruptly limp. And as she suddenly stopped thrashing, I slipped a finger beneath the hem of her dress, past her panties, and into her cunt.


Her labia were dry, but I knew they wouldn't be forever. This wasn't the first time I'd been with a less-than-enthusiastic partner and sometimes they just needed a little warming up. And if they didn't quite lubricate enough ... well ... sometimes the more friction the better.


Cameron quivered as my fingers kept pushing into her, a second one now joining the first. There was moisture deep inside that simply had to be drawn out, so in and out I plunged, stretching out that cunt I knew would be so tight and then pulling back to coat her outer lips with her natural lubrication. She whimpered, and I liked to believe it was the sound of her growing arousal. Still, I kept my left hand over her mouth to muffle her.


I didn't bother to remove her cocktail dress, not yet. I did reach up with my right hand to jerk down her bra and expose her perfect breasts. Keeping my left hand on her face, I bent over and slobbered my lips and tongue across both globes, paying special attention to her nipples. And then my right hand dropped to begin unfastening my pants.


Cameron started to recover then, her concussion passing and strength returning to her limbs. She started raising her arms before I grabbed both hands and pinned them to the mattress behind her head. And doing my best to grip both of her skinny wrists in my left hand alone, I nudged her legs apart with my knees, used my right hand to center my cock at her portal, and I pushed ahead.


Fuck yeah...


She was tight, and still a little dry, but Cameron's pussy opened up for my penetrating rod. Her mouth free, she groaned as I burrowed inside her, but rather than fight me off she merely turned her head to the side and started crying. Whimpering, she allowed me to push and push and push in more, until I'd inserted myself fully with every last inch FINALLY buried inside my One True Love. And only then did I let go of her wrists and center myself so that we were in a natural missionary position as I supported my weight with a forearm to either side of her.


"Feels good, doesn't it?" I chuckled. "Feels right."


Cameron kept her head turned as she squeezed her eyes shut and whimpered. Tears were rolling freely down her cheeks, but there was no more screaming, no more thrashing. I'd conquered Mount Everest, and there was nothing left to fight.


"And if you like this, it gets even better," I assured her, bending over and tenderly kissing her cheek. The hatred was gone from me now, the anger and resentment. All would be forgiven, even the attempts to run away. Because we were together now. We were united as ONE.


Clutching the bedsheets, I withdrew about halfway and swiftly burrowed myself back inside. Cameron grimaced, trying desperately to NOT feel the pleasure I knew she actually felt. Even after all this time, with the act itself now complete, she still resisted what was truly meant to be.


"Stop fighting it," I told her. "Feel the destiny. Feel how we are joined together. Isn't this wonderful? Isn't this how we were meant to always be? In love? Forever and ever?"


"You're insane," she muttered, still not looking at me.


I shook my head. She could deny it all she wanted, but this was TRUTH. I fucked her harder, and harder and harder, and I was rewarded with her breathless groan that certainly meant she was feeling the pleasure.


"Fuck, yeah..." I growled.


She started crying again, but this time I knew she was crying tears of joy. Wanting her to celebrate in our love, I grabbed her face with my left hand and turned it to mine. I sealed my lips over her mouth, kissing her with all my love and passion and joy, and she playfully bit at my lips, moving so fast that I barely had time enough to back away.


I chuckled. "Now you're getting into it!"


"Go to hell!" she spat back. No literally, she spat in my face.


I paused from my thrusting just long enough to realize that she really WASN'T getting into it. She'd actually SPIT at me. The bitch! The nerve! After everything I'd done for her! After everything I'd done to bring US together!


Cameron went limp beneath me, and my hand stung again. I shook out my hand, feeling the pain slowly fade after she'd made me strike her once more. "You shouldn't have made me do that. Why did you make me do that?"


She didn't answer, her head merely lolling about as I could almost see the butterflies dancing around her head. Her eyeballs had rolled up into her skull, and she was lifeless as I pulled myself out of her pussy and only now bothered to remove her dress.


Already ripped at the neckline, the dress was easy to yank over the top of her head. The bra likewise got tossed into a corner. The panties were last, and in the process of removing them I rolled her onto her belly. Cameron was only half-conscious after this second time I'd concussed her, and she didn't resist as I loomed back over her body. But still, I hoped she was aware enough to hear as I reminded her, "This is all because of you. Everything I have done in my entire life, everything ... is because of you. My dream. My nightmare. My Forever One. All for you. And that includes the fault."


Cameron only groaned.


"FUCK you, bitch!" I howled as I spanked her ass.


"FUCK you for making me turn into what I've become!" I shouted as I spanked her again.


"FUCK you! FUCK you! FUCK you!" Three more times I slapped her butt cheeks until her ass was red and my hand was hurting again.


"YOUR fault! YOURS!" Two more spanks, and she'd started to groan again and wake up.


"You belong to me," I growled as I moved up over her body and centered my cock over her anus. "And I belong to you. Our fates have always been intertwined, and there's only one more thing that could possibly bring us any closer together."


Cameron moaned and started squirming as she felt the pressure of my cockhead trying to open up her sphincter. I slapped her ass again and lay down flat on her back while gripping her hips with both hands to keep her still.


"Your final purity, your final precious hole ... it's MINE!" I thrust at that final exclamation, and this time I was rewarded with a little bit of give as my mushroom head sunk through. THAT seemed to wake Cameron, as she abruptly got her knees under her and bucked upward. But with my weight pinning her down, she didn't get much leverage and she didn't manage to dislodge my prick. If anything, she shoved me about an inch deeper than before.


"MINE," I crowed, sitting up and settling my knees onto the mattress to either side of her while pressing down on the back of her head with my left hand.


"MINE!" I shouted again as I thrust forward, sinking another couple of inches into her rectum.


"MINE! MINE! MINE!"


Fully awake, Cameron was howling in pain and thrashing about as hard as she could. I rode her ass like a bucking bronco, taking each thrust and using it to aide my penetration. Fucking hell her ass was tight, and the exquisitely hot friction of my cock pushing up her back door was both incredibly pleasurable and painfully chafing. And FINALLY she ran out of steam and stopped trying to fight me.


Keeping her pinned, I withdrew a couple of inches and bent to spit on my dickshaft, getting as much grease as I could on it. Cameron whimpered beneath me, sobbing despondently.


Mine.



I grabbed her hips, held her tight, and I thrust again.


"Please!" Cameron now wailed, her first intelligible word in quite some time. She twisted and straight and tried to arch away from me, but she was well and fully trapped.


"Ungh!" I grunted happily and thrust again.


"Stop! Please! Carter! For the love of--"


"Fuck, fuck..." I grunted and kept thrusting.


"Owwwunnngh!" she screamed in pain.


"Unnngh, yeah..."


Cameron kept making noises, but they weren't intelligible anymore. In her thrashing, she'd managed to move us to the edge of the bed. Her head hung down over the edge, but that was as far as she could go. Out of energy, her head lolled left and right in rhythm with the pumping of my cock in and out of her ass. And she visibly quivered, shaking like a leaf in the storm.


"Fuck, yeah," I grunted, still sawing in and out of my True Love's asshole. Meth-laced energy gave power to my limbs and fueled my thrusting. At the same time my vision swam as a spell of vertigo overtook me. Holding onto her hips with both hands, I let my head fall back so that I could stare upwards and watch the ceiling spin around us. All my other senses were attuned to the feeling of her buttery butt gripping my rod with each successive plunge. I knew I could last quite awhile, having cum with Judene and Elyse not too long ago. And as I floated away on a sea of carnal bliss, I simply let my body automatically continue to ream out Cameron's poor body, the holy vessel that now truly belonged to me.


I wasn't angry anymore. I felt too good to feel angry. I was in heaven, my sluggish brain awash with pleasurable sensations. This was my cleansing after all the recent turmoil since Mom had died. This was the celebration of our intimacy, two family members left all alone with no one but each other. This was Cameron fulfilling her promise to take care of me, in any way she could. This was my revenge and release at the same time, the perfect way to clear my head after a stressful day, by bending her over face-down and sodomizing her until I'd gotten the aggression out of my system. Well the aggression was out now. And all that was left to do was cum.


I forced my eyes to focus as I brought my chin back down. I stared at her perky buttcheeks. I leaned forward, adjusting my angle to a more vertical thrust and really driving my hips into my fucking motion to let my cock bore deeper and deeper into Cameron's bowels. And I reached forward with my hands, sliding them up and under her prone body to cup those nice, firm tits.


She didn't resist anymore. In fact, Cameron was limp beneath me, taking everything I had to give her. She'd surrendered. I'd won. And we were united at last.


The flow began unexpectedly. One second, I was happily bumping away. The next, big, thick squirts of cum were spraying out of my cockhead to hose down the inner depths of Cameron's backdoor.


"Fuck, yeah," I groaned again. "Feel that, baby?"


She only moaned in response.


"Ungh ... ungh-ungh..." I gave her a double-tap, squirting out a little extra. I kept shooting until there was nothing left in my balls. And when the flow finally stopped, I sagged forward, putting all my weight onto our juncture and pressing her pelvis even harder into the mattress. My cock was as deep as it would ever go up into her colon, and the two of us went silent once more.


Neither of us moved for a long time. Cameron was like the de-boned fish Elyse had been before, just a sack of flesh hanging over the edge of the bed. Her eyes were vacant as she stared away at nothing. And I simply panted to catch my breath while feeling my dick slowly shrivel up and retract though remain within her anal passage.


"That was great. We'll do this again sometime," I sighed happily, feeling the pleasant endorphin rush of my orgasm flood my brain. Slowly, the outside world started coming back to me, sounds from outside the bubble that had formed while Cameron and I made love in our own special way, and only now did I realize that I was hearing the sounds of someone ELSE fighting.


"Motherfucker! You get OFF of her!!!" a girl shrieked. Meaty thumps that sounded like arms hitting arms sounded off to my right, and I turned my head to see Elyse thrashing like some crazed animal while Sam did his level best to pin her against the wall.


How long they'd been fighting, I didn't know. But as I watched, Elyse managed to grab hold of an expensive vase off a pedestal against the wall and she swung it around in a sharp parabola, its terminus abruptly intersecting with Sam's skull.


Sam went limp and collapsed. I barely had time to blink before the crazy lady was suddenly on me. And the next thing I knew my head was ringing after the back of it bounced off the floor while Elyse straddled my chest and rained fist after hammer-fist down on top of me.


The double-doors to my bedroom burst open and I turned my head to see that Mario had heard the commotion and come running. With a surge of adrenaline, I got hold of Elyse's arms and rolled her off of me. Mario then came up behind her, trapped her arms against her torso, and lifted the crazy bitch into the air while she flailed her legs.


I got to my feet and took a look around. Across the room, Sam was starting to get to his feet, and taking a deep breath I figured the worst was over. Only now did I realize that Mario had not burst into my room alone. For some strange-ass reason, Ben was with him. That confused the hell out of me, but first I wanted to deal with Elyse who was still struggling in Mario's arms.


Stepping up to her, I muttered coldly, "I'm gonna kill you, bitch." And I slapped her across her jaw as hard as I could. Stunned, Elyse immediately went limp.


I'd thought that would be the end of it, but a shout from the doorway drew my attention and suddenly Mario was groaning in pain as he collapsed to the ground, still with Elyse in his arms. I gawked in surprise as I realized Ben had attacked Mario, and already filled with rage after Elyse's assault, I snarled and immediately threw a punch right at Ben's face.


But it didn't connect. One moment, I was angrily lashing out at the guy, and the next moment he wasn't there. Instead, I felt my entire head being rocked upward and backwards like I was a PEZ dispenser. My legs went wobbly, and I staggered several steps back as the world spun in circles around me.


I didn't hear anything for a little while, the sights and sounds muffled and irrelevant while I dealt with my immediate issues. It wasn't so different from the tunnel vision I'd felt while fucking Cameron, where everything around me disappeared except for that which mattered most.


But eventually the vertigo passed and I realized I was leaning against a dresser drawer, my hand braced on top of it the only thing stopping me from collapsing to the floor. I shook my head to clear it and looked up to find that Mario was out cold and see Sam and Ben fighting. It looked like Sam had the upper hand as his superior size was overpowering the idiot savant who looked like more of a lover than a fighter. But then Ben poked a thumb into Sam's eye and followed it up with a kick to the knee, and Sam went down on all fours.


Enough of this shit.



I didn't keep many weapons in the house. If a SWAT team with DEA agents ever came to raid this place, the plan was to surrender peacefully and deal with the bureaucracy. I had no intention of dying spectacularly in a hail of gunfire or any such bullshit like that. Even in the world of drugs, there were other ways of dealing with conflicts than escalating a situation that had a high probability of killing me and ending my joyride prematurely. I left the gangsta wannabes with their sideways sidearms to the streets.


But that didn't mean I didn't HAVE a gun.


The safe above the dresser drawer was a simple device, not so different from one you'd find in a nice hotel. Four buttons and it opened for me, and I retrieved the standard-issue Glock Chad had procured for me long ago. I slapped the clip into it, turned, and pulled the slide, and the weapon made a very satisfying click that certainly drew Ben's attention.


Standing over an unconscious Sam with his fists bunched, Ben quickly opened up his palms and visibly sagged.


"You shouldn't have done that, dude," I muttered wearily as I aimed the gun at him.


Ben obediently raised his hands in a surrendering position. "No, I shouldn't have. I just don't like it when guys hurt girls. You shouldn't have smacked Elyse."


I rolled my eyes at his naïve stupidity. "You shouldn't have gotten involved with her in the first place."


"Maybe not. The girls call it my White Knight complex. Can't turn down a damsel in distress."


I snorted. "Another hero. Good way to get yourself killed is what it is."


Ben winced at the word 'killed'. "Are you really going to kill me? C'mon, Carter. Sex, drugs, and rock 'n roll I get. But murder? Isn't that a bit extreme?"


I thought about that. Bringing the attention of the authorities wasn't really what I had in mind. There were most assuredly people who knew Ben had been here tonight. If he turned up missing, a very bright spotlight would be shone on my private little oasis. I didn't want that, and with a sigh I conceded, "Yes, it probably is."


"Look I'm sorry," he apologized. "I didn't mean to beat up your boys. Adrenaline rush, that's all. You know I've got connections to Elyse; she's my friend. I didn't like you smacking her and I was trying to protect her, that's all. Can we move past this?"


As annoyed as I was by his intrusion, his words made a certain kind of sense. Ben rushing in for a misguided rescue of a meth-slut who didn't deserve his concern was ... well ... Well it was stupid, but it was in line with his character. After all, Cameron HAD pegged him as a hero.


Cameron.


My eyes unfocused and I felt the strength in my arm leaving me. In the moment while I was raping her, everything had made sense. She deserved it, I deserved her, and I was only taking what was rightfully mine, right? But now ... after the fact ... I was starting to realize.


Shit, I RAPED her.



Ben was muttering something, and I looked up as he continued, " ... We're friends, right? I did what you asked, even fucked Lexi. I'd never been with her before, you know that, right? She's my little sister's friend, and I didn't really want to get involved in that way. But I know you get off watching your girlfriends get nailed. I did that for you."


"Lexi..." I mumbled, blinking a few times and mentally going back over the last half-hour or so. I thought about Ben tenderly making love to my girlfriend, and how much it had filled me with disgust to see him being so tender and intimate in a way I could never be with the one who truly mattered to me. And of course, that line of thinking brought me back to...


"Cameron..." I moaned. I turned and stared at the bed, and found that my dearly beloved was staring right back at me. There was no warmth in her eyes, no sisterly concern. There was only hate, and sadness, and pain after the things I'd done to her.


She was crying, and with a sniffle and a deep breath, she wiped her eyes, closed them, and shook her head disapprovingly.


I'd raped her.



I could have done it years ago. I could have done it when we were teenagers. But I'd never wanted it, not like that. Not by force.


I'd wanted to have sex with Cameron, that much was obvious. I'd wanted SO BADLY to feel my cock burrowing deep inside her body, to feel our loins joined together in the ultimate form of unity. I'd wanted that physical pleasure, to feel myself emptying my liquid love into her very core. And yet as much as I'd wanted those things, there was something I'd wanted even more.


Her love.


Her acceptance.


Her desire to be with me as badly as I wanted to be with her.


No more.


Not possible.


Not after what I'd done.


Above all else, I'd wanted her to want ME.


More than all the voyeurism and all the degradations and all the chemically-aided orgasms, what I craved the most was a woman's choice. Whether it was Elyse choosing to take my dick into her mouth or Rebecca choosing to get assfucked or Judene choosing to pull an ass-to-mouth, nothing made a decision better than having HER choose for HERSELF.


And I'd wanted Cameron to choose me.


But I'd taken away her choice. After years of waiting, tonight I'd cheapened our first time together. Tonight I'd stolen her last virginity, the one thing she'd been saving for me all along.


Tonight I'd destroyed our future.


Ben was still staring at me with his hands up. Well, he was staring at what any intelligent person would be staring at, which was the gun in my hands. I suddenly felt very tired. As much as I had loved my lifestyle, I was now very tired of it. It was exhausting throwing party after party after party. Every week it was the same: handle my business, get girls hooked on meth, smack the harem into line, and get myself off whenever convenient. All while biding my time, all while waiting for a future with my One True Love that I now realized was never going to happen.


She might have someday come to love me the way I wanted her to.


She might have someday gotten over her hang-ups, her fears, and her womanly overthinking. With enough time after burying Mom and getting on with her life, she might have put our "siblinghood" in the rearview mirror and eventually decided to move forward with me as a couple.


Someday. Maybe. Could have been...


... but not anymore.


Not after I'd raped her tonight.


She was going to leave me, and this time I wouldn't be able to stop her. I could lock her up, but she'd hate me for the rest of eternity for what I'd done to her. There was no going back. My life as I knew it was over. My whole reason for existence ... her ... wouldn't be here anymore.


I didn't care about Lexi. I didn't care about Rebecca or Judene or Jessica or any of the others. I didn't even care about Sam or Chad or the business. They'd all been means to an end, a future goal that no longer existed.


And now that it was gone, my life had no meaning.


I couldn't have Cameron, and really ... if I couldn't...


Then no one could.



I'd have to kill her. I'd have to kill myself, of course. There was no way I'd want to continue living a life without meaning, live a life with such a bleak future that didn't have her in it. I'd have to kill myself, but first I'd have to kill her so that no one else could have her instead. It would be beautifully tragic, like Shakespeare. Bonded for all time in life and bonded again in death. Yeah, Cameron had to die.


Elyse had to die, too. She'd been nothing but a pain ever since I got sick of her. Annoying, clingy, causing trouble everywhere she went. Better to put her out of her misery than let her keep fucking up other peoples' lives. I'd already told her I'd kill her, so now I may as well follow through. I wouldn't have killed her in the past because the headaches and police inquiries wouldn't have been worth it. But what would it matter if I was dead anyway? I'd feel better knowing I'd finally snuffed out the bitch myself.


So of course that left Ben. He was a witness now. He'd seen too much. Sure, Sam and Mario were still here, but they were both unconscious. They'd wake up to a room full of dead bodies and figure out how to move on. Chad had connections, and they knew everything anyway. But Ben wasn't part of my posse. He was an outsider intruding where he shouldn't have gone. Some might call that being a hero, rescuing the damsel in distress. But things don't always end like in the fairy tales, and coming down here would be his last fatal mistake.


"You know, any other night and I would have let you walk away," I began, sniffling past the tears I hadn't even realized I was crying. "You really didn't do anything we can't fix. I even get where you're coming from about wanting to protect a girl like Elyse. That's noble, man. But the problem is that tonight is NOT like any other night. Tonight is tonight. And I'm sorry, but there's no walking away from this one."


Shoot Ben. Shoot Elyse. Shoot Cameron. And then finally shoot myself. That was the plan.


Ben didn't realize I was actually going to kill him, not until I raised the gun again and pointed it right at his face. I watched his eyes go wide in shock just before I pulled the trigger, and even though he dodged I was rewarded with the sight of the bullet impacting his head and a spray of blood spurting out from his skull to splatter against the wall behind him as he fell to the floor.


And that's when Elyse tackled me.





11:50 PM



While I hadn't forgotten Elyse was here, and in fact I'd even planned to shoot her next, I'd forgotten that she was no longer immobilized. If I thought she'd been a crazed animal before, she was like a monkey with rabies now. Scratching and clawing and hissing and biting, Elyse was doing everything she could possibly think of to attack me and I barely fended her off.


Like before, my superior strength and weight served me well as I managed to roll her off me. But Mario was still out cold and this time he wouldn't be grabbing her from behind, so I had to climb on and pin her down myself. Repeated smacks to the head weren't enough to take the fight out of her, and she scraped her nails across my cheek and also bit down on my wrist before I managed to grab her skull and start braining her against the floor to finally make her stop.


And then I got tackled AGAIN.


My new assailant didn't stay on top of me. He slumped to the floor and I realized my arm was streaked with blood. I blinked and realized that Ben was still alive, even if the entire right side of his face was covered red with blood so that the white of his eye stood out brilliantly against the darkness. Amazingly, his attention was on Elyse as he grunted, "Elyse! Get out of here!"


The gun was lost, I didn't know where. It had fallen when the crazy bitch tackled me. But I still had my wits and my fists and I wasn't bleeding profusely from the head. So it was an easy matter to crawl over and start throwing punches at Ben again.


We wrestled for a bit, and Ben shouted again, "Elyse! Cameron! Both of you get out of here!"


That got me to turn my head for a moment, and Ben managed to land a punch to my gut which took the wind out of me. And the next thing I knew he was crawling away for the gun which had skidded against the wall.


I saw that Elyse wasn't moving. Apparently bashing her head into the floor a few times had knocked her senseless. But I saw that Cameron was getting off the bed, and as I realized that she might actually escape, a fresh burst of adrenaline shot through me. I dove forward, grabbing onto Ben's legs and jerking back so that he dropped onto his belly with the wind knocked out of him. Still holding onto his legs, I used them as grips to launch myself forward. And then we both were scrabbling for the gun, each with an arm outstretched, finding that the weapon was just out of reach while we lay on the floor side-by-side throwing elbows and knees into each other.


Not too far from us, Elyse groaned as she rolled onto her side and started to get up.


Finally, I managed to throw an elbow into Ben's throat, choking him and making him pull his arm back to grab at it. Getting up onto all fours, I crawled forward and seized the gun in my hands. I spun around to locate my opponent, realized he was reaching for me, and swung the gun around like a rock in my hand, cracking the butt-end right against his forehead.


Ben immediately slumped face-first to the floor, his body going limp. I took the opportunity to crawl further away, and once I was out of his reach, I got up on my feet and took a few more steps back. "I win!" I crowed, aiming the weapon at my fallen foe.


Cradling his throat with one hand and holding his concussed head with the other, Ben wheezed and tried to get up. Meanwhile the blood continued to flow from the wound on the upper-right side of his head. His eyes took a moment to focus, but once they did they opened wide in panic, not so different from the last time I'd pointed a gun at him.


"This time, I won't miss," I promised. Taking careful aim at his midsection, I started squeezing the trigger. But as I began, I felt movement from the side as I was about to get tackled again, and I abruptly turned to meet the attack.


"NO!" Elyse shouted as she threw herself at me. My finger completed its contraction, and the gun went off only inches away from her chest. Elyse's eyes popped WIDE open as she felt the bullet's impact, but her momentum still carried her body into me as she knocked us both to the ground.


I lost the gun AGAIN.


This was getting old. The only bright side was that Elyse wasn't biting or clawing me this time, and it was an easy matter to roll her off me. But by the time she did, Ben was back on his feet and hitting me as hard as he could. Still, he was going weak, and I was able to toss him off me. He rolled over toward my desk, and I darted my head around left and right while looking for the gun. I didn't see it, and I was starting to panic when I realized Ben was on his feet and coming at me again, this time with a gleaming silver letter opener in his hand.


Shit.


Focusing on my opponent, I set my feet and readied myself for his attack. Ben stopped a good distance away from me, similarly adopting a martial arts pose. We circled each other for a moment, both of us breathing hard. But I noticed that the blood kept flowing out from Ben's head, he was wobbling on his feet from dizziness, and he was struggling just to keep his arms up.


Setting my jaw, I moved forward with confidence and batted aside his first lunge with the letter opener, impacting his wrist and making him let go of it. Really, he was so weak that it was quite easy to knock him to the floor. Then, I quickly pounced and landed on his midsection, straddling Ben's stomach as I started rapid-fire punching his face. He went fairly limp beneath me, his arms upraised in his final feeble attempts to ward me off. As I felt the last of his strength leave him, I separated his arms and pinned them down to either side of his head. Ben stared at the ceiling in a daze, already halfway into unconsciousness as he kept losing more and more blood. And recalling what I'd done with Elyse, I seized Ben's skull in both of my hands.


"I'm sorry," I told him. "It's not personal. You were just in the wrong place at the wrong time."


Taking a deep breath, I lifted his head and braced myself to bash it against the floor as hard as I could. But just then I heard the sound of a gunshot, and I raised my head to find its source.


Cameron, still naked, knelt on the floor beside the bed. She held the gun with both hands, a thin tendril of wispy smoke issuing from its tip. The gun was shaking, held unsteadily in her hands, and she was openly sobbing as she slowly lowered her arms and let the gun point down.


Only then did the pain in my abdomen register. I looked down at my red shirt and realized that a circle of darker red blood was rapidly spreading across the fabric. Cameron had shot me in the gut. My One True Love had actually shot me. But while the emotional damage felt the worst, it was the physical damage that was lethal, and I felt the life draining out of me as my spine went limp and I collapsed flat on my back across the floor.


I wasn't dead yet, though, and what little energy I had left I put into trying to get up. But moments later, I felt a new sharp pain in my chest, and I looked down to find that Ben was on his knees while the dull end of the silver letter opener stuck upright from my body all on its own.


The life bled out of me even faster now, and my head limply turned to the side. Inky blackness soon filled my vision, clouding my sight and threatening to overwhelm me. But before it did, I saw a sobbing Cameron sink to her knees just a few feet in front of my face.


Before I went blind, the last thing I ever saw was my Cameron turning the gun around to press the nozzle against her own heart.


And the last thing I ever heard was the sound of another gunshot.


Chapter 30: Minuet


BEN



I came awake before my eyes opened, and despite an instinctive attempt to raise my eyelids, for now they didn't rise. Through the translucent patches of skin covering my vision, I was aware of illumination around me. But it wasn't so intense as to make me shy away from it.


Momentarily deprived of my sight, the rest of my senses came alive with much stronger clarity. My sense of hearing noticed a rhythmic beeping sound off to my left, electronic in nature and perhaps a touch faster than one beep per second. My sense of smell scented the cool, dry mustiness of a stale room overprocessed by perpetual air conditioning and never allowed to taste the freshness of the outdoors. And my sense of touch informed me that I was supported in a reclined position with full back support, provided the kind of cushioning that one never finds in a home or office.


Memory returned to me, and as the events leading up to my present condition raced through my brain, I realized that I must be in a hospital bed recovering from my wounds. An attempt to move my left arm resulted in a slight tugging sensation against my skin, no doubt from an IV inserted into my vein. The restriction around my head that reminded me of wearing a baseball cap was likely from some kind of bandage wrapped around my skull. There were plugs in my nose feeding me oxygen, probably the source of that stale smell. And the general aches and pains throughout my body told me that not much time had passed since I received my many injuries.


Taking a deep breath despite the pain in my chest from ribs that were probably bruised, I inhaled and felt a ticklish, almost electrical sensation crawl up and down my limbs. Prior to that moment, my sense of touch had only activated enough to inform me of my position, but now I could feel my toes wiggling and my fingers stretching. And I could also now feel the hand holding mine.


Finally my eyelids rose. The sunlight coming in through the window wasn't that bright, but it was still intense enough to make me squint for a few moments while my irises constricted and my vision adjusted. Turning toward the source of the hand holding mine, I noticed the fuzzy outline of someone's head before me. As the seconds passed, I identified blonde hair, pale skin, and sky blue eyes. And then all at once, the image focused and revealed her identity.


I blinked away crustiness that clung to my eyelids and opened my mouth to gawk in surprise. "D ... Dawn?" I rasped, my throat dry.


"Hey..." she replied sweetly, a nervous smile momentarily touching her lips before her calm serenity returned once more. "How do you feel?"


I blinked twice more, my brain still not quite processing how My Dawn had come to be by my side. "Uh..." I grunted helplessly as my poor mental processes went into a recursive loop of stupidity. I could almost see the egg timer icon in my mind flipping and flipping and flipping over again while my computing power accomplished absolutely nothing.


Okay, time to reboot.


With a groan, I braced my palms on the mattress to either side and pushed myself up. Dawn lurched forward, a hand on my chest as she soothed in a tender voice, "Hey, not so fast. Take it slow."


But it was too late. Pitching my head forward too rapidly, I felt inky black clouds immediately swim into my vision. I got light-headed, and the room spun around me. The last sensation I felt was that of Dawn's hand caressing my cheek, and then the blackness took over and my consciousness was gone once more.





I blinked my eyes open and immediately turned my head to the last place I'd seen her. It didn't seem to take as long to get my eyes to focus, and sure enough Dawn was still in her seat, staring at me with that expression of relief to see me awake and alert. Her eyes were a brilliant sky blue, piercing in their intensity and yet soothing in their softness. The sunlight backlit her so that her blonde hair shined like a halo around her head. And as I gazed upon her for really the first time since I'd nearly died, all I could think of was how achingly beautiful she really was.


"Gonna take it slow this time?" Dawn asked with a mirthful grin, squeezing my right hand with her own.


Blinking slowly, I took a deep breath and felt the ache of my ribs once again. I gave her a nearly imperceptible nod, just once, and instead of trying to sit up, I reached out with my other hand and found the electronic controls for my hospital bed. Looking down at the keypad, I identified the one that would incline my backrest and pressed it. The mechanical whirr of a low-power motor filled the silence in the room as the bed raised my body into a nearly upright sitting position. When I reached the right angle, I let go of the button and winced while taking another deep breath against my sore ribs.


"Surprised to see you here," I stated carefully, grimacing against the dryness of my throat.


Dawn's eyebrows furrowed, and without me saying anything more she pointed to a pea green pitcher on the table beside her. "Want some water?"


I nodded thankfully, watching as she let go of my hand and poured half a Dixie cup. Standing up into a half-crouch, she braced her left hand on the mattress and leaned over me to raise the cup to my lips. I opened my mouth to let her pour some of the water inside before the rest of my body caught up to me, and I raised my right hand to take the cup from her and feed myself.


"Not too fast, and not too much. Your body can't handle a lot just yet, and they told me not to give you more than that or you'd throw up."


Dawn waited until I finished the water and handed the cup back to her. She set it down on the table before reaching up to brush a few strands of her fine blonde hair behind her ear. "Better?" she asked.


I swallowed thickly, still not entirely comfortable, but I nodded in the affirmative. My immediate need taken care of, I returned to my original question. "What are you doing here? And is there anyone else with you?"


"I'm here because you got shot," she replied matter-of-factly before blushing and looking down at the floor in embarrassment. Bringing her gaze back up to me, she added, "I, uh ... Well this isn't the first time you've gotten shot, and I distinctly remember NOT being there for you the last time. No matter what else is going on in our lives, I couldn't let history repeat itself."


I blinked but didn't otherwise respond.


Dawn nervously looked down at the floor again before fiddling with her fingers and taking a deep breath. "As for everyone else, most of them are at the house – my house, I mean. Your parents. My parents. Brooke and DJ and the twins. Even Sasha's been staying with us from time to time. I already called to let them know you woke up for a bit, and they're all driving over here now. Everyone except Adrienne; she's here in the hospital, too, and she's gonna be pissed she wasn't here when you woke up. She went to get us lunch, but I called her and she's rushing over from the cafeteria right now."


"Just you two?" I frowned. "Not to sound egotistical, but I would have thought everyone would be hanging out in the waiting room for me to get out of surgery or something. Isn't that what people do in the movies?"


Dawn shrugged. "They were, for the first two days at least. But the hospital didn't want our entire extended family filling up their waiting room for days on end, so they sent most of us home. We've been on rotating shifts, and I guess I just got lucky that you woke up for me." Her smile was warm but bittersweet.


I blinked in surprise. "'Days on end'? Wait, WHAT?" I tried to sit up straighter again, but Dawn immediately held my shoulder and kept me at bay.


"Hey, hey," she soothed. "Take it easy. The doctor said it would take a little while for you to regain your equilibrium and coordination. It's a common side-effect of being in a coma."


"I was in a coma?!?"



"Hey, reLAX..." Dawn rubbed my arm. "It was medically-induced. You got shot in the head and there were bullet fragments imbedded in your cranium. Good thing you've apparently got a thick skull. But you still got a brain bruise and the doctors said the coma would reduce intracranial pressure or something like that and help you avoid getting any permanent brain damage. It wasn't for that long; just a little more than a week."


"A WEEK?"



"Hey, reLAX..." Dawn repeated, still rubbing my arms. "It's not that bad. They stopped giving you the meds to keep you in a coma two days ago, but there was no way to tell exactly when the drugs would flush out of your system and you'd wake up. Like I said, we've been on rotating shifts, and I already called the house to tell 'em you're awake now. But even still, the doctors are going to have to look you over before they let the whole crowd come visit."


"Ungh..." I groaned and let my head fall back against the mattress behind me.


"You'll do fine. You fed yourself with a cup of water. That's perfect recovery. I read that some coma patients can't coordinate that well for a long time. You're pretty lucky."


"I don't exactly feel lucky right now."


"Yeah, well that's what happens when you get shot in the head. Rushing into a meth house by yourself against guys with guns? Not exactly your smartest move ever."


I lowered my eyelids halfway and glared at her. "I wouldn't expect you to understand. Wanting to be there for someone, really be THERE for them, no matter what."


Dawn bit her lip and frowned, instantly looking pitiful enough that I wanted to take back my harsh words. Yet I couldn't forget how much pain and heartache she'd already caused me, and the hurt, vindictive part of me didn't let me say a word to assuage her guilt.


There was a long silence between us, but after a moment Dawn slipped her hand into mine. For some reason, I didn't jerk my hand away like I thought I would, and she squeezed my fingers.


"I know I wasn't there for you before," she began. "I was messed up, and I wasn't who I needed to be for you. I know it feels like I kept running away from you right at the times when you wanted me to stick it out by your side and make things work together. I didn't, and for that I'm eternally sorry. But sorry isn't good enough, and words of apology won't fix what's happened between us. You're angry and resentful even now, a year after everything went down between us, and you have every right to be. But I don't have a time machine. I can't go back to the past and undo my mistakes. All I can do is be here for you NOW. As soon as my mom told me what happened, I drove here as fast as I could."


Folding my arms over my chest, I sighed and stared away from her. "So what, if I hadn't gotten shot, you'd still be up at camp? Gee, thanks for only coming back to me NOW."


"You didn't want me here before. You made that clear enough on that phone call New Year's Eve. You hated me, and you had every right to hate me. So I stayed away. I spent a lot of time thinking about us, but more importantly, thinking about you and me as separate entities. I was desperate before, desperate to win you back as my soulmate, as my lover, as my husband for all time. But that was part of the problem. All my sense of happiness was tied up in you, and it was only AFTER I finally managed to let you go that I was able to move on."


I snorted. "I'll bet you did. Does your friend Nick have a big dick? Does Deedee's pussy taste as sweet as you dreamed?"


Dawn frowned at the bitterness in my tone, but she shook her head. "I never slept with them. Thought about it, of course – goodness knows I got horny enough – but I didn't do it. Not out of some kind of loyalty to you; that would still be fixating on you as my ultimate goal, an unhealthy obsession. No, I did it for me. Believe it or not, some 21-year-olds out there in the world have to live their lives without getting regularly laid. I've always been a very sexual person, but I committed myself to rising above my carnal instincts and really focusing on what makes me happy as a person deep inside."


"That a crack about the way I'm a slave to my carnal instincts?"


Dawn shook her head immediately. "I'm not here to judge you. I drove all this way down here to support you as best I can. But I'll listen, too. If you don't want me here, I'll go back to camp; Norma will understand. But Ben ... you're my friend. You've always been my friend. And even though I went a little out of my head this last year or so, I'd like to think the twenty-one years we had together BEFORE that will still mean something to you. I'm not here to interfere in your romantic relationships or reclaim some lost part of your heart, really. And maybe my timing sucks and dealing with me coming back to town is the absolute LAST thing you want to deal with. But the fact is that you almost died, and the thought of you and I being parted for all eternity WITHOUT ever getting the chance to make things right between us ... well it freaked the hell out of me. So I'm here. I just want to be friends. That's all, okay?"


I took another deep breath and sighed, shaking my head.


"Baby steps. A chat, here and there. Otherwise I'll stay out of your hair. I'm moving back in with my parents. I'll be close enough to visit but far enough away that I won't bother you, alright?"


"I've got a ... well ... we're not officially boyfriend/girlfriend or anything yet, but things are getting there."


"I know. Sasha's nice. She's sweet, and she's smart. I always liked her."


"She's a stripper ... or ... she was."


Dawn shrugged. "A girl's gotta have an edge if she's gonna keep up with you. As long as she loves you properly; that's the important thing."


"She does." I nodded before narrowing my eyes at Dawn. "So you're really not here to make trouble or try to win me back?"


Dawn shook her head. "I wouldn't do that to you."


"Not sure I believe that, especially after what happened the last time we saw each other face-to-face."


Dawn sighed. "Well, it's the best I've got right now, unless you can think of some way you'd like me to prove it."


I mused on that for a second, scrutinizing the open, unthreatening look in Dawn's eyes. "Prove it? Alright. Stick around. Get settled in back home. Make nice with your sisters, especially DJ after what you did to her that last time we saw each other. And don't fucking run away from me again, you got it?"


Dawn smiled and squeezed my hand again. "Got it. I'll be here. I won't leave you again. Not after the universe gave me such a kick in the ass."


"Me getting shot is not the universe telling you to come back to me."


"Maybe not. Maybe there's no such thing as Destiny. Maybe there aren't any cosmic forces that bind you and me together. But this is fact: I woke up in a cold sweat just before midnight on the sixth of May. I was shaking and I was crying, practically hysterical. My roommate Zoey said I kept screaming your name. I knew something was wrong with you. I KNEW it. So I called home and woke up my parents. Mom was on the phone trying to calm me down and tell me that she was sure you were just fine when Dad got the call from DJ. And then all of a sudden Mom was freaking out and asking me how I knew."


I blinked and my jaw dropped open.


"I told her I didn't know anything. I just had a feeling. Mom explained to me what had happened, so I got in the car in my pajamas, and now I'm here."


I was still blinking in surprise.


"Maybe it was coincidence. Maybe it was just a bad dream. But I choose to believe that there's still something between us. Maybe we're not destined to be romantic partners someday. Maybe we still are. I don't know, and I'm not going to rush into anything or pressure you or do anything like that. I've made a lot of mistakes I need to make up for, and I'm not here to mess up your life. But I believe the universe gave me a sign, and I'm sticking around here until I figure out what that means."


I couldn't answer, and I didn't answer. Just then, the door opened and Adrienne rushed in, followed by two nurses. "Holy shit, Tiger! You ARE awake!"


I smiled and opened my arms for a hug. Adrienne launched into me a little harder than was probably good for me, and I groaned in obvious pain. The next twenty seconds was a flurry of activity with nurses reprimanding Adrienne to be gentle while she apologized profusely, me complaining about how everything was achy, and Dawn smiling and squeezing my hand the whole time.


It was good to be alive.





The next couple of hours flew by in the blink of an eye. Dawn and Adrienne were allowed to stay, but had to step aside while the doctors and nurses ran a series of tests on me to verify what I already felt inside: that I was just fine and would make a full recovery despite suffering a cerebral contusion and spending more than a week in a medically-induced coma. My aches and pains were more from my body not moving for more than a week than the beating I took, and would go away soon. My brain swelling had gone down as well. Ultimately, they were confident I would suffer no lasting effects from my ordeal save for occasional dizziness that would eventually discontinue, and an ugly bullet scar on the upper right side of my head. They'd shaved my skull for surgery, but eventually my hair would re-grow and cover up the scar, and with enough time I'd be good as new.


Maybe there was something to this Destiny bit after all...


The rest of my worried relatives, plus Sasha, all arrived before the doctors were done with their tests and had to wait outside for a while. A good chunk of the Tri-Delt harem came too, which likely made for some interesting conversation with the parentals. So they were all chomping at the bit by the time my immediate family was allowed into my room, and all of a sudden no less than three people were asking me questions and trying to talk at any given moment, filling the room with more noise than a Las Vegas pick-up bar. But finally my dad got everyone to calm down, and with the parentals asking questions first, everyone was eventually satisfied that I was indeed alive and would remain so for the foreseeable future.


Thankfully, nobody asked me about the ill-fated trip to Carter's. I gathered tangentially that the other people who'd been there had already been grilled to death on the subject, especially DJ, Brooke, and Adrienne. But I still didn't know myself how things had turned out, and once the two sets of parents stopped interrogating me, I started thinking about getting some questions of my own answered. But just then a dizzy spell hit, I started moaning and groaning, and the thought of talking any more than I had to really didn't appeal.


I was fine, really, just woozy and tired. My energy reserves were non-existent and the time spent going through tests and talking with my family had wiped me out. Inky black clouds covered my vision once again and I passed out.


When I woke up again, it was dark outside and a different Evans sister was holding my hand.


"Hey, kiddo," I rasped, coughing just a bit.


DJ was actually talking to Brooke and didn't realize my eyes had opened until I said that, and she nearly jumped out of her chair. But she recovered quickly and cocked her head, asking, "Dry throat? Want some water?"


I smiled at the sense of déjà vu and nodded while pushing the button to raise incline my bed. She poured the Dixie cup full this time and was about to feed me when I took the cup from her and fed myself.


When I was done, I handed the cup back. DJ accepted it, looked me in the eye, and whimpered, "I'm so sorry."


I arched an eyebrow. "Is this Evans-daughter apology day?"


"What?"


I shook my head and smiled. "Nevermind."


DJ frowned and glanced at Brooke. My little sister widened her eyes and then head-nodded for her best friend to get on with it.


DJ took a deep breath and turned back to me. "I'm sorry for everything. I'm sorry you got shot. That never would have happened if it wasn't for me."


"Hold up. Me getting shot had nothing to do with you."


"Of course it did – well, me AND Brooke. The only reason you were even THERE at Carter's place was to watch out for us. If we'd listened to you about how dangerous he was, none of us would have even BEEN there."


I exhaled slowly and shook my head. "Not true, not last night at least."


"Uh, it wasn't last night," Brooke explained. "It was more than a week ago."


I stared at her dumbly for a moment, unable to reconcile that my memory really had a gap of that many days. "Whatever. The point is: I actually went to that party for reasons beyond just you two. I went ... Oh, SHIT. Where's Elyse? What happened to Elyse?"


"Elyse?" DJ and Brooke looked at each other for a second before turning back to me. "You don't know?"


"I just fucking woke UP," I growled before taking a deep breath. I really was low on energy. "The absolute LAST thing I remember before waking up here is passing out in Carter's bedroom. But before that, I distinctly remember Elyse getting shot, too."


"But didn't anybody tell you anything when you woke up before?" DJ asked.


Brooke, who had been there with my immediate family, shook her head and explained, "He passed out before he could ask any questions. So no, nobody told him."


"Tell me now, please," I said wearily.


Brooke leaned forward in her chair. "Elyse is fine. Bullet went clean through her. She was hospitalized for a couple of days, of course, but she doesn't have insurance and they were quick to discharge her. Adrienne paid to put her in professional rehab not too far away from here. She's there right now."


I sighed and managed a smile of relief. "That's good. That's good. What about Carter? Is he dead?"


DJ took a deep breath and nodded slowly. "Yeah. Autopsy came back on that. Cameron hit him with a gut shot, and he probably would have died from that alone. But your letter opener severed an artery and that's what really did him in. You killed him." Her tone was matter-of-fact, with neither pride nor pleasure nor accusation in her voice.


I took a deep breath and thought about that. I'd never killed anybody before. I felt justified in my actions, knowing that I'd been coming to the defense of Elyse and Cameron and everyone else the bastard had preyed upon. But as evil as he'd been, I could still wish it hadn't come to that. I was still in shock over everything that had happened, but my rational brain told me I'd never forget cutting short another man's life, and I had no idea how doing so would or wouldn't haunt me for the rest of mine.


"What about Cameron? Is she okay?" I asked, once I'd gotten a hold of myself.


Brooke frowned. "You were there. You don't remember?"


I shook my head. "All I can remember is jamming that letter opener into Carter's chest and then collapsing. It took every last shred of energy I had left to do that. I really don't remember anything else until waking up here."


Brooke and DJ exchanged a look. Brooke winced, but she took a deep breath and hedged, "Physically, Cameron's fine. We don't know a whole lot of details, only what Amber told us. She got to Carter's bedroom before we did."


I sat up straighter. "You all ended up in Carter's bedroom? So you saw the whole scene?"


Brooke grimaced and DJ turned a little green. DJ was fighting off her nausea, so it was Brooke who continued. "Yeah. We all heard the gunshots. After the first one, we all just sort of looked at each other wondering if we'd heard what we thought we heard. One of the girls suggested it was just part of the music, and when we didn't hear anything else for a while the situation seemed to calm down. But then there was a second gunshot, and a third. That sent a bunch of girls screaming out of there, and some of the guys started heading down the stairs. It was DJ who realized that even though Adrienne and Meli and Lexi had come upstairs already, YOU were still down there somewhere. She took off running even before I figured it out."


"Amber was already down there," DJ intoned quietly, staring a thousand yards off to my right. "She said you'd texted her to say you were going downstairs, but when she texted you back you didn't answer. She got tired of waiting and snuck into the house. She got downstairs and watched Cameron shoot Carter and you stick that letter opener into his chest. But then Cameron looked at her with this expression of total and complete guilt over shooting him, and she turned the gun on herself."


"On herself?" I frowned. "But you just said that she's physically fine."


Brooke explained, "Amber knocked the gun away right as Cameron pulled the trigger. The shot went off but the bullet just went into the wall. A bunch of guys also got to the room just before DJ and I did, but they took one look at the scene and just RAN. Someone had already called 911 and they didn't want to be anywhere near that place when the cops showed up."


I took a deep breath and nodded. "So that's the end of the party house."


DJ nodded, took a deep breath, and looked over at me. "Amber saved your life. You were bleeding from your head wound, losing too much blood really. She bandaged your head and did some other ER-wizardry until the ambulances arrived. The doctor said that if she hadn't gotten to you as soon as she did, you might not have made it. Even so, they had to medically induce this coma to keep your brain from swelling."


"Where's Amber now?"


Brooke shrugged and said. "She flew back to her hometown. Said she couldn't wait another day before going back to her ex-boyfriend. Life is precious, right? She couldn't take the chance of something like this happening to him before she had a chance to make amends. Cameron went with her."


That got my attention. "Cameron's gone too?"


Brooke nodded. "Needed a fresh start and everything. Once the cops got done questioning her, she and Amber took the next flight out. Amber said that she'd be back to visit you once you woke up; Adrienne called her already. Plus, Cameron might have to return depending on how the criminal cases go. But with Carter dead, I don't know how much they're going to get into it."


"Just promise me you won't go vigilante or something," DJ said quickly, a spark of intensity in her sky blue eyes. "Trying to bust up the rest of Carter's buddies or something stupid like that."


I raised both hands, palms out, before using them to rub my head, which was covered only by a very thin stubble of hair. "No, no, I've learned my lesson. I'll stick to the fights I know I can handle and leave that sort of thing to the authorities."


DJ leaned over and hugged my belly and legs, whimpering, "Thank goodness. I can't believe how close we came to losing you as it was."


Brooke piped up. "Speaking of vigilante justice, the police are going to want to talk to you. Probably soon. Everyone else gave their statements, but you were the one with fingerprints all over the knife."


"Letter opener," I corrected.


"Whatever."


I sighed. "Great."


"You'll be fine. They've already talked to everyone else, including us. Everyone else's statements already prove you were acting in self-defense, especially Cameron's and Elyse's defense. Sam and Mario are the only ones the cops got, and they're more worried about their own skins than going after you."


I raised a hand to my forehead and rubbed it over my eyes. "So that's done."


"That's done. You're a hero, you know that?" Brooke reached out and patted my chest.


"Not really worried about that kind of thing."


"I know. But we all still think of you that way." Brooke grinned before getting up and pecking my lips. "My big brother, a genuine hero."


I blushed and waved her off. Brooke beamed at me, but when I looked over at DJ, the blonde had tears in her eyes and looked a little green around the gills. Only now did I realize she'd been quiet for a while, and I asked, "Hey ... you okay?"


Her lower lip quivered for a moment, and suddenly DJ burst into tears as she dropped her face onto my stomach while wrapping an arm around my torso, hugging me tighter than before. "I'm so SORRY!"


Instinctively I held her, furrowing my eyebrows in confusion as I looked down at her. "Sorry for what?"


But she didn't reply directly. Instead, still blubbering with her face against my belly, she muttered, "It was horrible. There was blood everywhere. Carter lying in a pool of blood with his dead eyes staring off at nothing. Elyse slumped in a corner moaning and bleeding out herself. And you! Ohmigawd. Your whole face was covered in it. Amber was cradling you and trying to wrap you up. I thought you were already gone. I thought you were dead."


"But I'm not dead. I'm right here, kiddo," I soothed, stroking her back.


"I thought you were dead," she repeated, her voice a whisper.


I kept stroking DJ's back, and she clutched me tightly for what felt like a long time. But after a while, she shuddered and tilted her head back to look up at me.


Shaking her head slowly, DJ stared into my eyes and bit her lip in a frown before whimpering, "This is gonna sound so cliché, but I never realized how fragile life can be. I thought you and I were young and invulnerable and that we had all the time in the world. I've been so selfish, such an egotistical bitch wrapped up in my own youth and beauty. All I cared about was not being settled down and saddled down before I was ready. I was nineteen, right? I had a lifetime ahead of me. But it could all be taken away in the blink of an eye. YOU could have been taken away from me in a blink of an eye. I'm so sorry..."


"You don't have to apologize," I assured her.


"But I do. Seeing you half-dead and covered in blood was bad enough. But when your coma dragged on and I kept staring at your lifeless body, I promised myself that if you ever woke up I'd tell you just how much I truly love you. That I feel horrible for letting my doubts poison our relationship. I was so stupid to leave you! I didn't realize what I had until it was gone ... until YOU were almost gone, forever! I promised myself I'd tell you that I want to be with you again, to love you and marry you and--"


"Deej..." Brooke interrupted.


"What? You were the one saying all along that I'd never find a man in the whole universe better for me than your big brother. Even when I was burying my relationship with him under layer after layer of horseshit rationalizations in a vain effort to make myself feel better, you kept telling me that if I could just get my head screwed on straight again that he'd take me back. And then the three of us would be perfect together, for all time, truly 'Family'."


Brooke's lower lip quivered and she took a deep breath. There was moisture in my sister's eyes as she flicked a glance at me before focusing back on DJ. "I did. And I meant every word. I just think we should remember that Ben woke up a few hours ago and what you're saying might be a bit much for him to handle, alright? Springing all this on him is going to create an expectation for him to reciprocate, and that's just not fair. Not now, alright? He's awake now. You've said your piece. But I really think we should let him rest."


"I know, I know," DJ sighed, sniffling as she sat up straight and wiped her eyes. "Adrienne's back. You've got this thing with Sasha and the Tri-Delts. Kim's still out there. I get it. I can't expect you to just drop everything and everyone else in your life. It's just ... I hurt you. I hurt you, badly, when I had that abortion. I know that now."


I sighed and shook my head, "Deej..."


"Brooke was the one who made me realize that you didn't knock up Kim to hurt ME, to get revenge or anything like that. Instead, it's that you were SO close to family and security and ... and -I- hurt YOU so badly ... that the only way you could cope in that moment was to get Kim pregnant. I get it, and while you and I can probably agree that it wasn't the most well-thought out decision of your life, I don't blame you. I don't resent you. I totally, totally get it."


I nodded slowly and replied weakly, "Thanks, I think."


"And I meant what I said about wishing we could go back in time, back before I screwed everything up. I want to date again and fall in love again and find out just how special you and I can be together again, without any second-guessing about who ELSE you might have feelings for or whether or not you really have feelings for ME. I should have believed you back then, shouldn't have doubted you when you told me you loved me. Then maybe none of this would have ever happened and you and I would still be the happiest couple in the whole world. Maybe I'd be your wife right now, and we'd be fucking like rabbits every day and even having those kids you always wanted. But I didn't do that, and you got shot, and now everything's a mess between us and I don't know HOW to fix it but I wish I could and I wish WE could and I wish..." She trailed off, whimpered, and took a deep breath. "I know it's impossible, and that we can't go back in time. But ... well ... I love you, Ben. And ... I wish..."


I blinked a few times, and there was a long silence between all of us. DJ stared at me, scrutinizing my face for any sign of reaction to everything she'd said. I simply took deep breaths, still trying to wrap my head around everything that had happened to me and ALSO DJ's proclamations of love and desire to reconcile. And Brooke fidgeted for a bit before taking a deep breath and muttering, "And THIS is why I said it was too much to spring on him all at once."


DJ cracked a smile, and that seemed to break the silence. I let my head fall back against the mattress and took a deep breath to calm myself, the extra oxygen from my nose tubes making me feel a little light-headed as I did so. And when I picked my head back up I found myself staring right into DJ's eyes.


"I love you too, kiddo," I said finally. "It IS a lot for me to take in and I hope you'll understand that I can't make any promises for the future right now. Everything in my life has been turned upside-down, and at the moment I don't even know if I'll ever be able to walk again, let alone ever fuck like rabbits and have kids, with anyone."


"You'll be able to walk. Your legs and spine are fine," Brooke offered.


I chuckled and smiled. "Thanks. But you get my point."


"I do. Of course you need time," DJ agreed. "I'm just happy you're still alive."


"Me, too. And maybe in another week or so, when we've put some time between us and my little 'incident', your emotions will have returned to somewhat more normal levels and we'll talk again, alright?"


DJ sighed in resignation, but nodded and put on a brave smile. "Alright."


I nodded too, and that feeling of light-headedness soon began to give way to dizziness. "Meantime, I think I need another nap."


Brooke hopped up first, leaning over and pecking my lips. "Rest up, big brother. We'll see you soon."


DJ quickly copied her best friend, kissing me a little more firmly. "I love you, and I'm sorry. And I'll see you soon."


I meant to say something in response, a murmured 'I love you, too' or a 'See you later'. But the inky clouds of unconsciousness had already taken over and I fell into the bliss of sleep.





The hospital room air was cold against my right cheek, the pillow reassuringly warm against my left. I did not, however, awake with morning wood. Despite not having sex since that final, almost surreal encounter with Lexi Gilmore in Carter's Showroom well over a week ago, I was anything but horny, even spooned up behind the body of a beautiful young woman.


I blinked in surprise to find myself in this position. The last thing I remembered before falling asleep was going through a battery of tests administered by the nurses. The various tubes and electrodes stuck into my body had all been removed, and I'd also been put up in a different room far away from the various pieces of heavy machinery that had been keeping me both asleep and alive during the recent comatose period of my life.


None of my family members had been present for that brief time of wakefulness, but the flowers, photos, and other mementos of home on the table beside me gave me comfort that they weren't far away. I had hoped to stay awake long enough after my tests to have them visit again, but by the time the doctor pronounced me as healthy as he'd ever seen a post-coma patient be, my eyelids had been dragged down by concrete blocks and I'd once again succumbed to unconsciousness.


But I wasn't alone any longer. Even here, in the dreary, impersonal environment of a hospital room, the women of my life had found a way to make me feel at home. And despite a marked lack of sexual arousal on my part, apparently my instincts died hard as in my sleep I'd slipped a hand beneath my current bed mate's shirt to squeeze the large breast I found cupped in my palm.


"He's awake," Paige's voice sounded softly from the chair to my right.


"I can tell. He's squeezing my boob," Sasha replied with a chuckle, raising her hand to cover mine and keep it pressed against her mammary despite my impulse to pull it away.


Although fully dressed in clothes better suited for the street than for sleep, Sasha had tucked beneath my blankets and made herself my cuddle partner. Taking care to not dislodge my hand from her breast, she twisted in place to roll onto her back and smile up at me, raising a hand to caress my cheek as I smiled back.


"Good morning," she greeted warmly.


"Is it morning?" I asked.


Sasha nodded.


I thought about that and asked a question that had been preying on my mind the last couple of times I'd woken up. "Morning on what day?"


Paige volunteered, "It's Wednesday. May 17."


I blinked in surprise. I remembered Dawn telling me I'd been in a coma for more than a week, but it was still a bit shocking to realize that I'd formed precious few memories in the last eleven days. And memories weren't the only things I'd missed. Turning back to face Paige, I muttered, "Holy shit! It's the middle of Finals Week!"


Sasha nodded and stroked my cheek again, drawing my attention back to her. "Relax. You've graduated. Professor Isakova went to bat for you and the powers that be granted you a medical exemption. You'd have passed all your courses even if you got zeroes for the remainder of your assignments, albeit without the grades you really deserve. Instead they're freezing your scores at what they were before you got shot. You could even walk at Commencement on Saturday, assuming..."


I took a deep breath and wiggled my legs. "Assuming I can walk."


Sasha winced. "I was going to say, 'assuming you get released by then.' Do you really think you might not be able to walk?"


"I dunno. Haven't tried it yet."


"And you're not supposed to," Paige cautioned. "Doctor's orders. No getting out of bed. No exertion of any kind."


Sasha smirked. "Which means I can't even give you a blowjob."


I shook my head. "Don't think I could get it up if I tried."


"Must be the liquid diet," Paige suggested. "Have you eaten anything that didn't get fed to you through a tube yet?"


I sighed, already tired just thinking about it. "Not yet. But I'm not hungry, either. That's weird."


"Your metabolism is still recovering," Sasha explained. "Your stomach has shrunk, your muscles haven't been used, and it's going to take more than a couple of days to get you feeling alright again. Think about those astronauts that lose up to 20 percent of their muscle mass in only a weeklong spaceflight and have to get carried off the shuttle. That's basically what you're up against."


I sighed. "Well how do we get me started?"


Paige held her hands up. "Not with us. We're just here to visit while we can. Dawn and Adrienne organized a waiting list, and Sasha and I just happened to luck out and have you wake up while we were here."


"Andie's complained that she's been here twice already and you just slept through both times."


I snorted and shook my head wryly. "Poor girl."


Sasha shrugged. "I've been here four separate times. Even tried to cuddle up to you like this when you were still in the ICU. Nurses freaked out that I'd dislodge a tube or wire or something."


I chuckled at that and pecked her forehead. "Well it was a very pleasant way to awake. Thank you."


She tilted her head and this time kissed my lips. "I'd say 'anytime', but given our surroundings, I'd very much hope this will be the LAST time you need to wake up by my side in a hospital, right?"


Paige reached over and rubbed my arm. "I dunno. With the way this guy keeps jumping into the middle of fights?"


I sighed. "Well at least I'm going to try really hard to NEVER get shot again, how about that?"


Paige snickered and shook her head. "Wanna bet?"





-- MONDAY, MAY 22, 2006 --



A stray beam of sunlight woke me up in the morning. 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.


The oversight wasn't my fault, not this time. I hadn't been the one to close the curtains last night; it was probably one of my roommates. For one thing, this was only my first night in my old bed. And after a busy, hectic day of moving back into the Berkeley house I'd called home for the past four years, the exertion of climbing up the stairs and taking a shower at the end of the evening had completely winded me so that I'd fallen asleep within seconds of my head hitting the pillow. No way was I going to check the curtains for cracks.


The decision of where to house me upon my discharge from the hospital had been up for some debate. Mom wanted to bring me home to Orange County and nurse me back to health in the family house, but Dad preferred that I stay closer to Alta Bates and their medical staff should there be any complications. I'd passed all their tests with flying colors, and the doctors said my recovery thus far had been nothing short of miraculous. But Cerebral Contusions and Intracranial Pressure were tricky things, the effects of which not always immediately apparent.


The Evanses, of course, had offered to put me up at their place. Certainly, Mom would have felt more comfortable knowing Deanna could be my surrogate mother and make sure nothing bad happened to her only son. But I had argued for, and ultimately won, the choice to move back into the house I felt most comfortable in.


While still weak, I was not an invalid. Five days of progressively more solid foods were bringing my energy back, and I could walk short distances without assistance. I could make it up the stairs by myself if I took my time and paced myself. And I'd shown perfect hand-eye coordination, or at least as perfect as I'd possessed before.


My doctor had shaken his head in amazement. He complained that Lifetime movies and sappy romantic comedies had convinced the general populace that people always woke up from comas with perfect hair and makeup and the ability to get on with their lives as if they'd only taken a short nap. Real recovery was NEVER like that, but I was the closest he'd ever seen.


Even after my discharge, I was scheduled for daily physical therapy sessions. My muscles had to learn how to work again, and overall body-coordination would take a little time. My stomach had to learn how to process solid foods again, and my diet would have to be carefully controlled. Plus, I required constant supervision on the chance that I might suddenly lose my balance, fall, and be unable to get up.


In short, I needed a nurse. And wouldn't you know it? Nurses were in ready supply.


No less than fifteen people showed up for my return to the house, the majority of them Tri-Delts. Nevermind that Finals had ended on Friday and the Seniors had graduated on Saturday, most of them hadn't seen me up and about in their visits to the hospital and they wanted to see me now. Andie insisted that since she had no summer job nor summer classes, she was moving into the house full-time to take care of me, and the other girls chimed in their willingness to help out as well.


Lynne made a crack about me needing someone to watch the watchers, lest the girls try to kill me with their enthusiasm. Bert added a quip about the last few months trying to keep up with the girls of Tri-Delt West being the cause of my weeklong coma, saying that if the sorority girls hadn't attempted Murder by Fucking in the first place, I'd have had more strength with which to fend off my injuries.


I'd simply glared at my best buddy and rolled my eyes over to the two sets of parentals who were well within earshot. Bert suitably blushed. Mom smirked and shook her head knowingly.


In the end, pizzas were ordered and devoured, and the festivities began to break up when I had to take an unscheduled nap. I awoke in the afternoon to find that somebody had carried me to bed, and I walked down the stairs under my own power to find that only my immediate family, the Evanses, and Sasha were left. Mom and Dad sat me down and we had a long talk. Brooke mothered me even more than Mom did. And Dawn was pretty quiet, not a wallflower per se but not imposing her presence either.


They all stayed through dinner, but afterwards everyone who didn't live under this roof started preparing to leave. Mom, Dad, and the twins were driving home in the morning. The Evanses obviously had their own house, and Brooke was staying with them for the summer during her Silicon Valley internship.


That left only Adrienne and Sasha in the house with me. Quite tired, I was right about to take a shower and go to sleep when Andie returned carrying several bags with her, apparently quite serious about becoming my live-in nurse. Since Sasha started her first day of work in the morning and Adrienne still had her modeling career to attend to, everyone agreed that if Andie seriously wanted the job then she was welcome to it. And her duties started with helping me take a shower.


Now such duty wouldn't be nearly as fun as it had been in the past. Instead of using her tits as loofahs to soap me as a prelude to sex, helping me shower was just that: helping. I pretty much sat on the bench while Andie used the detachable head to clean me up (although she did take both her shirt and bra off, claiming that she didn't want them to get wet). She also helped me get dressed, but at no point in time did I get a hard-on. Despite my growing strength and ability to move around on my own for short periods of time, precious little blood or energy had been wasted on useless erections. So Andie had helped me to bed, and I'd fallen into dreamless slumber for about twelve hours or so until that damnable sunbeam had woken me up.


At first, I simply picked my head up and moved it a few inches to the right before closing my eyes and trying to go back to sleep. But after a few minutes the ray of light found me again, and surrendering to the morning I stretched my arms above my head and yawned myself awake.


The movement did not stir my bed partners. Unlike some mornings, where one or both of them would be curled up against me in some intimately bonded position, neither Andie nor Sasha was cuddled by my side. To my right, Andie had rolled the other way, bent at the waist so that her arms and feet both dangled off the edge of the bed while her butt jutted back against my hip. To my left, Sasha lay on her back with one arm flung over her face and the other flopped behind her head and leaning against the headboard. Both of them looked quite peaceful, quite content in their slumber, and I didn't want to wake either of them. So taking a deep breath, I sighed and snuggled myself deeper into the pillow and mattress ready to wait them out. And even if I couldn't sleep, my energy levels were such that I was content to close my eyes and not do anything for a little while.


After a few minutes, I actually started to drift off again. One moment, I was yawning, and the next I realized Sasha had rolled against my side and let her hand slowly stroke its way up my leg. I didn't remember her rolling toward me, but I was starting to wake up again when her hand brushed over the bulge in my shorts, and I sighed as her fingers clamped the fabric of my boxers around my erection like one of those bamboo mats they use to wrap sushi rolls.


Two heartbeats later, Sasha suddenly jerked upright. "Holy crap!"


Her exclamation startled both me and Andie, but while I merely sat up, Andie flipped around yelping, "What? What?"


Sasha jerked the duvet down my legs and squeezed my cock, her eyes open WIDE. "Lookatit!" she squealed, stroking her hand up and down.


"Wha--?" I wondered, still quite drowsy.


Now it was Andie's turn to exclaim, "Holy shit! He's got wood!"


Belatedly, I realized she was right. I must've really fallen back asleep, which would explain why the blood had drained out from my head and down to my crotch. But I'd been so accustomed to having morning wood throughout my entire life that my sleep-addled brain forgot I hadn't sported a true erection in more than two weeks.


"Is it functional?" Andie asked excitedly.


Sasha grinned and looked up at her. "One way to find out." And with that, the gorgeous brunette bombshell pulled my cock through the open fly of my boxers, held it at a right-angle to my body, and dropped her mouth around the column of man meat.


"Ohhh, shit," I groaned as pleasure too intense to actually feel pleasurable assaulted my pitiful mind. Nerve endings that hadn't been used in far too long crackled to life and sent explosions of electrical signals into my brain, causing me to twitch and spasm with Sasha's oral ministrations as if I were undergoing shock therapy.


But after the first few seconds, my body adjusted to the unexpected sensations and the intensity of the feelings dropped below the pleasure/pain barrier. I moaned and stretched out my limbs as blissful sensations replaced the electric shocks running up my nerves, and I reached up with one hand to hold Sasha's head as she bobbed up and down in my lap.


"I wanna turn!" Andie squealed as she bounced up and down excitedly with the springiness of the mattress.


Sasha pulled off with an audible pop and giggled as the petite bottle-blonde made sure my cock wasn't in the open air for very long. Andie was so excited that she went from zero to sixty in no time flat, fucking her own face with my fuckstick and overwhelming me with pleasure so that I grimaced and clenched my kegels, trying to stave off a premature end.


"Let it go," Sasha soothed as she reached down and stroked my forehead. "Nothing to prove. Just enjoy it and let go." And then she bent over to kiss my lips.


Like lighting the fuse of a firework, the touch of her tongue set off a spark in my mouth that carried straight down my spinal cord and into my loins. I groaned into Sasha's kiss and abruptly bucked my hips off the bed, driving my dick several inches into Andie's accommodating throat. And then I saw stars as I spewed forth a thick column of white lava that went straight down into my cutie's belly.


Andie jerked with the impact but kept her lips sealed around the base of my cock, swallowing reflexively. And even when I had nothing left to give she only popped off long enough to catch her breath before deep-throating me again and using all of her inner muscles to massage my prick while rolling her eyes up to stare at me lovingly.


When my temporary blindness left me, I looked down to see that sight and smiled as I reached down to caress Andie's cheek. "Thanks, cutie," I said warmly. "That was awesome."


"Your first blowjob since you woke up. I'm thrilled!" the bottle-blonde said cheerily. "Well, Sasha got you started, but I got your sperm in my belly first!"


Sasha laughed. "Well I certainly hope that wasn't your last. You're walking again. You're talking. And now you're cumming."


"That last part is the most important, I think," Andie stated sagely.


Sasha laughed again. "No argument from me. And since you got to swallow his first cumload, I'm calling it now: I get his first insemination."


Andie screwed up her face for a moment but giggled cutely. "Fine. Fair is fair. But then I get to suck it out of you!"


Sasha grinned. "Deal."


Arching an eyebrow, I wearily looked back and forth between my two bed partners. "Do I get a say in all this?"


The girls looked at each other for a moment before glancing back at me. And in unison, they shook their heads and replied, "No."





Sasha would have to wait for her insemination, though. I'd lasted only a few minutes before busting my nut down Andie's throat, and apparently I'd become a one-shot wonder. Not even Sasha's and Andie's best efforts could resurrect my rod. In fact, my single ejaculation wiped me out so much that I rolled over and went back to sleep. No more fucking for hours on end and getting four or even five cumloads in a single session. Oh, how the mighty have fallen.


When I awoke, Sasha had left for her first day of work and Adrienne was only just waking up herself. She still lived model's hours whenever she could, staying up well past midnight and only rising around noon. She'd taken over her old bedroom downstairs, the one with the daybed and the vanity I'd built for her four years ago, and Andie and I were at the dining table when she finally emerged. Andie eagerly told her about my morning wood and my now-functional equipment, which woke up Adrienne even faster than her morning (afternoon?) cup of coffee could. And that prompted Adrienne to pull my chair out, sink to her knees, and see if she could get Big Ben to rise once more.


Alas, even supermodel Adrienne Fucking Dennis and her wondermelons couldn't turn the trick. The mind was engaged and I certainly WANTED to have an erection. But the body simply wasn't cooperating and after ten minutes of trying Adrienne had to admit defeat. Andie kept our spirits up, though, assuring both me and Adrienne that in time everything would be better. As important as blowjobs and fucking had been to my old life, bottom line was that they fell into the category of "wants", not "needs", and they could be put off for the time being.


But that discussion reminded me of something – someone – I'd already put off for FAR too long.


"Hey, Tiger. You alright?" Adrienne asked, nudging me with her toes after I'd apparently spaced out for a bit.


I flicked my eyes to her for just a moment and took a deep breath while turning to stare toward the front door. "You don't have a shoot or anything today, do you?"


Adrienne blinked at me and shrugged, replying, "Uh, no. Open calendar. I'm all yours today. Why? You have something in mind?"


I nodded and explained, "I certainly can't drive in this condition. No telling whether or not I'd lose control of the vehicle. But I need a ride."


Adrienne nodded. "Where to?"


"Sunnyvale."





Adrienne slowed the Mustang and made the right turn into the driveway of a familiar suburban house. Turning off the ignition, Adrienne glanced over at me and asked, "Do you want us to stay in the car?"


I looked at her and glanced into the backseat at Andie. "No, you both can come inside at least. Her dad will be out at work by now, and if she wants to speak in private we can always move to a room."


Adrienne nodded and we all piled out of the car. Andie had packed the wheelchair in the trunk, but I waved her off and summoned all of my energy to hold myself upright and walk to the front door. Still, Adrienne stood beside me and let me lean on her arm for a bit before I let go and forced myself to walk on my own.


There was no immediate response when I rang the doorbell. The three of us waited in silence until it became awkward, and I pushed the doorbell again. When another thirty seconds or so passed, Andie looked over at me and suggested, "Maybe she's not home?"


"Unlikely," I replied. "Last I heard from Bert, she's under strict orders to not leave the house."


"Things change," Adrienne offered, but just then, we heard the click of a lock being turned and she added, "and some things don't."


Kim opened the door wearing men's overalls with a definite bulge in her belly, as one would expect from a nearly five months-pregnant woman. She wore a gardening glove caked with dark brown dirt on her left hand, and in it she clutched the matching right glove. Her bare right hand covered her mouth as it gaped wide open, but even the gape of her mouth paled in comparison to how big her eyes were as she gawked at us.


"Hi, Kim," I greeted with a weak smile.


Perhaps I should have warned her how weak I was, because the moment she got over her shock, Kim reacted the exact same way she'd done the last time I'd dropped by her house unannounced: she kissed me ... HARD.


My weak legs buckled beneath me as Kim wrapped her arms around my neck and sealed her lips over mine, and she pulled her mouth away to shriek as we started to fall. But Adrienne was ready and she neatly caught us both, although we wobbled precariously for a moment before Kim got her feet under herself and together all three of us stood back up.


"Oh! I'm so sorry!" Kim gasped, covering her gaping mouth once again. Andie brushed off little dirt crumbs from my shoulders. "You must be so weak!"


"I'm fine, I'm fine," I assured her as I took a deep breath and tried to stand up again. "Well, I'm not fine, but I will be soon enough."


"Come inside. Sit down and rest." Kim's head bobbed up and down as if she were instinctively bowing out an apology, and she backed away while gesturing us into the house.


This time, I HAD to brace myself on Adrienne's arm, and I hobbled my way inside. Adrienne led me to a wide three-cushion couch, placing me in the center while she and Andie sat to either side of me. Still standing, Kim stripped off her gardening gloves and gestured toward the kitchen. "Would any of you like some tea?"


All three of us waved her off, but Kim held up her hands and gestured to the hallway. "Sumimasen. Let me wash up."


I gestured for her to go ahead and took a few moments to gather my energy. Kim returned a minute later, freshened up after removing the overalls and leaving her in the simple shirt and shorts she'd been wearing underneath. As she sat on the loveseat at a right angle to our couch, I noticed that her belly was much more pronounced. So getting up from my seat, I moved beside her and held a hand out, asking, "May I?"


Kim grinned, raised her shirt, and put my hand on her bare belly herself. I felt the drum-tightness of her skin, and beneath it the firmness of her belly. And a moment later, I felt the definite thump of a baby kick beneath my palm.


"Was that... ?" I asked in wonder.


Kim smiled and nodded. "I ate lunch not too long ago. He's very active right now."


"Is he doing well?"


"My doctor says he's doing very well. Very healthy."


"And his mother?"


"I'm fine," she replied serenely, although with a hint of sadness as well.


I took a deep breath and canted my head, still rubbing her belly. "What can I do for you? How can I help?"


Kim shrugged. "Get yourself healthy. Recover from your injuries. There is nothing else you need to do."


"And when I'm recovered? What happens then?"


Kim's eyes unfocused for a moment as she looked away, took a moment to compose herself, and looked back at me. She glanced over at Adrienne, and at Andie as well, before bringing her attention to me once more. Still, she didn't immediately speak.


Out of the awkward silence, Andie piped up. "Maybe I should go wait in the car. You don't know me very well, and I think this might be a little too personal a topic to have in front of a near-stranger."


"No, it's fine," Kim told her gently.


"Actually, maybe it would be better if we were alone for this," I said, looking at both Adrienne and Andie. "Not trying to hide anything from either of you, but some conversations are best one-on-one."


"Of course," Adrienne said, offering me a hand to get up.


I took it, and then summoning all my strength, gestured for Kim to lead us somewhere else. I followed as she took us down the hallway to her father's office.


Once behind closed doors, I sat heavily on the couch and waited as Kim sat beside me. Giving me a serene smile, she took a breath and finally answered the question I'd posed before. "As for what happens next, I suppose that's up to you."


Taking a deep breath, I sat up straight and gave Kim a serious look. "I want to take care of you. I want to take care of our baby. But you HAVE to have realized by now that I'm not the Master-type. You're a smart girl. Too smart to be deluded about who I am or who you think I could be."


"You're selling yourself short."


"Perhaps, but my life is a mess right now, and it was a mess when you got pregnant. In hindsight, I realize I wasn't thinking straight after everything I went through with DJ, and I think you know that, too. With all that was going on: my failed relationships, our final semester of college, and an abortion on top of that, what I don't understand is why you LET me get you pregnant."


Kim shrugged and replied evenly, "Because you wanted me pregnant."


I shook my head. "Not good enough, especially after everything I just said about my life being such a mess. You KNEW full well that I wasn't right in the head when all that happened, so that really only gives me two ways to look at this: One, that YOU got swept away by your emotions in the moment and couldn't bring yourself to stop me; or Two, that you manipulated me into getting what you said you wanted most of all: a child."


"I didn't manipulate you."


"Maybe 'manipulate' is too harsh a word, but I also find it hard to believe that you got carried away by your emotions enough to have an unwanted pregnancy."


"Is it so hard to believe? I love you. You are my Master."


I arched an eyebrow. "Master? Forgive me if I find that title a little hard to believe, especially after you chose your father over me."


"He is my father. Nothing you can do, nothing you will ever be, will change the fact that he is my father." Kim pursed her lips. "They say a daughter will always belong to her father until she belongs to her husband. Only once married will her husband become more important to her than her father. We are not married. I do not know that we would ever be married. Therefore, he will always be number one to me."


"So what: even IF I was a true Master, even IF I commanded you to leave your father's house and come with me, you would obey him?"


"Precisely. Unless, of course, we were married."


I arched an eyebrow again. "That a proposal?"


Kim cracked a smile and shook her head in the negative.


My eyes narrowed. "You know, you didn't actually say that you DID get swept away by your emotions in letting me get you pregnant. You claim you didn't manipulate me, but I'm having a hard time believing that right now."


Kim shook her head. "There is a third explanation."


"Which is?"


She shrugged. "That this pregnancy is best for both of us."


I took a deep breath and raised my eyebrows. "You're gonna have to explain that one to me. You didn't get to finish your degree, and I don't have a job lined up. How exactly is this best for both of us?"


"It's what I want, of course. I didn't get swept up by my emotions, and this is an outcome I desired. But I didn't manipulate you, either. In reality, this IS what you want: family, security, a bond of blood that can never be broken."


"Binding YOU to the most un-Masterly Master in existence."


"I think perhaps you're getting hung up on the title at the moment. This isn't some stereotypical Dom/sub fantasy. Despite the games we played with Viktoriya, the restraints and the positions of obedience, you and I have never had that kind of relationship."


I smiled, thinking back to the realization I had in Peyton's bedroom on Cinco de Mayo. "No, we haven't. You're a smart girl."


"And you're a smart guy. You can be dense as a rock at times, true, but there's a genius buried in there somewhere."


I shook my head. "I don't know about 'genius'."


"Selling yourself short again."


"Perhaps. But I don't think it's my intellect that attracts you, nor whatever potential for confident, assertive, 'Master-ness' you may think me capable of."


Kim blushed and smiled coyly.


I sighed and shook my head. "I owe you an apology for the way I've behaved lately."


Kim frowned. "Apology?"


I shrugged. "I've been such an idiot. I've gone about this entirely the wrong way, trying to imagine myself as that very stereotypical 'Master' than you needed me to be, imagine what it would take for me to have that level of confidence and poise and certainty in my life to be your rock and your commander and all that jazz. I've barely turned 22, I'm still in college, and the mere concept of what you supposedly needed me to be felt so intimidating and so daunting a task that I practically put my head in the sand and couldn't bring myself to even begin. But all along, that wasn't what you really needed me to be. That wasn't what you wanted me to be. All you needed me to be was ... well... 'me'."


Kim's smile broadened.


"You wanted our relationship exactly the way it was. And yes, let's please toss aside the title of 'Master' for a bit, huh? Because you're NOT a sub. You're not some helpless little creature who needs guidance from someone else to make sense of her life. You say you didn't manipulate me into getting you pregnant; fine, I'll run with that. But you ARE a master manipulator, working behind the scenes to shape both yours and MY futures as you see fit. You're the ultimate fake-out: the stereotypically reserved, subservient Japanese geisha who's actually the one in charge. It's all a façade."


Now Kim blushed and averted her eyes. "It's not ALL a façade, and I never set out to misrepresent myself."


"I know, I know. You're just being you. But at the same time, you said it best yourself: You know what you want, and you know what you don't want. And what you apparently want is me: warts, flaws, and all."


"I do."


"Then why?"


"Why what?"


"Why abandon ME?"


She frowned. "I never abandoned you!"


"You let your father remove you from school."


Kim winced. "THAT was unexpected. So close to graduation, I thought he'd let me finish, especially since the baby wouldn't be due until well after. But there are ... complications..."


"I suppose even YOU can't predict the future."


She shrugged helplessly.


"But you still abandoned me. You didn't answer my calls. You didn't let me stay in contact with you."


"My father's rules."


"You could have found a way to bend them. I've figured you out. Even when supposedly a submissive, you already know how to lead from the bottom."


"He's still my Master."


"But if I was important to you, you would have found a way. You always did. We just got done talking about this: as much as you value your relationship with him, you're not as subservient as some people might think. For me, if you really love me like you say you do, you would have found a way. Especially knowing how much it was killing me inside to not be in contact with you."


"I didn't want to be a distraction from the rest of your life."


"Your absence was a distraction."


"Was it? Forgive me for saying this, but you're kind of an 'out of sight, out of mind' type of guy. Sure, you may have thought of me from time to time, but it's easy for you to get lost in the people around you rather than dwell on those not present. From what I heard, you did a good job keeping yourself occupied, and in the end, it has paid off. You're getting your degree, you had the Tri-Delts for company, your relationships with Sasha and Andie have bloomed, and now even Adrienne has returned. The presence of your pregnant baby-mama-to-be would have dampened the enthusiasm of the Tri-Delts and probably curtailed those developing relationships with Sasha and Andie."


I made a face, not yet willing to concede what she was saying.


"And now, with school out of the way," she continued, "you still have time to come back into my life before the baby is born."


"So you'll let me back into your life? More to the point: your father will let me back into your life?"


"He will," Kim smiled at me mischievously. "Like you said: I'm pretty good at getting my way in the end. I know my father, and I know what buttons of his to push. To be honest, he won't let me leave the house to go be with you right now, but I think perhaps that is a situation best for both of us. I can remain here and allow him to take care of me, to protect both me and our son. You can continue living your life and be with the various women in your life without my interference. But soon you will be able to visit more often, and then once the baby is born you can have the chance to be more fully involved in his life."


"What, he'll let me move in here?"


"Perhaps. Perhaps not."


My eyes narrowed. Now that I was more aware of Kim's true colors, I was paying more attention. "You don't want me to move in here."


She blushed and didn't answer.


"Okay, I'll play. What DO you want?"


Kim batted her eyelashes. "What -I- want is irrelevant. That is for my Master to decide."


"Bullshit. Quit playing games. What do YOU want?"


Kim giggled and shrugged, giving me a look like a little girl caught with her hands in the cookie jar. "I want to get a house with you and raise our son together."


I grinned. "Me, too. But ... uh ... I don't think your dad would let us do that very easily."


"Not easily, no. Some compromises would likely have to be made. But in the end, he will allow it."


"Okay then, sounds like we have a plan!"


Kim nodded. "But not just yet. First, we'd have to GET a house."


"And for that, I'll need a job..." I took a deep breath. "And a big down payment. I know lenders have been playing fast and loose lately, but the market's at a peak and ... well ... maybe it'd be better if we rented for a few years."


Kim glanced at the door. "I know someone outside who I don't think would terribly mind buying us a house if you asked her nicely."


I blinked in surprise, thought about that, and asked, "You really think she'd just up and do it if I asked?"


Kim nodded confidently. "I know she would."


Smirking, I shook my head. "You really HAVE thought of everything, haven't you?"


Kim shrugged. "I know what I want."


I grinned and shook my head one more time. "Well you know what I want? After peering behind the façade and watching the real Kim in action, I want you to NEVER try and call me 'Master' again, got it?"


There was a twinkle in her eyes. "Acknowledged."





-- SATURDAY, AUGUST 26, 2006, THREE MONTHS LATER --



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. Moaning in ecstatic pleasure, she reached back with her right arm to tug our spooned bodies even closer together as she felt my pelvis grind against her ass while cum flowed 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.


When I could spurt no more, I groaned and bent my head down so I could tenderly kiss the back of Kim's neck as I cuddled up behind her. My left arm remained where it was, snaked beneath her pillow and wrapped around so that I could palm her left breast, the globe rounder and fuller than ever before in her life. I let my right arm drop free of the matching orb to let my fingers glide over her distended belly, swollen and massive now that she was only six weeks away from her due date. And imagining I could actually feel my son's heartbeat through his mother's skin, I caressed Kim's belly with an upwelling of emotion that practically brought tears to my eyes in the aftermath of our intimate lovemaking.


Purring with deep-rooted satisfaction, Kim put her hand on top of mine and guided it in rubbing her bare belly. I tightened the grip of both my arms, knowing how much she loved to feel me crushing her body within the strength of my embrace. And craning her head back to meet mine, she kissed me and sighed, "I want to be pregnant forever. I'm so sensitive and I've never had orgasms like these."


I chuckled and rubbed my nose against her bare shoulder. "Aren't most women supposed to be miserable in these last weeks of pregnancy and can't wait to get it over with?"


"Well I can't wait to meet our little boy, that's for sure," Kim replied dreamily. "But you already know I've loved being pregnant. And I'm not kidding about the intensity of these orgasms."


"Just another reason you shouldn't have LEFT ME all semester. Think of all those great orgasms you missed."


"We're not getting back into that."


"I know, I know," I sighed and nuzzled her nose again. "I'm just glad I got you back in the end – both of you." I rubbed her belly once more.


There was a knock at the door, and without waiting for a response, Adrienne poked her head inside. "Hey there, guys. Sorry to interrupt, but the clock's ticking. It's almost showtime."


Groaning, I buried my face into Kim's naked back before glancing over her body at the clock on my nightstand. Adrienne was right: we had about a half-hour before our guests would arrive, and that assumed nobody would show up early.


"Okay, we're getting up, we're getting up," I muttered like a little boy waking up late for school. Sliding off the bed, I circled around to Kim's side and reached out to help her.


She cradled her swollen belly as she sat up and accepted the tissues I proffered to dab up her leakage. But instead of allowing me to pull her onto her feet, she took a whiff of her armpit and said, "I need a shower. My father won't like me smelling of sex when he arrives."


I winced and nodded. "It's been hard enough convincing him to let you out of the house to visit at all."


"Best not to upset him, lest he decide to move in with us after the baby is born."


I laughed and now pulled her up onto her feet. "Say no more. Let's get you showered. I could use one, too. I know I smell like sex."


"Alright, but don't take too long," Adrienne warned. "At the very least you'll want to be downstairs and presentable before the parentals arrive."


"Yes, dear," I cracked while leaning over to peck my girlfriend's cheek. "See you in a bit."


Adrienne rolled her eyes and huffed at me. This house that we'd moved into was "our" place, hers and mine, and we were supposed to be co-hosts for the housewarming party that was about to start. But I'd been shirking my duties for the last hour or so.


See, Kim had convinced her father that she was stressing out over whether her home-to-be once our baby was born would meet with his approval. So he'd grudgingly given her permission to come over early and oversee preparations, rather than continue to stress out and elevate her heartbeat and all that jazz. Of course, Kim hadn't done a thing to oversee preparations and instead had elevated her heartbeat with me by taking advantage of one of her all-too-rare opportunities to get laid. In fact, we'd only had sex a handful of times since she'd re-entered my life.


Thankfully, we already knew Kim would have little to worry about. The house Adrienne had bought for all of us had plenty of advantages for pleasing parental units: modern design, spotless cleanliness, easy childproofing, and plenty of space with three bedrooms upstairs and a guest room/office downstairs.


Of course, there were plenty of aspects about the house Kim's dad wouldn't like, starting with the other occupants taking up those extra bedrooms. It wouldn't just be me, Kim, and our baby in the house; Adrienne, Sasha, and Andie were living with us, too. We'd tried to assure Mr. Fukuzaki that several trustworthy babysitters would only be a good thing for the health of his newest grandson, but he still had a hard time wrapping his head around the idea of his daughter's baby daddy living with three other young women, especially since Kim still refused to marry me.


Now that the cat was out of the bag, so to speak, Kim's true colors had been showing more and more. Her behavior really didn't change much, and it was still in her nature to take a back seat and let others do the driving in most aspects of her life. But she certainly knew how to put her foot down when she wanted to, and while it seemed that in 98% of all situations she was only too happy to bow to her father's wishes, getting married fell into that other 2% and even her father knew not to push her any further on that one. Of course, he could still blame ME, and that Kim refused to even make me her monogamous boyfriend further strained his acceptance of me, especially since we'd made it widely known that I had a steady girlfriend who was NOT Kim.


Adrienne's resumed "girlfriend" status was more of a public appearance thing than anything. It served two purposes: further promoting her bisexual orientation for the media at large, and validating her presence with me and the ownership of the new house for Kim's father. Living in a house together with my loving girlfriend while still wanting to take care of Kim and Kim's baby made a certain logical sense, or at least it made better sense than the idea that I was just a stud muffin at the center of my personal harem of girls, Mr. Fukuzaki's daughter being only one of them. The man had not forgotten about the internet sex tape, nor that my new/old girlfriend had been my very prominent co-star. Knowing that his grandson's father was boinking another woman was bad enough; if he realized Sasha was the other girl in that video I was pretty sure his brain would explode. As far as he and the rest of Kim's family was concerned, the house was mine and Adrienne's, Kim was moving in so I could take care of her and our baby, and Sasha and Andie were just "roommates" there for convenience and to help pay the mortgage.


The point is: he was allowing Kim to move, or at least he would once the baby was born. Beyond her ability to show a backbone when she wanted to, I suspected that Kim had been holding onto some trump card, some unassailable bit of logic or maybe even an emotional argument that he wouldn't be able to refuse. And rather than use it early in her pregnancy to get herself out of his house and reunited with me, she'd kept it until just the right time for a moment like this. She still wasn't due to deliver until early October, but at least I could look forward to a day very soon when she and our son would move in.


But while Adrienne had resumed being my official "girlfriend", in reality not much had changed in our relationship. We were still "siblings-with-benefits": emotional rocks for each other without romantic complications, free to date whomever we wanted and boink whomever we wanted without recrimination or complaint. And although neither of us did much "dating" as it turned out, there was still much boinking to be had, or at least there had been for the last few months.


Up until a few days ago, Adrienne, Sasha, Andie, and I had all remained in the Berkeley house, fucking up a storm whenever the urge struck us. While it had taken a little time for me to make a full physical recovery from my coma, the girls had been making full use of my erections whenever I managed to get them. And for two months now I'd been back at full strength, the Big Ben I used to be.


Plus, our activities had not been limited to the four of us. The Tri-Delt house was still just down the road, and the TDW harem girls that had stuck around for the summer each came by to personally verify that Big Ben was back in action, including an extended weekend when Peyton came back to town. Then there were the occasional models Adrienne brought back to the house to join us ... and that time we made a visit to Nocturne and ended up at Marisa's apartment with three other strippers ... and Andie's birthday party where the girls slipped something into my drink, and to be perfectly honest, my memory is rather fuzzy on the whole evening.


But alas, all good things must come to an end, and after four gloriously wonderful years in that house, we gave it one final goodbye bang and then moved out to move on with our lives...


... across the street.


No really, we moved across the street.


I still don't know exactly how she did it; the house hadn't even been up for sale. But Adrienne knew the place would typically be rented out to students, and the day we left Kim's house and I told her of Kim's idea that she help us buy a home, she'd promptly done some research to locate the owner, drove into downtown San Francisco to find him, and apparently made him an offer he couldn't refuse.


The location couldn't be beat. We were all familiar with and comfortable in the area. Sasha had easy access to the BART station to get to work downtown, Adrienne could come and go as she pleased, and Andie was only blocks away from campus to finish her Senior year.


On top of that, Lynne had gotten a job in Oakland, and with Bert staying to get his MBA, the two of them had moved into an apartment only a few blocks away. Not only would the most important women in my life all live within a hundred yards of me, but two of my best friends in the world would also be nearby.


And yes, I was getting my MBA, too. The look on Viktoriya's face when I told her had been priceless.


Four weeks after Adrienne negotiated a sale on the spot, we had the keys. The last two months had been spent renovating, remodeling, and redecorating. And on Tuesday we moved in.


Standing on my new front porch, I could look across the street to see the place I'd called home for four years. So very much had happened to me in that time: some good, some not so good. But all of them were memories, and I had to admit I couldn't be happier to be remaining so close by. True, for me, Adrienne, Sasha, and Andie, our time there as residents had come to an end.


Now we were in our new home, and it was time to make new memories.





Freshly scrubbed clean, Kim and I arrived on the main floor of the house just in time for the doorbell to ring. Adrienne and I looked at each other and I gestured, saying, "You've done all the work. You should have the honors of greeting our first official guests."


Adrienne smirked and shook her head, saying, "I've seen the movies. You're the guy, you're supposed to open the door, but I get to say the first welcome."


I rolled my eyes and replied, "Fine." And I reached forward to open the door.


"Hiii!" "Congratulations!" "Kim! You're here!" several voices said all at once.


"Welcome, everyone!" Adrienne greeted with a megawatt smile. "So glad you could make it!"


Backing away, Adrienne and I let the Evanses pour in through the door and into our foyer. Deanna went straight to me for a hug and Jack embraced Adrienne before switching off. I was still shaking Jack's hand when DJ hugged me, followed immediately by Brooke, who had spent the whole summer with the Evanses during her internship.


Many greetings were uttered and many questions asked without enough answers, the words sometimes lost in the chaos. But when the voices died down a little I stared over at the lone figure by the door patiently waiting her turn.


"Hey, Dawn," I greeted, holding out my arms.


"Hey yourself," she replied softly while moving into my embrace.


We held each other a little stiffly, neither gripping the other very tight. Despite the Evans home being only about an hour away from here, in the last three months Dawn and I had only seen each other a handful of times. Part of it was me living in Berkeley, and part of it was that I'd been personally doing a lot of the renovation work over the last two months getting our new house in order. Remodeling had become my full-time job, and it was the kind of occupation that didn't give me weekends off. Even for the stuff I didn't handle myself, I was still overseeing contractors and ensuring the quality of their work.


The point is: I'd been busy, but even beyond that I hadn't been particularly motivated to spend a lot of time with Dawn. I was happy she'd come back, of course, and Adrienne and I had enough social events with the Evanses to bring us into contact every now and again. But first with my physical recovery and then dealing with the new house and getting smothered in girlflesh at all hours of the day, I wasn't particularly keen on revisiting old wounds from the past. So the few times we DID talk, it was about inane things like the weather, our daily grinds, and the odd quirks of our family and friends, instead of the complications of our deeply interconnected relationship, past and future.


And we weren't going to start today.


"It's a really nice place you guys got here," Dawn stated warmly, looking up and around the vaulted ceiling over the living room.


"Thanks," I replied. "Although Adrienne deserves all the credit. She's the interior designer of the two of us. If it had been up to me, we'd have ended up with all glass and black metal furnishings."


Dawn chuckled and nodded. I looked up and noticed that all of a sudden, the two of us were alone. It wasn't that our family members were conspicuously disappearing with the sole intention of forcing us to talk to each other, although that had happened more than a few times recently. Instead, Adrienne had simply led the assembled guests on a quick tour of the kitchen and great room toward the back of the house while Dawn and I had been busy with our mental ruminations.


"Shall we catch up with them?" I asked, gesturing with my head.


"Maybe I'll get the next tour when your family arrives," she replied. My parents and the twins were due soon, ostensibly to see Brooke before her Junior year of college since she hadn't gone home at all over the summer. But really this housewarming made a good excuse to bring the collected family together in one spot. "How have you been?"


"I'm good, I'm good. Crazy busy this last week, getting the house ready for tonight. I just put in that chandelier this morning, and the guest bed had been backordered and only arrived yesterday. There's been so much to put the finishing touches on that I've barely gotten any time to sleep."


"The girls still keeping you busy?"


"Always. But to be honest, not as busy as we used to. Sasha and Andie have been somewhat less demanding of me ever since they started their new relationship."


Dawn blinked. "Wait, new relationship?"


"They started dating ... I mean each other." I arched an eyebrow. "I didn't tell you?"


"It's been a couple of weeks since I've seen you, and we didn't talk much about them. Last thing -I- remember was that both of them were rather in love with you."


"Ohhh, okay. Well ... uh..." I scratched my head and tried to organize my thoughts. In hindsight, I probably should have seen it coming. For one thing, there was Sasha's clear attraction for other girls and her almost reckless sluttiness when it came to having sex with them. Starting with her mowing down Nocturne strippers after breaking up with her ex-boyfriend Rod, to the way she readily hooked up with any and all Tri-Delts who visited my house, it eventually became clear that my exotically beautiful brunette roommate leaned rather more to the female side of her bisexuality than male. In fact, I was the only male she currently slept with.


"So you know Sasha used to be a stripper," I explained to Dawn. "Over the last year, she often spoke about coming to terms with both halves of her identity: the hard-working, driven career woman who always did what she was 'supposed' to do at odds with the sensual seductress who got off on the power trip of performing on stage. Likewise, she always thought of her long-term romantic future being with a guy, getting married to a husband and maybe having kids yadda yadda. But she started opening herself up to alternate ideas for the future. And after a year of soul-searching and exploring her emotions and desires not only for me, but also for the girls in her life, Sasha ultimately chose to be with Andie, not me."


"Well that's a little out of left field," Dawn commented dryly.


"Not really, when I think about it. It's hard for you to see because you weren't with us this past year, and it's not that she doesn't still care about me; she does. But looking back, she attributed much of her infatuation with me to an interest in being a part of my free-love lifestyle and my open acceptance of her carnal instincts more than falling in love with me as a person."


"You mean she liked being with you and mistook that for liking you, specifically."


"Kinda. It was more about breaking away from her sheltered existence with high school boyfriend Rod and that clique, about having the freedom to no longer repress her desires and be as kinky as she wanted to be. Sure, she was still attracted to me and wanted to fuck my brains out. And as the catalyst for her transformation, I still hold a position of immense trust and reassurance in her world. But she'd always said that it wouldn't kill her if our romance fizzled out and we decided to remain friends, and at the end of the day, she realized it was Andie she couldn't live without."


"And you never saw it coming?"


"I should have. The signs were always there. Even before the whole Carter/Elyse mess, when Sasha and I started talking about developing our feelings for each other, she was so adamant that Andie remain with us at the same time. I'd thought it was about not losing Andie as a friend, but it turned out it was more than that."


"And Andie feels the same way?"


"Well, that one's a little different. I think Andie just really wants to feel loved. As bright as her love for me burned, I could never really love her back and knowing that always ate away at both of us. But once Sasha came to her realization and expressed just how important Andie had become in her life, it really wasn't difficult for Andie to open herself up to a different relationship. Sasha gives her the tenderness and intimacy that I could never quite manage, and since I was still in both of their lives for the past couple of months, we managed a pretty comfortable transition of gradually moving their romantic focus away from me and toward each other."


"But they're still living here, with you, Adrienne, and Kim."


"Officially, Andie has a room at the Chapter House. But she's got closet space and most of her gear here, so yeah, she'll be living here."


"And you're gonna keep fucking them."


"I'm not turning them down, if that's what you mean," I replied with a shrug. "But seriously, they're kind of in the honeymoon phase, which is weird when you consider how long they've been having sex with each other. So like I said: they've been less demanding of me."


"That's good, I guess. Not that you ever really had much trouble keeping up with four women in the house. You sure you still have enough bed space for everyone?"


"We're doubled-up across the board. Adrienne and I are sharing the Master, Sasha and Andie are in the middle, and Kim has a bed in the nursery at the end of the hall.


"Ooh, the nursery. Okay I change my mind about a tour. THAT I want to see!" Dawn said eagerly.


Just then, Brooke squealed from the hallway, "I wanna see the nursery!"


Both Dawn and I glanced over, and with a grin I commented, "Guess we're joining the first tour after all."





"Laters, bro. Love the digs. Now you come up and visit us soon, huh?" Brandi squeezed me tight before pecking my cheek and backing away.


"REAL soon, huh? It's been too long," Dayna added while kissing me as well, although it wasn't just a peck and it wasn't on my cheek.


Almost nervously, I held the busty blonde bombshell at elbow's length and broke the kiss off. "Hey, not in front of the in-laws, right?" I cautioned, shooting a glance across the room, I made sure Kim's father didn't just see that. Unfortunately, Kim's unmarried brothers Mike and Nick had been hitting on Brandi and Dayna all evening and both of them had seen the kiss Dayna had just planted on me. Oh, well. Hopefully they wouldn't read too much into it.


"Fine, fine. But then you owe me a visit so we can do one of those for real, got it?" Dayna grinned. "I've got a spider or two for you to smush."


I snorted and waved her off. "Bye, ladies."


I saw both girls out the door and then turned to find Sasha and Andie before me with their arms around each other's waist. Sasha explained, "We're heading out, too. But we'll see you tomorrow, okay?"


"Of course. And thanks for moving out for a night," I added with a sincere expression. Rather than make my parents and the twins get a hotel somewhere or even stay with the Evanses, Sasha was crashing with Andie at the Tri-Delt house tonight. The twins would stay in her room, and my parents would be in the guest room/office on the main floor.


"Believe me, it'll be my pleasure," Sasha replied cheekily. "And I DO mean my pleasure."


I chuckled, thinking of how much fun she could have in the Tri-Delt house with the sorority girls who'd stuck around for the summer.


"Bye, Ben," Andie chirped, hopping up onto her tiptoes and pecking my lips.


I smiled and waved them on. It felt like I'd been saying goodbye to people for a while now, starting with Paige, Kady, Noelle, and the Jacobsens up through Bert and Lynne just before my big sister left. Shortly after Sasha and Andie departed, the Fukuzakis came by to take their leave as well. I kissed Kim and shook hands with her father and brothers. Once they were gone, it was only my immediately family and the Evanses still remaining, and now even the Evanses were preparing their departure.


"We'll see you in the morning," Mom said as she hugged Deanna.


"Be on time. Country Gourmet gets super busy on Sunday mornings."


"I know, I know," Mom laughed. "Not my first time there."


"You young ladies all set?" Jack asked Brooke, DJ, and Dawn. Having moved in this morning, the three girls were taking the extremely long walk across the street to the original Berkeley house.


"All set, Dad," DJ replied breezily.


"Actually, not entirely," Brooke chirped as she looked over to me. "There's some kind of leak behind the upstairs toilet. There was water across half the floor when we moved in this morning."


"A leak?" Adrienne frowned. "I never noticed anything."


"Well you guys were out of the house for a few days, right?" Brooke replied with a shrug. "Maybe it's something that built up only after you weren't using it for a long time."


I puzzled over that for a moment and said, "Maybe a slow leak in the tank feeder. We wouldn't notice if we flushed it regularly, but if the tank went a few days without flushing, it could overflow."


"Do you think you could come check it out?" Brooke asked brightly.


"Now?" Dad put in. "It's getting late. If it's just a matter of regularly flushing the tank, surely it can wait until tomorrow."


"I guess," Brooke replied with a shrug. "But if it's not the tank, or if it's something else..."


"If it's a leaking pipe, dear," Mom added, "the water isn't going to wait for tomorrow. And it's not like the other house is very far away."


I checked the time and said, "It's fine. I'm wide awake anyway, and I hate the idea of leaving the girls a broken house the first day they move in."


"Up to you," Dad said, gesturing a hand at me. "But as for me, I'm going to get some sleep. Bye, Deanna. Bye, Jack." He hugged his old friends again.


So that settled it. Jack and Deanna Evans left to return home. Mom and Dad went to the first floor guest bedroom. And Adrienne came over to kiss me goodbye. "Go get 'em, Tiger," she murmured with a hint of a smile.


I arched an eyebrow at her parting words, as they had a note of finality to them. It was as if she didn't expect me back very soon. But she shook her head mysteriously and gestured for me to go ahead. Fetching my keys to the new house, I followed the girls out and across the street.


Even though I'd moved, it still felt like I was going home.





Brooke and DJ headed upstairs as soon as they walked in, but Dawn stopped and turned to face me with a wan smile. "Well, enjoy your night."


I arched an eyebrow. "You picked this room? Shouldn't big sister get the Master?"


Dawn shook her head. "Not a big deal to me. If anything, I like the idea of coming back here, back to my old room when I used to live here. Lot of memories..." she drifted away for a moment, and then flicked her eyes back to mine. "Lot of good memories."


"We made some good memories upstairs in the Master, too."


Dawn sighed. "And a lot of bad ones, too. Freshman year was a simpler time, for both of us. Maybe we weren't together back then, but then we weren't apart, either. Besides, Brooke really wanted the Master. And when she puts her mind to something..."


I chuckled, " ... even DJ doesn't stand a chance. I get it."


"Speaking of which, Brooke's put her mind to something else. You'd better get up there."


"Right, the leak."


Dawn smirked and nodded. "See you later."


I reached forward and hugged her. Such casual greetings and partings were comfortable enough between us, but I didn't realize I'd kissed her cheek until AFTER I did it. It was the first time I'd done it, actually. It had happened instinctively, without any of my usual stiffness or hesitations when it came to embracing her.


Usually, I had to fight to keep bad old memories at bay when this close to Dawn. Images of her crying and confessing to cheating on me or otherwise pushing me away and running away always crept into my vision when I looked at her, but those images hadn't come this time. I actually forgot for a moment all of the hurt she'd caused me, even if I remembered all of it right now. And blinking in surprise, I turned to see Dawn smiling more brightly than she had in months.


We still hadn't talked about the past. I'd been busy, and she hadn't been pushing me. No one had been pushing me, but for the first time, I thought that maybe I was ready to talk.


"Hey Ben? You coming or what?" Brooke hollered down the stairs.


I sighed and shrugged. "See you later," I finally replied.


Dawn smiled and waved me on.


So I turned and went up the stairs.





"So where's the leak?" I asked as I stood in the hallway and looked into the bathroom. Given the reason why I'd bothered to walk over here, I was surprised that the bathroom light was off and neither girl was inside.


"In the bedroom," DJ said softly from behind me. There was a husk in her voice.


I turned and arched an eyebrow, feeling an odd sense of déjà vu. DJ herself simply leaned back against the wall, a smirk on her face as she folded her arms across her chest. She gestured me toward the Master bedroom, and with my forehead furrowed in confusion, I walked a few paces over and looked inside.


My little sister reclined on her side across the big king-size bed. The room itself didn't look much different from when it had been mine; the girls hadn't repainted or rearranged furniture or anything like that. But the bedspread and the knick-knacks of decoration were all different, and the mixed familiarity with strange newness lent a surreal quality to the moment as I realized that I'd been set up once again.


"Have you been talking to Keira?" I wondered aloud.


Brooke frowned at me and gestured down the length of her body. She was wearing a see-thru chemise without a bra underneath, and frilly black panties that were clearly designed more for seduction than your regular pack of Hanes. "I'm wearing this and you're thinking about Miss McNeil?"


Well, I WAS, and it was one of my most erotic memories. But now wasn't the time to share that, so I facepalmed for a moment and held up my free hand. "Nevermind. Long story. I'm sorry. Can we start over?"


Brooke smirked and shook her head. "As long as I get my way in the end." She began playing with the spaghetti strap holding up her chemise. "You've made me wait long enough as it is."


I arched an eyebrow. "Me? What did -I- do to make you wait?"


"You mean besides keeping Sasha and Andie by your side at all times ever since January? Besides parading a host of Tri-Delts through this house, nevermind that NONE of them know about our unique relationship, which therefore prevented me from ever jumping you before this?"


I rolled my eyes. "Okay, without arguing about who walked out on whom back in January, it's not like you couldn't have pulled this same kind of ambush at your apartment during the year or at DJ's house over the summer. It's not like we haven't been hanging out at all these last few months."


"Whatever. We're not getting into a fight about this now. What's important is that it's my first night as Mistress of the Master Bedroom, and I've been fantasizing about christening these brand new bedsheets in a very specific, very explicit manner for a long time now." Brooke ran her fingers up her forehead and through her silky dark locks, giving me a coy smile as she set her head on her palm and used her free hand to tease the V-neck of her top. "It's been FAR too long since we were together like this, and I've got a craving for brother-dick that only you are EVER gonna fill."


"Go on. Stop dawdling." DJ encouraged me with a healthy shove in the back that sent me stumbling a couple of steps forward.


I turned back to look at my ex-fiancée, the ex-mother-to-be of my firstborn child. It was an unfortunate reality that I would always see her in that light, same as how I would always have to remember what Dawn had done to me as well. "You alright with this? I don't want to make things more awkward between us."


"Psht. It's you, and it's Brooke. This is just how you were always meant to be, and I've got nothing to do with it. But if it makes you feel any better, I'll leave you two alone." With that, DJ blew a kiss at Brooke and backed out the door, closing it with her.


I turned back to the bed to find that Brooke was sitting up now, but the shoulder straps of her chemise had been pulled down, allowing the wispy material to bunch up at her waist. Her unfettered breasts hung forward, capped by fully-erect dark rosy nipples. My little sister's chest was heaving as she panted in obvious arousal, biting her lower lip as she stared at me hungrily. And reaching out with both arms she gestured at me hurriedly while moaning, "Get over here. I wanna suck your dick."


I smirked and found myself walking toward her. Brooke and I had always had a different kind of relationship. There had always been love, but we were never romantic. She could annoy the hell out of me and do things that really pissed each other off, but all would be immediately forgiven. We hadn't done anything remotely intimate in nearly eight months, but there was no question that we'd pick up right where we left off.


We were siblings.


Special siblings.





[thwack]


"Nnngh!"


[thwack]


"Nnngh!"



[thwack!]


"Nnngh! Oh, SHIT!" Bent over doggy-style and hanging her head down between her upraised shoulders, Brooke started ramming her body back against my pelvis harder and harder and harder, taking over and fucking herself against me instead of the other way around. She went wild enough that I had to stop spanking her ass and instead grabbed onto her hips lest she accidentally dislodge us. And after a half-dozen more strokes she tensed up, threw her head back, and screamed in animalistic delight.


"AAUUUUUUGGGGH!!!" my little sister howled, shuddering and shaking as if she was trying to throw me off.


I rode the rollicking filly as best I could, hanging on for the ride until she finally calmed and ultimately collapsed face-down across the mattress, only now coming off my dick while I sat back on my heels and smirked at my handiwork.


"Fuuuck me," Brooke groaned in deep satisfaction after her one and only orgasm so far. She gasped like a fish out of water for a bit, her chest heaving beneath her while spreading her limbs to the sides. Even though she'd only climaxed the one time, I'd made sure it was a doozy, bringing her to the brink over and over and over again just the way I knew she liked it (and simultaneously hated it), before finally pushing her over the edge.


"Still mad at me?" I asked, still smirking. Brooke had certainly spewed several colorful epithets at me the last several times I wouldn't let her cum.


"Yes, still," she groaned before adding, "Now fuck me. Seriously. I can't do much to fuck you back right now – thanks for removing my spine – but my pussy is lonely and I won't be happy tonight until I feel you filling it with incestuous brother-cum."


Chuckling at that, I retrieved a pillow and wrapped an arm around my sister's waist to hoist her up high enough to slide the pillow beneath and angle her pelvis just right. She remained limp and spineless and unresisting as I put my knees to either side of her legs and reached down to palm her buttcheeks between my thighs. Spreading those perfect buns, I aimed my cockhead and slowly slid my cock back home. And then almost leisurely I resumed my in and out drilling motion, giving Brooke enough feeling to feel good and fulfilled without overstimulating her post-orgasmically sensitive loins.


"Fuuuck meee," Brooke moaned, bunching up the sheets in her hands as she panted and felt me doing just that. "Fuck me, big brother! Fuck your little sister! I haven't felt a dick inside me in WAY too long, and haven't felt YOU inside me in even longer! So good! So deep! For the rest of our lives, never stop fucking me!"


Despite my intentions to keep slow-dicking her, Brooke's words were quite the turn-on. As the tempo of her words sped up, so did the tempo of my thrusting. She kept urging me to fuck her, to pound my little sister's cunt, and drill deeper and wider and better than she'd ever had from any man in her entire life. And sooner than I would have thought, she had me rutting in and out of her body at a pretty rapid clip.


"Fuckme, fuckme, fuckme!" my little sister crooned, getting her knees underneath her while keeping her face in the mattress so that I could put a little more oomph into my hammering. "Never! Stop! Fucking! Me!"


"Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!" I grunted, still holding onto her ass as I threw all of my weight into my final strokes.


"Fuck me! Fill me! Cream me with brother-spunk you fucking animal stud!"


"AAAARGGGH!" I roared as I slammed forward so hard that I knocked us both off balance. Brooke's knees gave out and she crashed forward onto the mattress, this time taking me with her. I landed with my knees to either side of hers, her ass crammed against my pelvis and my body crushing hers beneath my chest. I felt my cock spit out wad after wad of the incestuous brother-cum she craved so much, an enormous load I'd built up over the long, protracted fuck we'd already had. And I drowned my little sister's pussy until my jizz filled every crack and crevice within.


When I opened my eyes again, I was flat on my back heaving for breath while Brooke lay half-across my belly, her hips not too far away from my left shoulder while she almost lazily licked up and down my half-hard dick.


After a few licks, my little sister glanced back at me and grinned before taking my entire cock deep into her throat. It was easy since I wasn't fully elongated, but I was also super-sensitive and I tensed up just a little while she scratched my balls with her fingernails and even scratched my inner thighs. Her actions either worked great or worked terribly, depending on how much she intended for my cock to suddenly swell up to almost full mast and abruptly gag her so that she had to back off, coughing for air.


"Sorry, little one," I apologized, reaching down to stroke her hair. She turned so that her cheek was against my palm and rubbed herself into my hand. Taking hold of my prick, she lightly jacked it while turning herself back to kiss me. And for a long while we simply enjoyed the intimacy of our tongues and mouths while she continued playing with my growing prick.


Once we broke for air, Brooke replied with her trademark evil grin, "It's okay. You can make it up to me."


I arched an eyebrow, not yet understanding, but after giving my cock one last tug she turned and swung a leg over my head, settling her crotch directly atop my face while facing away and lowering her sodden snatch down to my face.


"Fuck yeah, big brother. Eat out your little sister's messy cunt."


For all my sexual kinks and proclivities, tasting my own jizz still didn't rank very high on the list. In most cases, it was something I'd tolerate when the situation called for it, something special I'd endure for a girl I really cared about. But doing this with Brooke felt like MORE than just something I'd "endure". Perhaps my little sister's excitement over getting filled up with "incestuous brother-spunk" was getting hold of me, because I found it a little ... naughty ... to be eating out my little sister's pussy while it was full of my incestuous sperm. It wasn't that I liked the taste, and I certainly wasn't swallowing any more of the stuff than I had to, but I knew Brooke was getting off on the naughty idea, and I was only too happy to please her as well.


At first, she let me focus on her. But after getting her a quick orgasm to make up for all the ones I'd not let her have while we were fucking, she bent over and resumed blowing me to complete the sixty-nine. I moaned and gripped her buttcheeks a little tighter, allowing my tongue to dart a little more inside and really titillate her senses. And inspired by her oral attention to me, I ramped her up and pushed her over the edge to a second orgasm.


"Oh, yeeeaaaahhh..." Brooke sighed happily, pulling her head off and gasping as her ass vibrated in my face. I teased her by reaching up and buzzing her anus as well, making her squirm while her pussy continued contracting. Mingled cum flushed out of her, a deluge of her sweet nectar fortunately dominating the taste. But while I was focused on prolonging my little sister's pleasure, I didn't notice the bed shift until my cock was suddenly surrounded by pussy.


"What the--?" I muttered as I pulled my face out of Brooke's ass and used my grip on her cheeks to move her body aside. And then I was blinking in outright shock to see a fully-naked DJ impaled on my recovered prick.


She wasn't looking at me, or at anything at all. DJ's eyes were closed, her senses tuned inward as she shivered and shuddered, her mouth gaping open as she moaned in obvious climax while writhing around my cock like a snake on fire. From just the single stroke of penetration, it took almost thirty seconds for her orgasm to pass, and when it finally did DJ pitched forward abruptly enough that Brooke had to reach up and catch her best friend.


"Oh, shit," DJ gasped, her boobs wobbling as she desperately gulped for air. When she caught her breath a little more, she panted, "Wasn't expecting that to happen so suddenly."


"Well it's been even longer for you than it has been for me," Brooke giggled, still gripping DJ's upper arms to keep the blonde upright.


DJ gave her a wan smile, took a deep breath, and then managed to push herself erect once more. Spreading her knees and sitting back, she settled herself down on my crotch with my cock a little deeper inside her, and as Brooke slid out of the way DJ leaned forward to rub her palms up my torso from belly to chest.


"Hey," was all she said to me.


I looked her gorgeous body up and down, eyeing the cautious expression on her face before trailing down to where our bodies were joined for the first time since our break-up. "Hey," I replied just as quietly.


Tilting her head to the side, she gave me a nervous look and said, "I've missed this. I've missed you."


"I know." I glanced down at our loins again before returning to her face. "So ... bit of a surprise, doing it this way."


"I'm sorry I didn't ask permission. Didn't want you to overthink it, to worry about what it might mean for both of us to resume doing this. Didn't want to do it earlier, either, while you were still recovering physically, mentally, and emotionally from your ordeal."


"I wouldn't have tried to overthink it," I said. DJ gave me a skeptical look, and I grinned wryly and conceded, "Okay, maybe I would have, but we talked about this that same night I got shot. No matter what happened to us in the past or may become of us in the future, we'll always be 'Family', kiddo."


DJ took a deep breath, her smile broadening as she looked rather more relieved. Clenching her inner muscles around me, she did a slow gyration that carved my cock around the walls of her very tight tunnel almost experimentally. Shivering, she sighed and said, "It's been so long. I almost forgot how... right ... this feels to have a cock inside me. To have YOUR cock inside me."


I blinked. "Still? Even after all this time? You never took another lover?"


She shrugged. "Girls, yes. Men?" DJ bit her lip and looked away for a moment, a tear coming to her eyes. "I couldn't. I thought about it, sure. But I managed just fine without all the way up until you ... until your 'incident'. And after ... well I meant what I said back then about wishing we could turn back time. They say you never know what you've got until it's gone, and well ... NOW I know what I had, and nothing less is ever going to make me happy."


I frowned. "Deej ... We can't turn back time."


"I know."


"And I love you, I do. I always will. But ... things have changed between us, and things have changed for me. I don't know if we can ever get back to where we used to be, and even if we could, there are other people – other women – in my life that are important to me."


"Oh, I know. And when I said nothing less could make me happy, I didn't mean having you as a monogamous husband and father of my child and all that. No, I meant that nothing less than the love we shared would be good enough for me anymore. No man less than YOU is ever going to cut it. You're it. My one and only. For the rest of time."


I winced, "Deej, I can't--"


"I'm not asking you to marry me," she cut me off. "I'm not even asking you to become my boyfriend again. I just want you to love me again, and I swear to you I'm going to do everything I possibly can to make that happen again."


"I do love you."


"Love me like BEFORE."


"But I don't know if I can. So much has happened since then. It's not that I don't want to consider it, to consider you. I'm at a point in my life where there's just so much uncertainty that it wouldn't be fair to make any kinds of commitments or promises, you know? And didn't we talk about this right after I woke up? About not being able to reciprocate your feelings just yet?"


"We did, and I understand. I'm not asking for those kinds of commitments. In fact, there's only one thing I really want."


I blinked and raised my eyebrows, sensing that there was more to her single want than just my love. "And what's that?"


Whimpering, DJ looked over at Brooke, a question in her eyes.


My sister took a deep breath and raised her eyebrows at me. I got the distinct impression that the girls had discussed this very matter a LOT over the last few months. And in the end, Brooke just nodded and gestured for DJ to continue.


Nodding as well, DJ fixed her gaze on me again while squeezing her pussy muscles around my rod. "I hurt you – I hurt you badly – when I had that abortion. It was the kind of unforgivable act that could keep us apart forever, and I don't want that. I won't be able to live the rest of my life if it's not with you."


"One way or another, I'll always be in your life."


She shook her head. "Not good enough. We were close once, as close as two people can ever get. Now maybe we're not meant to be married. I'd like to think we could, but I won't push that. I'll have to earn that back if it's meant to be. But I stole something from you, something unbelievably precious. And there's only one way I could ever make up for that."


It took me a second to realize what she was getting at, and when I did my eyes went WIDE.


"By having your baby again," she finished, confirming my realization. "I'm not on any birth control. I haven't had sex since we broke up, and I never will unless it's with you, so there's been no need. So I'm unprotected right now, and I'm smack in the middle of my peak fertility. So if that's what you want from me, I'm ready to give it back to you."


My eyes blinked rapidly and I clenched down on my kegels to make sure I didn't go off. "Deej, now wait a minute..."


"You don't have to, of course. I don't want to rush you, and I know that telling you this while your cockhead is pressed up against the entrance to my very fertile womb is probably not the most ideal time to tell you, but I want you to know that I'm dead serious about this. I wasn't ready before, and in the end it was Kim who got pregnant first. I'm not jealous of her, and I don't begrudge you two for what you have. But you have to know I'm sincere about this."


I nodded slowly, my eyes still wide with shock. "Okay ... I get that you're sincere. But Deej, you can't replace our lost child with another one so easily."


"I know, and I'll always regret the lost one. I'll always mourn the life that didn't get a chance to live. My fault. Totally my fault. That's a burden I'll have to carry forever. But I can either dwell on that or do the best I can in the future, so I'm starting now."


DJ shuddered, the tears rolling down her face.


"It's a fresh beginning. You've moved out and you're starting your own life with grad school and a new home. You don't have a girlfriend anymore; we both know Adrienne doesn't quite count. Sasha and Andie are starting their new thing. Dawn's back, but she's not standing between us. I've tried to give us both space, give us both time since you got shot and allow us both to think about where we want to go in our lives. Yeah, I've got two more years of school to go and yeah, I'm barely 20 years old. But I KNOW what I want now, and I'm not afraid of the future, unless it's a future without you in it.


"But to get pregnant again? Right now?!?"


DJ squeezed her pussy around me again. "We're still young, and we both have our whole lives ahead of us. I'm willing if you are; it's not like you aren't going to be a parent anyway. But if this isn't what you want, I can get up and get a condom. Or you can fuck my ass; I prepared for that and already lubed. I'll wait until you're ready, until it's right for US. But I want you to know that's what I want for our future: To be the mother of YOUR child again."


"It's just all so much for me to think about. It's a little overwhelming, to be honest. Maybe I'm super-dense, but I honestly thought I was coming over here to fix a leak. And I'm not sure I can process all of this right now."


"I understand. And I'm sorry for springing all of this on you at once. But I had to take this chance. You told me that my emotions might've been out of whack that day you woke up from your coma, but it's been more than three months since that day and my feelings haven't changed. For the rest of my life, you'll be the only man in my life, and if you won't have me then I'll just have to be 100% lesbian. Never again. No one ever but you. Because you mean the world to me. Because it was only once you were nearly dead and gone with no hope for a future reconciliation that I realized that my life would be utterly incomplete if it wasn't by your side. Only you. Forever you. Until death do us part. This is my vow, marriage or not. I'm yours ... For all of eternity, I'll be yours."


I still couldn't believe everything that was happening, but in that moment, belief was no longer necessary. All I had to do was looking into DJ's eyes and I KNEW she meant every single word. I KNEW that after all this time, after everything we'd been through and the ups and downs and heartaches and heartbreaks, she had FINALLY opened herself up completely.


It wasn't a question of me accepting her or not: she was already mine.


It wasn't a question of waiting until one or both of us were ready: it was an inevitability.


It wasn't a question of whether or not we would ever get married: DJ was already my wife.


So I rolled her over and did my very best to make her a mother as well...


... again.





-- FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 15, 2006, THREE WEEKS LATER --



I took my time putting away my materials, not in any rush. When my bag was packed, I pulled out my phone and flipped through my text messages, reading the ones I'd received during class and typing a reply that confirmed I was still on schedule.


Five minutes later, she finished answering her final student question, and the young man she'd been speaking to turned and headed for the exit doors without giving me a second glance.


She didn't look at me, either.


I watched her put her papers away into her chestnut brown leather satchel. She glanced around the room to make sure she hadn't forgotten anything. And at last, she strode confidently up the aisle and out the doors into the hall.


She never looked my way. It was as if I didn't exist, an invisible shadow absent from her vision as she turned and headed for the stairs. I followed after inconspicuously, vaguely heading in the same direction but not so close that any stray passersby might think we were together. It was late in the afternoon on a Friday, and the building was already close to deserted. No one saw me ascend the stairwell six seconds after she did, and the hallway outside her office was empty as well.


Her office door was closed but not locked. Her back was to me as I entered the room, but she didn't turn around. Standing beside her desk, she was occupied by rummaging around the insides of her satchel, and even when the door clicked shut behind me she acted as if I wasn't even there. Thus far, I'd been a ghost, invisible and immaterial, and she continued on with her daily routine.


"Viktoriya," I stated in a deep, commanding voice at the same time my hands took hold of her hips. Only now did she react, her body stiffening as she gasped in surprise. Leaning forward, I pressed my bulge against her ass while putting my lips right behind her ear. Putting a growl into my throat, I murmured, "Don't move," and then I yanked her head down and to the side as I bent and latched my mouth onto her exposed neck.


Fifteen minutes later, the 42-year-old Russian babe bit down on the edge of her own desk, her teeth marking the wood as she fought to contain an orgasmic scream. Perhaps she would have wanted to clap a hand over her mouth instead, but that was impossible since I had both her wrists pinned down against the small of her back as she held onto the material of her rolled-up pencil skirt that currently circled her waist.


Getting up on my tiptoes, I used my height and angle to really powerfuck my ex-professor all throughout her orgasm, to the point where her pelvis would probably bruise against the desk. But once her orgasm waned, I dropped back onto my heels and yanked on her arms to stand her up, spin her around, and shove my typically haughty and pridefully cool professor down onto her knees before me.


The tight bun containing Viktoriya's chestnut brown hair had become quite frazzled, with loose tendrils falling every which way. One particular lock that fell over her forehead and right eye I collected between my left thumb and forefinger, and I trapped it against her skin while I palmed the side of her head. Jacking my shaft with my right hand, I aimed at her gaping mouth and yanked her skull forward with my left. And I was rewarded with the moist gulping sound of my cockhead penetrating beyond her gag reflex.


On her knees and with a throat full of throbbing dick, my onetime professor held her forearms together behind her back and let me facefuck her with my hands on her head. She didn't have to put up with it very long, as after only six or seven thrusts I felt my balls begin to tingle. And I pounded her skull only three more times in rapid succession before holding myself at full depth and letting both balls fire out their loads.


She choked a little, but didn't pull off as I filled her belly with my sperm. Staring up at me with dark blue eyes, I saw a couple of tears roll down her cheeks as she endured the mild discomfort for the sake of my pleasure. And in the end, she swallowed every drop before I released her cranium and let her turn to gasp for air.


Breathing hard myself, I turned and shuffled over to her conference table, not the easiest thing with my pants and underwear bunched around my ankles. But I made it without incident and flopped into my old familiar chair.


Still on her knees, Viktoriya braced herself with a hand up on the desktop, breathing deeply as she recovered before raising a finger and wiping her tear-streaked eyes. Presently, she looked over at me and gave me a sideways smirk. "We really shouldn't be doing this again."


"You asking me to stop?"


"No, of course not. But the fact remains that you ARE my current student."


"Is what we do going to have any impact on my grades?"


"You know it will. I already told you I will probably grade you extra hard, just to assure myself I am not giving you favoritism."


"You would do that simply because of who I am, period," I replied with shrug. "And as long as I get to fuck you extra hard as payback, that's fine with me."


Viktoriya shivered as a tingle ran up her spine, and she gave me a broad smile. After a deep breath, she pushed up on the desk to regain her feet. Once upright, she started looking around the floor in search of something, probably her panties.


"Over here," I called, bending and fishing the flimsy black lace out of my pocket, although I left my pants around my ankles. I twirled the boyshort-cut garment around my finger for a moment before bending over and tucking them back into my pocket. "But I'm keeping these as a souvenir."


"As long as you continue to give them back eventually. Those are very expensive."


I chuckled and replied, "Of course." Previously, I'd stolen her panties six times, although in the end I'd returned five of them. I'd soon return the sixth now that I had a seventh; I just liked the idea of keeping one of them in my bedroom at all times.


Reaching up to her waist, Viktoriya began unrolling the black fabric of her pencil skirt, once again covering herself down to her knees before tucking her round breasts back into the cups of her matching black lace bra and fastening the buttons of her starched blouse.


"Don't fasten it up all the way," I warned. "I'm going to enjoy watching you get undressed again, but we shouldn't make it any more work than we have to."


"You are not done with me yet?"


I snorted. "Not by a long shot. You think we're only going one round?"


Her eyebrows went up. "We are in my office and still in a precarious situation. Perhaps if you would like to continue at my house this evening... ?"


I shook my head with a smirk. "Relax. It's Friday. Everyone's gone."


"One would have thought you might recognize the irony of what we do after the unfortunate incident with Professor Rutledge."


"What we do is very different. My conscience is clear."


Shaking her head, Viktoriya sighed and sat down on her desk chair. She ran a hand through her hair and found just how messy it was. So reaching back and undoing the bun, she allowed her long, lush tresses to fall over her shoulders. "I wish I could say 'no' to you, but you are too good at what you do. The best I have ever had."


My mouth parted slightly and I sighed to look up and down at her regal beauty. "And a woman like you deserves nothing less than the best."


Taking a deep breath, Viktoriya nodded, raised her hands together in First Position, and asked, "What next, Master? Shall I kneel and revive you?"


I checked my watch and shook my head. "Not just yet."


She noted me checking the time and frowned. "Are you waiting for something specific?"


I grinned. "Not something. Someone."


Her cheeks flushed as she visibly started breathing harder. With a glance at the door, Viktoriya pursed her lips and asked. "Master, we have talked about this. The fewer people who know about us the better--"


"ReLAX. Be patient. That's an order."


She bit her lip again and took a calming breath. Despite initially looking as nervous as a frightened teenager, Viktoriya's naturally cool confidence kicked in as she rationalized that I would never purposely endanger her. "May I ask, or do you intend this someone to be a complete surprise?"


I grinned. "She shouldn't be a complete surprise. After all, you once specifically requested her."


Viktoriya frowned, clearly having no clue to whom I was referring. I watched her eyeballs clicking as she apparently wracked her brain through the list of females we both knew. But before she could come up with an answer, there came a knock at the door.


I shrugged and smirked. "Well you once told me you had fond memories of me bringing Dawn to your house, and also that you couldn't help but wonder how her little sister stacked up. So that's why I told you not to button your blouse all the way. No reason to slow things down too much while SHE takes it off of you."





"Clean me out, slave," DJ barked, patting the back of Viktoriya's head with the business end of the riding crop.


"Yes, Mistress," my 42-year-old Economics professor whispered subserviently before shoving her nose back into my girlfriend's sweaty crotch. DJ moaned, now grabbing onto the back of Viktoriya's head as she spread her thighs and scooched her pelvis forward a little.


Back on my conference table chair, I stretched my legs and let my toes point off to the sides while recovering my breath and watching Viktoriya eat out DJ's creampie. A couple of weeks ago I would have been adamant that every drop of semen remain deep inside of DJ's womb on the chance that her egg might be fertilized. We'd decided to roll dice with Destiny and find out if we were meant to be parents again this young, but once her period came, we'd both agreed to let DJ go back on her birth control and wait to re-start our family until she'd graduated at least.


Eventually, Viktoriya sucked out the last drop she could get and DJ patted the much older woman on the head for a job well done. My girlfriend certainly seemed to be enjoying the power trip, but after all three of us had gotten dressed and Viktoriya resumed being Professor Ice instead of my personal sex slave, I could see DJ's ears reddening as she thought about the way she'd just behaved. I teased her about it the whole way back home.


DJ's house was relatively dark when I brought her back. Despite resuming both the physical AND the romantically-emotional intimacy of our previous relationship, we'd agreed that DJ would continue living in the old Berkeley house while I remained in the new one. It wasn't that she didn't want to spend that time with me, and indeed there were many nights when one of us would sleep in the other's bed. But I wanted her to have the freedom of being a 20-year-old college student, not tied down by her relationship or distracted from her studies by the emotional neediness of a boyfriend.


DJ belonged to me, heart and soul. She'd sworn male-monogamy for the rest of her life, the intention to bear my children when she was ready, and the willingness to make certain life choices such as career and geographical location to ensure she could remain an integral part of my life. But none of that meant we had to spend every single night under the same roof right now. She hung out with her friends, she stayed out late to go to parties, and she did all the other things normal girls her age did. And I was free to live my own life as well.


Still, it was a Friday night, and we hadn't had dinner yet. Sasha and Andie would be out doing their own thing, and Adrienne was in New York this weekend for work. So the plan was to drop off DJ at her house to shower and change while I went across the street to do the same. And we'd meet back at her place in a half-hour or so and decide where to go to eat.


At least, that was the plan. DJ threw a bit of a monkey wrench into that plan by kissing me hard enough on her front porch that I grabbed her ass and hoisted her into my arms. She wrapped her legs around my waist and I wound up planting her back against the door to leverage some of her weight off of me. And wouldn't you know it, I somehow managed to drop her butt on the door latch, and suddenly it swung inward.


DJ screeched as she felt the support suddenly disappear. I was off-balance enough that I couldn't arrest our fall, although I did manage to get my right foot planted in front of me so that we didn't hit the floor THAT hard. In the end, I was sprawled across the foyer on top of my girlfriend in the missionary position, though we were both fully-clothed. And after laughing about the door giving way we kissed and started getting back up.


"Having a good evening?"


I looked up to see Dawn leaning against the wall, her arms folded across her chest and a smirk on her face.


Still flat on her back, DJ craned her head and said, "Hey, you're home."


Dawn shrugged. "Where else would I be?"


"Thought you were going out with Gwen and Robin tonight."


Dawn shrugged again. "Plans fell through. Gwen had to stay late at work. Did you guys eat already? I've made extra."


"Uh ... well..." DJ began, furrowing her eyebrows and glancing back at me.


"We'd planned on getting dinner."


"But you just got home." Dawn arched an eyebrow and sniffed the air. "And not to put too fine a point on it, but it smells like you've already had sex."


I chuckled and shrugged as I finally got to my feet and reached down to help DJ up. "I just introduced her to Viktoriya."


Dawn's eyes popped wide in surprise.


DJ shook her head in amazement as she stood up as well. "I know you told me two years ago he turned his professor into his sex slave, but it's one thing to hear about it and something completely different to see it in person."


Dawn sighed and bit her lower lip. "She's good, isn't she? All that wealth of experience."


"Certainly taught me a thing or two," DJ agreed.


I finally closed the door behind us, and with a gesture, I started walking us down the hall. "So yeah, the idea was to clean up and then head back out."


"Do you want to come with us?" DJ offered.


Dawn's gaze darted to me. "Oh, no, I couldn't intrude. You guys don't want me tagging along as a third wheel."


"If we didn't, we wouldn't keep asking you," DJ sighed. She came to a stop and gestured at the dining table. I had to admit, the single place setting certainly looked lonely on a big table I was only too used to seeing filled to capacity.


But before Dawn could respond, I took DJ by the hip and tugged her toward the stairs. "Hey, if she doesn't want to, she doesn't want to. Don't push her."


"Yeah," Dawn shrugged, giving me a sad look. "I'm fine, really."


DJ shot me a look and pursed her lips. But she allowed me to lead her to the stairs.


Once there, I head-nodded toward the front door and said, "I'm gonna go clean up, alright? Meet you back here in thirty minutes?"


"Sure," DJ replied quietly. She leaned forward and pecked my lips. "I love you."


I smiled warmly. "I love you, too."





"Okay, what's the deal?"


Freshly showered and re-dressed into Friday Evening clothes instead of my usual student wear, I settled into the driver's seat of the Mustang, shut the door, and frowned at my girlfriend. "'What's the deal'? With what?"


"With you and Dawn."


I frowned. "Uh ... there's nothing between me and Dawn."


"Exactly. That's weird, and it's getting to the point that I think I'm going to have to start kicking you in the butt about it."


I dropped my hand away from the keys in the ignition. Turning to DJ with furrowed eyebrows, I gave her a confused look and asked, "Wait, what?"


"What happened in there before we split up to take showers?" DJ head-nodded toward her house. "When I pressed her about coming out with us, you interrupted and told me not to push her."


I blinked twice. "Because I don't think you should push her."


DJ shook her head. "Thing is, I think she really WANTS to come out with us. It's YOU that doesn't."


I frowned. "Not true. I've never said anything about not wanting her to come out with us, and I've agreed with you whenever you said we should invite her out more."


"Agreed to ME, sure. But not in front of her. See, I was always watching Dawn whenever I asked her to come out with us, whether it's just with you and me or even as part of some larger group. I was always thinking about her feelings and scrutinizing her reactions as she tries to figure out how to reintegrate herself into our lives, but tonight I was watching YOU."


I shrugged. "So?"


DJ sighed and gave me a look of disappointment. "Do you want to reconcile with her?"


I arched an eyebrow. "Of course not. You're my girlfriend and I've already told you that I--"


"Not what I meant," DJ cut me off. "Do you even want to be friends with her again?"


I frowned. "We ARE friends."


"Really?"


"We see each other almost every day. We talk almost every day."


"You mean you say 'hi' in passing when you come to pick me up to go out, or when you emerge from my bedroom, or Brooke's, on your way to the kitchen to get something to drink. That's not talking."


I sighed. "We talk. I'm not avoiding her."


"But you're not encouraging conversation, either." DJ shook her head. "Look, I get that this is difficult for you. She hurt you badly, but then, so did I. And you really didn't give me all that hard of a time to get back with you."


I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. Sagging in my car seat, I realized that we weren't driving anywhere anytime soon. "You hurting me and Dawn hurting me are two completely different things. The choices you made, while I can't say I agreed at the time, I can totally understand why you made them. Getting pregnant at 19 was scary, and I know the situation was much tougher for you than it was for me. No, I didn't give you a hard time because it was easier for me to forgive you. Forgiving Dawn for what she did hasn't been so easy."


DJ furrowed her eyebrows at me, thought hard for a second, and suddenly jerked her head back. "Ohmigawd. You still HAVEN'T forgiven Dawn."


"What?" I scoffed. "I forgave her a long time ago."


"But you just said--"


"I meant that forgiving Dawn wasn't so easy, past tense," I corrected quickly. "It's been more than a year since we broke up, and I've moved on with my life. She hurt me, yeah. But that's water under the bridge now. I've moved on with my life."


"You say that a lot, you know."


"Say what?"


"That you've moved on with your life. Said it twice in five seconds just now, and this isn't the first time I've heard you repeat that little phrase."


"Because I have. Look at me. Look at what we have. I have the PERFECT life. Me here, you guys across the street: 'The Family' hasn't been this close in a long time. I still get to have fun with Sasha and Andie, and you've been a part of some of the wild orgies we have over in that house. I still have my school friends. Brandi and Dayna just visited last weekend. And very soon, Kim's gonna pop out our little boy and move up here to be with us. Seriously, I couldn't DREAM up a better existence."


"And yet you still resent her."


"I don't resent her."


"Then why don't YOU push a little harder for her to come out with us more often? Why haven't YOU ever been the one to do the inviting?"


"Because I meant what I said: Dawn's been through a lot lately, and I don't think we should push her any more than she can handle."


"It's been weeks already, and that doesn't even count the three months since she came back from Camp. The two of you have had a zillion opportunities to sit down and talk, really TALK, and yet you never have. And now I've finally figured out that the hesitation isn't so much on her part, it's on yours."


"Nevermind that SHE keeps brushing us off every time you suggest something like that."


"Because she's reading YOU. I love you, Ben, but Dawn still knows you better than me. She's studying you, studying YOUR reactions, and she's choosing not to push YOU, not the other way around."


I shook my head. "You're imagining something that's not there."


"Fine then." DJ unbuckled her seatbelt and reached for the door handle. "We're going back inside."


My stomach grumbled on cue. "But ... dinner!" I whined.


"Can wait. Or you can eat Dawn's leftovers if you're that hungry. But we're going back inside." She opened the door and stepped out.


Groaning, I opened my door as well and stood up. Looking back at DJ over the roof of my car, I complained, "What are you trying to do, here? Don't we have a great relationship? I thought you'd be happy knowing how devoted I was to you, and how I truly don't have any of those sort of feelings for your big sister anymore."


Closing her door, DJ put both hands on the roof and glared at me. "She's my sister, and whatever differences we've had, I love her to pieces. I want her HAPPY, and that's never gonna happen as long as you keep giving her the cold shoulder."


"I'm not giving her the cold--"


"Yes you are," DJ interrupted, "and this isn't about you and me. I'm yours forever, and nothing's ever going to change that. Not even if you and Dawn fell back in love and got fucking married, alright? Your issues with her are separate from what we have together, but they need to be fixed, and that fixing starts right now."


My shoulders slumped as DJ stomped away from the car, heading across the lawn toward the front porch. Groaning, I had no choice but to lock the car and follow after her. And after going into the house about fifteen seconds after my girlfriend, I found her standing under the archway to the living room with her arms folded across her chest.


Dawn sat on the couch, the TV on and the remote control in her hand after she'd apparently muted it. Looking back and forth between me and DJ, she asked a little hesitantly, "Uh ... something going on?"


"You two ... TALK," DJ commanded, pointing at me and then Dawn and then back at me again. "I'll be at Vivian's place."


Dawn and I both gawked as DJ turned and headed for the door, her cell phone already in hand. When the door slammed shut behind her, I popped my eyebrows and screwed up my face nervously as Dawn stared back at me, an equally uncertain expression on her face.


"So..." she began slowly, her eyebrows raised. "What's up?"





"I need some coffee," I said suddenly, turning and striding into the kitchen. Dawn didn't follow, but when I glanced out through the doorway I saw her staring at me over the back of the couch, a thoughtful look on her face.


For the next several minutes, I busied myself with the mechanics of brewing a fresh pot. When I hit the start button, I glanced back out the doorway and realized that Dawn had turned the TV off and was simply waiting for me. Belatedly, I called out, "Do you want a cup?"


"Sure, thanks," she replied.


I didn't bother to ask how she liked it. I already knew. In fact, there were a lot of those little details about Dawn's likes and dislikes that I already knew. Really, in this whole wide world, there was probably no one else on the planet who knew her better than I did.


Or so I'd once thought.


For all my insights into Dawn's preferences and passions, I hadn't realized her growing urges for extreme thrills were symptoms of a larger problem. All my knowledge of her idiosyncrasies and quirks hadn't given me clairvoyance to recognize the fears and anxieties poisoning her love for me. And I hadn't been able to predict the choices she would make that ultimately drove us apart.


The truth was: I didn't know her as well as I thought I did, and in a way, it was her betrayal of personality that hurt me more than anything else.


She wasn't who I thought she was. So how the hell could I ever trust her again?


But my trust she clearly wanted again, along with my friendship and my time. She hadn't pressured me for any of those three things, tried to impose her presence upon me, or otherwise worm her way back into my life. She'd given me space; she'd given me time. For nearly four months since returning to the Bay Area, she'd simply been patient, hanging around the edges of my daily life, available if I ever wanted to talk but doing nothing to initiate such a conversation.


I wasn't sure I could have been able to do the same, were I in her position. "Patience" wasn't exactly in my nature. Willful ignorance, perhaps, the way I'd sort of shelved my issues with Kim for the entire semester, but not "patience". Dawn knew what she wanted, and she knew how to find me, but she recognized that I wasn't ready to talk to her, and so she waited.


And waited...


And waited...


It's not that I consciously thought about making her wait, but when I thought about it now I figured that she'd bailed on me for an entire year. It hadn't even been four months since she came back, which meant I had every right to vindictively make her wait eight more. Only ... I didn't want that. Truth be told, I wanted to be friends with her again...


... but then I also didn't.


The reality was that my life was going along just fine without her in it. I hadn't been deluding myself about my perfect existence. With DJ, Brooke, Adrienne, Kim, Sasha, Andie, Bert, and Lynne all having significant roles in my life, I couldn't remember ever being happier. I was content to plug along academically in pursuit of my MBA while enjoying the familiarity and comfort of the Berkeley area. I was no longer in any hurry to settle down and get married for the sake of getting married; the unique loves I shared with each of the women in my life were more than enough for that. And apart from my unresolved issues with Dawn, all my loose ends had been tied up.


Amber had gone home to her David, and Cameron was perfectly fine and healthy starting a new life close to them.


Elyse was back in Orange County, reunited with Candy Carter and Katrina Russell. Adrienne kept tabs on her and supposedly she'd been clean and sober ever since getting out of rehab.


Friends were close by. Lovers were even closer. And even the Tri-Delts still visited from time to time for extra variety.


Kim was due in mere weeks, and I already knew my impending parenthood would consume the majority of my upcoming free time. I had enough on my plate to fill my days and nights with the people already in my life, and the truth was that I didn't need the further complications of sorting out my feelings for Dawn.


We'd been fine so far. She went to school, she hung out with her friends, and she was a good roommate for Brooke and DJ. That our daily routines didn't intersect all that much was of no consequence. There was nothing wrong with the status quo...


... except that she still wanted to be my friend.


Dawn had spent nine months training to be a Ranch Hand at Morris Camp. The whole point of her program was to prepare her for work during the peak summer season serving guests. She'd made a commitment to them, to Norma and the rest of them, but with one bullet she'd reneged on that commitment in order to commit herself to ME. And for what? I'd barely seen her all summer, and barely spoken to her even once she moved up to Berkeley. She might as well have stayed and finished her program and only come back at the start of the school year.


But then her 12-month clock of penance would have only started three weeks ago instead.


And let's face it: I wanted her to serve that penance.


Why are you punishing her?



Are you kidding me? After what she did to me?


So? You want to get even, is that it?



Don't make me sound petty.


Except that you're BEING petty. You know that all she wants is to talk to you, to start bridging the gap that's formed between you. She doesn't want to dominate your time or take you away from DJ. She just wants you to stop hating her and move on.



And what if I can't do that? Can't stop hating her and move on.


Well you've said that you've moved on, said that you've forgiven her. Repeatedly, in fact.



Yeah, well, we both know that's not quite the case. If I had, I wouldn't still be here, staring at a finished pot of coffee and two empty mugs while talking to myself.


No argument from me.



Sigh ... She's not going away, is she?


No she's not. So you've only got two options: keep ignoring her, or do exactly what your loving girlfriend wants you to do.



TALK.


Exactly.



Fiiine.





"Here you go," I said, handing over Dawn's coffee mug. "Sorry if it's getting a little cold."


"It's alright," she replied sympathetically. "I figured you'd need a few minutes to gather yourself."


Taking a deep breath, I sat down on the couch with a few feet of space between us and leaned forward to put my mug on the coffee table. "I've apparently needed a few months. I'm sorry about that."


"It's okay. I understand." She shrugged and took a sip. Almost immediately, she scrunched up her nose and looked down at the mug.


"Too cold?" I asked, wincing.


"No. Actually, uh ... it's rather sweet."


I arched an eyebrow. "Two cream and three sugars. Same as always."


Dawn blushed and set down her mug. "Not anymore, I suppose. We drank a LOT of coffee up at camp, and I guess I started getting used to it being darker and less sweet."


I sighed and gave her a pained look. "I really don't know you anymore."


Dawn stared at me for a moment, leaning forward and then hesitating. But a second later, she pursed her lips and closed the distance between us, wrapping her arms around me in a chaste but very firm hug. "Hey, it's alright."


Only now did I realize the first tear had splashed onto my cheek. At first, I didn't hug her back, my mind in turmoil as I wondered about this strange creature in my arms. My lifelong best friend and soulmate had left this very house more than a year ago to "find herself", but My Dawn had never come home. The doppelganger before me was someone else, a near-stranger. I didn't recognize her. I couldn't feel her. And despite convincing myself not minutes ago that my life was just peachy without her in it, the very idea that My Dawn was gone forever was absolutely heartbreaking.


One tear turned into two. Two tears turned into four. And then the deluge poured out of me. Over something as simple as the number of sugars she put into her coffee, I felt like I was losing her all over again. She was holding me, hugging me, reassuring me with her warmth and presence that she was here to support me, and yet it wasn't her. Same eyes. Same smile. She'd even let her naturally sunny blonde hair grow back. But My Dawn was well and truly gone, and nothing could ever return her to me.


Suddenly I was standing, Dawn's arms falling away as she stayed on the couch while I tore myself away. My coffee forgotten, I turned and headed for the hallway, wiping my eyes with the back of my forearm.


"Ben, wait!" she called from behind me, the familiar voice enough to make me stop in my tracks. And when I turned back to look at her, she gave me a look of heartfelt sadness and said simply, "I'm sorry."


I merely blinked at her.


"I know I can never say it enough, my words will never BE enough to make it up to you. But I AM sorry for what I've done. I truly hope you can forgive me. And you need to know that I'm never going to run away again. I'll be right here, and I'll keep on waiting. Because I love you. Because I'll always love you. Even if you and I never do anything remotely romantic for the rest of our lives, I will ALWAYS love my best friend."


My throat dry, I found my voice cracking as I replied despondently, "And I will always love the girl that ran away, but I will always mourn that she's never coming back."


And then I left the house.





-- SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 29, 2006, TWO WEEKS LATER --



"Ohhh..."


"Mmm..."


"Ohhh..." Lying flat on her back across the California King-sized bed in my new Master bedroom, my little sister pressed the heels of her hands into her own eye sockets while concentrating on the pleasure emanating from her loins. "Fuuuck," Brooke moaned. "Eat me. Eat me!"


"Mmm-hmm..." DJ mumbled without removing her mouth from her best friend's cunt. For a few seconds, she wrapped her lips around Brooke's clit and hoovered the brunette's love bud with powerful suction. And when my sister's hips started to rock and roll in the pre-shocks of orgasm, DJ dropped her lower jaw and shoved as much of her long tongue as she could deep into Brooke's clasping tunnel.


"Nnng-AAAUUUUGH!" Brooke screamed, suddenly slamming her hands onto the mattress to either side. Her round, perky tits thrust skyward as her back arched, leaving a big gap of space beneath her body supported by her butt on one side and the crown of her head on the other. Her thighs slammed together around DJ's ears, causing my girlfriend to grab onto them and hold on for the ride as she continued tonguing her best friend through the climax. And only after what felt like a full minute of screaming and thrashing did Brooke's legs finally separate as she slumped bonelessly to the bed.


"Now, Ben. Now!" DJ ordered.


Lying next to my little sister, I gently reached down to remove the head currently bobbing up and down my prick. It actually took some doing, since Andie was kneeling beside me and sucking my dick almost on auto-pilot while gawking at Brooke and DJ in front of her with really wide eyes. But she finally realized what was going on and pulled away to let me up.


Sasha was similarly distracted as she knelt beside Andie. The two of them had been giving me a tag-team blowjob while watching Brooke and DJ dyke it out, but unsurprisingly Sasha had gotten a little distracted as Brooke ramped up to that climax. As DJ rolled out of the way and left my little sister naked and spread-eagle for me, I paused to check both Sasha's and Andie's eyes one last time for any signs of revulsion.


All I saw was lust.


My gut instinct had told me from the beginning that both of my live-in fuck buddies would be able to handle my incestuous relationship with Brooke. I'd taken my time through subtle comments and innuendoes over the past month or so to confirm that belief. Andie herself was no stranger to incest, as she'd been having sex with her own little sister Kirstie since she was fifteen. And while "prim and proper Sasha" may have been repulsed by such despicably immoral behavior, "sultry stripper Sasha" was only turned on by the illicitly kinky idea. Plus, Sasha had already welcomed Kirstie into her and Andie's bed (and mine) from time to time


Still, girl-on-girl incest was always a little easier for people to handle. Guys who would never dream of hooking up with their own sister could still be turned on by the idea of being in the middle of a two-sister threesome. And I hadn't wanted to risk alienating either of my girls with the full truth of my relationship with Brooke until I was absolutely sure.


In the end, it was Brooke and DJ who pushed the issue. Stories abounded about the mass orgies I'd carried out in my house since the beginning of the school year, not only with Adrienne, Sasha, and Andie, but also a variety of other girls we'd collectively invited home. There were Adrienne's fellow models, a few horny classmates, and of course the Tri-Delts, several of whom were more eager to hook up with my girls than they were with me. The sorority motto WAS "Let us steadfastly love one another" after all.


As my girlfriend, DJ had been included in several of those threesomes and moresomes, but as my sister, Brooke had not. My little sister was still single (by choice, since she had no less than three guys currently trying to convince her to go out with them), and while I'd been doing my best to keep her satisfied with cock whenever she wanted it, her own group sex experiences had been limited to teaming up with Adrienne and DJ. And well, my horny little sister wanted more.


Tonight she would.


"Oh, fuck!" Andie gasped the instant my cockhead penetrated my little sister's entrance. I looked over to see her eyes bugged out wide and a hand over her mouth. It wasn't like she didn't know this was coming, but expecting it and seeing it are two different things.


"Oh, fuck," Sasha breathed a moment later, biting her lip sexily and palming her own breast outside of her shirt.


"Oh, fuuuuuuuuck," Brooke groaned as she gripped both of my forearms and closed her eyes while feeling my thick shaft burrow deeper and deeper through her vaginal canal.


"Andie, go sit on her face," DJ suggested. "Face Ben so he can unbutton your blouse."


Andie dropped her hand from her mouth to reveal a shit-eating grin, and she quickly started wriggling out of her skirt to do just that.


"As for you, my dear," DJ practically purred to Sasha while stroking the brunette's arm and leaning in to tease the exotic beauty's ear with her tongue. "I wanna strip you myself ... with my teeth."


Sasha tore her gaze away from me and Brooke, and she smiled ferally as she wrapped an arm behind DJ's head and pulled my girlfriend's mouth to her own while falling back across the bed.


I smirked, and having maxed out my depth inside my little sister's warm cunt, I slowly started retracting to take up a pistoning motion. Though surrounded by four gorgeous young women who would all want a turn riding my cock tonight, and quite pleased that the secret had been finally breached with everyone getting along, I still knew there was something missing that would have made this night even better:


Dammit, Adrienne. Why do you always have to work so much!



Oh, well... , I thought with a shrug, stopping my thrusting motions for a bit as I reached out and began unbuttoning Andie's blouse. She was busy closing her eyes and focusing on my sister's tongue tunneling up her tight twat. I suppose I'll live.





"Come home with me tonight?" DJ asked, sliding both arms around my waist as she hugged herself against my chest. Freshly showered and cleaned up, we stood just inside my front door with Brooke waiting beside us for the walk across the street.


"I still don't know why you don't want to spend the night here," I replied with a frown. "Adrienne doesn't fly home until Monday, so my bedroom is totally free. There's room for both of us, all three of us if you want to stay too, Brooke."


My little sister waved me off with a content sigh. "I'm already well satisfied, thank you. But if DJ wants to stay, I can totally make it across the street by myself."


"No, no. That's not the point," DJ sighed. "I want to sleep in my own bed tonight, and you haven't stayed over at my place in two weeks. I don't want to come off as clingy or needy. Really, that's not it. But like you said, Adrienne doesn't get back until Monday and would YOU really rather sleep alone than walk across the street with me?"


I winced and tried to think of a better reason than the real one. The real reason I didn't want to admit out loud, and the longer I hesitated without answering the more obvious it became.


DJ sighed. "She might not even be home. It's a Saturday night and she could easily be at Gwen and Robin's apartment."


"I'm not avoiding Dawn."


DJ leveled a "bullshit" look at me. Brooke smirked and rolled her eyes.


"I'm not!" I protested.


"Then spend the night with me," DJ challenged, folding her arms across her chest.


I sighed and facepalmed, shaking my head slowly. "Okay ... so maybe I am."


"It's already been two weeks," Brooke spoke up. "You can't avoid her forever."


"I can sure try," I retorted, dropping my hand from my forehead while my shoulders slumped.


"Why are you doing this?" DJ asked, turning both hands palm-up. "Why do you want to punish her so badly?"


"I don't want to punish her."


"Oh yeah? Well every day you avoid her is a punishment. You can't NOT realize how much it hurts her to know that things aren't alright between you yet, and to wonder IF they ever will be. Knowing that it causes her pain, the more you stay away the more deliberately hurtful you're becoming. And I don't like it."


Rubbing my forehead again, I sighed and asked, "Can we not make a big deal of this? Tonight was a great success, wasn't it? One less hurdle for me and Brooke? The possibilities for that five-girl/one-me six-way we always talked about, if Adrienne ever bothers to come back here? Let's not bring rain to a sunny day."


DJ frowned, and she glanced over at her best friend. This WAS a big step for Brooke, and out of respect for her happiness DJ looked willing to table the discussion.


But it was Brooke who stepped forward and shook her head. "Nuh-uh. Not anymore. DJ's right, you've gotta stop avoiding her. Look, things are going great for all of us. We're all happy in our current relationships with each other, everyone's getting nicely laid, and I don't remember the last time I felt this relaxed. But this standoff with you and Dawn is starting to seriously impact our collective harmony, to the point where you don't even feel comfortable venturing across the street on the off-chance that you'll bump into her. That's not good, and we've got to nip this in the bud before it gets any worse."


"Now Brooke and I have been willing to give you two your own space," DJ added. "Let you figure things out on your own, but maybe it's time we started pushing you again."


I shook my head. "This is between me and Dawn."


"And it's affecting me and Brooke," my girlfriend shot back. "We're Family. You keep this up and we'll bring in Dayna and Brandi. Or hell, you don't want me to call our moms, do you?"


I winced as if telepathically hearing my mother's scolding tone in my head and held my hand up. "Alright, alright. I'll spend the night at your place. You don't have to put a gun to my head about it."


DJ winced at the gun reference. "You really equate seeing Dawn to everything you went through at Carter's?"


"No, but I apparently equate a lecture from Mom to being that bad," I sighed, running my head through the possible scenarios of me seeing Dawn again for the first time in two weeks. None of them ended up good. But I'd already agreed to go, and if I was lucky, she wouldn't be home. "Okay then ... let's head out."


Unfortunately, I wasn't lucky tonight. Brooke unlocked the front door and led us inside. A single place setting waited alone on the dining table. And of course, sitting on the couch in the living room, was Dawn.


She looked up at our entrance, only expecting to see the girls. But when her eyes met mine, all color drained from her face.


Taking a deep breath, I summoned my courage and muttered, "Hi."


Dawn immediately burst into tears.





I HATED to see Dawn cry. No matter how much resentment for her I'd built up over the last year, the sum of all my pain and anger at her betrayal compounded by the months of her absence, seeing my onetime soulmate crying in anguish resonated deep within me, and I found myself sitting on the sofa with her cuddled in my lap.


That I was holding her so intimately surprised even myself. Perhaps she'd taken the wrong approach by giving me space, keeping herself present, and waiting for me to be ready to come to her. Maybe she would have been better off setting off my White Knight reflexes and making herself a kind of damsel in distress as a way of winning me back.


But that wouldn't have been honest. Such an act wouldn't have been a genuine reflection of the way she felt, not then. Only now that we'd finally started to talk, and she'd professed her never-ending love for me only to be rejected and then avoided for the past two weeks, did she have cause for such a breakdown. And in my heart I knew this one was my fault.


"I'm sorry," I said, stroking her hair while cradling her head against my cheek.


As her sobs began to calm and she became more aware of where she was and exactly how we were embracing, she cuddled herself a little closer and pushed her nose into the crook of my neck. Perhaps she'd thought I might never again hold her in this way, and she was going to enjoy it while she could. And so she remained quiet and simply let me continue stroking her hair.


"I'm sorry," I repeated, taking a deep breath before adding, "I shouldn't have made you wait this long before I came back. After all my complaining about you running away from me and not giving us a fair chance to work things out together, I up and did exactly that."


She didn't respond for a long while, breathing slowly and steadily with her face buried against my shoulder. But after collecting herself, she sat up and replied, "It's okay. I understand."


I immediately saw the redness surrounding her sky blue irises, and the tear tracks rolling down her cheeks. On impulse I reached up to thumb away her most recent tear, and with a pitying look I said, "It must have been pretty miserable for you these last couple of weeks."


She tried to give me a brave smile, but she already knew it wasn't working. "Yeah, well ... I kinda deserved it."


I shook my head. "Nobody deserves to be abandoned, for any reason. I'm sorry."


She shrugged and looked at me seriously. "You're forgiven. I mean it."


I wanted to reply, 'You're forgiven, too.' But I couldn't. I didn't mean it. After all this time, I still hadn't forgiven her for what she'd done.


Perhaps that wasn't fair. Perhaps her crimes hadn't been THAT bad. After all, I'd done my share of cheating in my own time. It wasn't like I was completely blameless in our break-up, either. And yet I couldn't quite bring myself to truly move on and let it go, despite my repeated insistence to the contrary.


Perhaps I wasn't really suffering now, but I'd suffered. I'd been through hell the last year or so, and it had all started with Dawn's betrayal. It was only human nature to lay that at her feet, to point to that moment as the catalyst for all the bad that had happened in my life since then, including getting shot in the head. And the vindictive part of me wanted her to suffer every bit as badly as I had before I'd be willing to contemplate real forgiveness.


But even if I wasn't sure I could truly forgive her just yet, I knew I didn't want to hate her anymore. "Hate" just took up so much emotional energy. "Hate" meant actively putting effort into my dislike. And "Hate" meant holding onto all the pain and memories of the bad events that had brought us to this point.


I realized it was this lack of wanting to hate her that had kept us apart for this long. Facing her and facing what she'd done to me meant revisiting that pain and remembering that hate when I didn't want to. Being cordial and polite in passing while never lingering long enough to have a meaningful conversation meant not having to face our history. Avoiding her entirely made that even easier.


But DJ was right: the more I put Dawn off the more pain I was causing her. Knowing that didn't make me responsible for her pain, but it at least made me complicit in prolonging it. And when I stopped to think about our situation in that way, it made me feel guilty for what I'd done.


I didn't want to be that kind of guy. While some baser instinct wanted vengeance and equal retribution for my own pain, the better part of me realized that continuing the cycle of hatred wouldn't improve my life one iota. Everything was perfect for me now, except for my relationship with Dawn. Academically, socially, and even family, I had it all. There was only one thing this handyman had left to fix: the link between me and my onetime best friend.


"If you'll remember, at the end of our freshman year Adrienne broke up with me for Grace," I started explaining without preamble. "There was a little more to it, of course. Me giving her a promise ring had scared the shit out of her into worrying about getting tied down, but the point is that she realized how much she'd hurt me and she tried to run away."


Dawn blinked and looked up at me, familiar with the story but probably unsure why I was telling it.


"She might have succeeded, too, since she was already 18 and there was nothing we could legally do to keep her. She had enough money to start over on her own, and she was convinced we'd both be better off apart, and if events hadn't played out the way they did, that might've been the end of my relationship with her."


Dawn blinked and spoke for the first time. "But then you walked into the house to find her brother Adam there."


I nodded. "Turned out to be the best thing that ever happened to us, although of course we didn't realize it at the time."


"The best thing?"


I pursed my lips. "It took something that extreme to keep her with my family. I'd say that directly because of the ordeal we went through, Adrienne was bound to my family in a completely unique way that would never have been possible otherwise. That was the catalyst that directly led to her becoming my 'sister', and we formed the rock solid relationship we now have because circumstance forced us to remain together and figure out how to still be in each other's lives post-breakup."


Dawn furrowed her eyebrows. "So what? I need to find some common antagonist to threaten our lives and bond us back together?"


I smirked and shook my head. "Maybe nothing so extreme, but it certainly gives at least one example of a relationship that seemed burnt to a crisp and yet found away to rise from the ashes better than ever."


"And you think maybe we can be a second."


I sighed. "I've got three kinda disjointed concepts running around in my head right now, so bear with me if this doesn't make a whole lotta sense."


Sitting up straight, Dawn gave me a nod to go on.


"The first is sunk costs. Now I'm on record as saying that people are never sunk costs. It is our past interactions that define our present relationships and what we mean to each other. For example, even discounting this past year spent apart, we had 21 years of history that bound us together and can never be forgotten."


"Okay..." she ventured, not sure where I was going with this. To be honest, neither did I.


"And yet there still exists the idea of letting bygones be bygones. I can't forget about our history, but I can let past actions be sunk costs themselves. They're gone. Done. Nothing either of us can do about changing the past. How we choose to interact with each other in the future is up to us. So I can either go on expending all this extra energy avoiding you and avoiding the painful memories I expect to dredge up, or I can actually man up, face the music, and truly move on."


She gave me a hopeful smile. "Sounds good to me."


"Yeah, but easier said than done."


She visible deflated a bit.


"The second concept is Utilitarianism, specifically Bert's discussion of maximizing the utility for our collective. And the fact is: you're part of my collective. Now maybe if you didn't live here and you were downtown with Gwen and Robin with no real reason for us to ever cross each other's paths, you might not be a part of my collective. But you live here and you're DJ's sister and you're my little sister's roommate and our two houses, for all intents and purposes, is a collective. We're too intricately connected to NOT be."


She arched an eyebrow. "So what, my happiness is your happiness?"


I shrugged. "Pretty much. Making you miserable is clearly making ME miserable, and if I don't want to be miserable anymore then I've got to do something about it."


Dawn nodded, and when I didn't continue, she raised her eyebrows and asked, "And the third concept?"


I took a deep breath and pulled her body against mine once more. Squeezing her tight, I stroked her hair again and sighed, "Not a formal idea so much as a feeling: how GOOD it feels to hold you like this."


I heard the smile in her voice, even though I couldn't see her face. "Feels pretty good to me, too," she replied, hugging me back.


"I've missed you. I've missed having you as a part of my life. I've done my best to forget you, really. Practically tried to forget you existed. It was easy to do with you five hundred miles out of town. And yet your absence left this gaping hole deep inside me that absolutely nothing I did could ever fill."


Dawn blinked slowly and pulled back to look into my eyes for a moment. Setting her forehead against mine, she sighed and murmured, "I know what you mean."


"I've missed our relationship," I said quietly. "I missed the feeling that you completed me, that you were my soulmate for all eternity, and that I would never have to fear not being in love ever again."


"I'm sorry," she whimpered, her forehead still against mine.


"I tried so hard to fill that void. I proposed to DJ. I impregnated Kim. I know I was flailing around there for a bit, but I think I've finally come to terms with where I'm at in relationships. I've got a good balance struck right now between DJ, Adrienne, and the other girls. Really, in that regard I'm okay."


"I'm glad."


"And beyond relationships," I began, taking a deep breath. "Well, I've missed having sex with you. I missed the intimacy of holding you as close as two people can ever be. But to be perfectly honest, I've never lacked for getting laid while you were gone."


"Hmph," Dawn muttered derisively, rolling her eyes. "Speak for yourself. I've had nothing inside my pussy except for my own fingers and Ben Junior."


My eyebrows popped. "Ben Junior?"


Dawn clapped her hands over her mouth, "Oh, shit. Brooke's gonna KILL me."


"Kill you? What?"


Dawn groaned and slid out of my lap. "Sorry. Long story. Nevermind."


"No, no. You've got my curiosity piqued. Not letting this one go."


Dawn gave me a helpless look as she sighed. "Well ... A couple of months back Adrienne made a cast of your erection while you were sleeping."


My eyes goggled. "She did WHAT now?"


Dawn giggled despite herself. "It started as an idea as a present for the graduated Tri-Delts. She used the cast to have these life-size dildos manufactured and mailed 'em off to a bunch of girls like Peyton, Tonya, Lupe ... Of course everyone in The Family got one as well, even the twins."


My eyes got even BIGGER. "Don't even go there."


Dawn shrugged. "Anyways, Brooke swore us all to secrecy for some reason. I've ... ah ... Well I promised myself to rise above my baser instincts, and I haven't had sex with anyone, not even DJ. But I have to admit I've been putting Ben Junior to use."


"Well ... I'm happy that I've been able to keep your libido somewhat satisfied ... albeit in a fairly roundabout way."


She giggled cutely and sighed. "Me, too."


I took a deep breath and pulled my head back, looking Dawn steadily in the eyes. She sensed the seriousness returning to our conversation, and she bit her lip nervously while giving me her undivided attention. And I shook my head slowly while explaining, "But even though I'm at peace in my romantic life, and more than satisfied with my sex life, there's one aspect of the void you left inside me that can never be filled by anyone else."


Inhaling deeply, Dawn held her breath for a moment and gave me a little shrug. "And what's that?"


I shook my head again. "My best friend in the whole wide world. The counterpart to my existence. The Yang to my Yin. And the other half of a lifelong friendship that I see every day in Brooke and DJ. There's something special that's bonded our two families together since before we were even born. And even if you and I are never meant to be married to each other, I can't help but believe we were always supposed to be paired in the same way our siblings are."


There was such sadness in my voice and in my eyes that a look of almost maternal concern crossed Dawn's face. She frowned and stroked my cheek before insisting, "I'm so sorry I left you, and I swear on the souls of our families that I will do EVERYTHING it takes to heal that bond between us again. I know you dearly miss the girl that ran away. I know you're scared out of your mind that she'll never come back. But while I can't promise you that I'll ever be 'her' again, I CAN promise you that I will TRY to be the best next version of her that I can possibly be."


I stared into Dawn's eyes and nodded slowly. "I know you will."


"I love you, Ben."


"I love you, too," I replied before exhaling heavily. "I hate you, too, of course. And I'm honestly still struggling with my ability to forgive you. But I have to admit that when we sit here like this, when I turn my brain off for a bit and simply let myself LOOK at you, I still see my best friend. I still FEEL our eternal love in my heart. And when I let myself just GO with my feelings, I don't WANT to be apart from you anymore. I want you here. I want you by my side. I want to face the future together, to figure out what comes next together, and to never again feel incomplete."


Dawn set her forehead against mine again. "Me, too."


I sighed. "I don't know when I'll forgive you. I don't know when I'll be able to look at you and NOT remember the pain you caused me. But I'm willing to try. For now, that's all I can promise. A willingness to try."


She smiled and tilted my head back to nuzzle her nose against mine. "That's a good enough start for me."





-- SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 30, 2006 --



I awoke with my usual morning hard-on. My eyes were still closed, but I felt DJ'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 DJ'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 in my palm 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 asscrack.


Just another morning, the way things had been for about five weeks now. Just me and the girl I loved ... well, this particular girl I loved on this morning anyway.


That was a rather unique thing about the past five weeks. I never went to sleep alone, but the ID of my bed partner was always something of a mystery. Many nights I slept with Adrienne in the Master bedroom, but not every night. She was out of town quite a bit, and Sasha and Andie both had made a habit of keeping me company. Adrienne's modeling base was still in New York, and her trips were frequent enough that the new lesbian couple had plenty of opportunities to satiate their bisexual cravings for cock. And it wasn't like we weren't used to sleeping together.


And of course, there were plenty of nights with DJ, although most of those were on weekends. We were very much in love, but during the midweek she and Brooke usually hung out with her friends until after midnight, studying a little and socializing a bit more. Although I was a student as well, my MBA schedule wasn't all that demanding of me, so I had plenty of time to come home to my ladies. That usually meant hanging out with Adrienne (when she was here) and Sasha, neither of whom had homework anymore, nor exams to study for. Sasha's girlfriend still did though, so midweek Andie would spend a lot of her time with her fellow sorority students.


But I already knew Adrienne was out of town this weekend, and that I'd come over to DJ's place on a Saturday night. I already knew I'd spent a LOT of time in deep discussion with Dawn, talking about ... well ... whatever came into our heads.


We didn't talk about the past. It was done, gone, and nothing about it could be changed. But we DID talk about our present feelings, about our desires and wishes for the future, and when the grandfather clock chimed midnight and we noticed that DJ was leaning against the archway watching us and waiting patiently, it was Dawn who blushed and suggested that I get back to my girlfriend.


We'd had a pleasant chat, certainly. We'd even begun the tentative steps toward rebuilding our friendship. At the very least, I'd spent hours with Dawn without dwelling on my pain, and for perhaps the first time in recent memory I could actually imagine becoming best friends with her again.


But that would take time, it would take patience, and it would take a LOT more than a single conversation. So Dawn excused herself to take a very belated shower while I went to bed with DJ in her room. And it was DJ's bedroom I saw around me when I blinked open my eyes.


I also saw DJ's sunny blonde head before me, and with a smile 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 DJ 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. DJ'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. For all the talk of my insatiable libido that it took FIVE women regularly relieving me just to keep it in check, the crazy fivesome introducing Sasha and Andie into my incestuous little world last night had tamed the beast. Plus, my conversation with Dawn had not been arousing in the slightest, weighed down as it was by our emotions and angst. I had been content to cuddle with my girlfriend, to spoon myself up behind her warmth and expend the last of my physical energy by feeding the strength in my arms. And exhausted from the mental and emotional toil of that conversation, I fell asleep almost immediately.


But that was last night. A solid eight hours of rest had done wonders for recharging my batteries, both the ones that powered my body and the ones that fueled my testicles. I was a horny young man on a regular morning, let alone one where I didn't ejaculate just before bed. Now Big Ben was raring to go, but I was too considerate a lover to just open her up and shove it in.


With a few more swipes of my fingertip over her clit and a few delicate squeezes of her nipple, DJ 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 hot 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 honey pot, dipping into it with carefully restrained force. And thus recoated with fresh nectar, my finger rose to once again make love to her sensitive clit.


I kept this up for a good five minutes. DJ 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, DJ'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 and pulling aside the strap of her panties, 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.


DJ gasped as she suddenly came awake. By then, she was already about three-inches full of dick, and helpless to stop the last five 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! I'm cumming!" Dawn gasped as the bliss washed over her. "I'm cumming!"


"I can tell," I chuckled. "And maybe I haven't mentioned this to you. But I'm not God. It's just--"


My voice trailed off as recognition of HER voice set in. The Evans sisters all sound pretty much alike, to the point where for some people it can be very hard to distinguish them over the phone. But as alike as they sounded, their voices were NOT identical. And while my recognition was a little late, I was too intimately familiar with them to NOT have alarm bells go off once my lover's identity hit home.


"Dawn?"


"Oh, shit!" my ex-soulmate gasped, bowing her head forward and humping her hips back against my pelvis. "I'm still cumming!"


"Mm-rfff? What's going on?" DJ suddenly grunted ... from about a foot BEHIND me.


"What the--?" Wide-eyed, I jerked my head around and rolled onto my back to gape at the sight of my actual girlfriend lying facedown on the bed beside me, blinking sleep cobwebs out of her eyes as she stared over at us.


"Ohhhh!!!" DJ's big sister, incredibly, was still climaxing. In my haste to roll over, I hadn't released my arms around her waist and she had reached an arm back around my hip as well, and the point is that she'd rolled with me so that instead of spooning her side-by-side we were now spoon-stacked vertically, Dawn's back against my chest while her snatch spasmed around my schlong.


"Ohmigawd!" I grunted, not fucking back but not pushing Dawn off, either. The ripples of her inner muscles just felt too good. But while my little head had a mind of its own, my big head was still amidst a paralyzing freak out while I gawked at my actual girlfriend. "I thought she was YOU!"


DJ still wasn't entirely awake, her half-lidded eyes tracking to the right as she surveyed the situation. She observed the way her big sister writhed and wriggled like a snake while impaled on MY trouser snake. And her eyes tracked back to the pasty white look of shock on my face.


And she cracked up laughing.


"This isn't FUNNY!" I whined immediately.


"Ohhh, fuuuuccckkk," Dawn groaned, finally going limp as her arms and legs spread out to the sides from what apparently was her first coital orgasm in well over a year.


DJ was tearing up, but only because she was laughing so hard. "Yes it is!"


"Deej, how can you--" My mouth was suddenly filled with my girlfriend's tongue as she slammed it into my throat. DJ held my head in her hands and twisted it none too gently while she tried desperately to cram even more of her tongue into my mouth, cutting off my air supply. And just when I started to worry about suffocating to death, she pulled away.


"I wanna suck your cum out of her pussy!" DJ breathed, wild-eyed and grinning. Her sky blue eyes sparkled as she looked down and said. "I haven't done that in FOREVER. She hasn't even let me go down on her, period, since she got back. Stupid, fucked up penance by celibacy bullshit and all that. Oh, this is AWESOME."


"Wait, WHAT is going on?!?"


"This is perfect. Oh, I should have THOUGHT of this!"


"Thought of WHAT?!?"


DJ shook her head. "Tricking you two into doing this. Oh, I wish Adrienne was here. She would have thought of something. But well, I guess she doesn't need to. You guys already have!"


"OhmiGAWD, Deej! How the HELL did I end up spooning Dawn?!?"


"Urrrgghhh..." At the sound of her name, Dawn's head lolled to one side. But after that monster orgasm, she was still more or less in a zombie state and remained impaled upon me.


"I'm not sure. You fell asleep. Dawn finished her shower and came over to talk to me. She wanted to make sure I was okay with everything, that she didn't feel like I was interfering in my relationship with you. So we talked about our futures and how I hoped she would become your friend again, your partner the way Brooke and I are and Dayna and Brandi. I insisted I wouldn't mind if you even became lovers again, or even married. Because as much as I love you, as much as I want to bear your children and spend the rest of my life with you, I'm never going to be your number one. And frankly, you're never going to be mine. That position goes to Brooke, and even though I love you so, so much ... Well, I still love HER more. That's just the way it is."


I blinked, not sure how to respond to that.


DJ indicated with her eyes at Dawn, still sprawled across me but starting to recover. "And that's the way things should be for you and her. Together. Forever. Soulmates, really. The way you were meant to be."


I looked down to find Dawn looking upside-down back at me. My arms hadn't left her waist, and my cock had not shrunk a millimeter. We remained as intimately connected as a man and a woman can be, and for a brief moment I started to feel a tickle of ... something ... in the back of my mind.


I love you, Dawn said, except that her lips didn't move.


I love you, too, I said back, except that my lips didn't move either.


Nevertheless, there was no doubt that we'd heard each other, and the silly smile spreading across Dawn's face as she recognized that was like a volume control knob on the happiness rapidly spreading outward from my heart.


NOW Dawn finally slipped off my dick, but only so that she could turn around, plant her knees on the bed, and slide back onto my cock. Her eyes fluttered and her lips parted in an erotic moan as she felt me filling her up. And bending over, she set her forehead down on top of mine.


I love you, she said again, and again her lips didn't move.


My Dawn, I silently replied back to her, and I gave my first upward thrust.


Always yours. Forever, she told me without telling me.


"So perfect together," DJ sighed happily from beside us.


No words were audibly spoken between us. None were needed. The communication was all in our heads, across a renewed link of love that flowed as if it had never been severed. From what Dawn had said about waking up in the middle of the night on the sixth of May, perhaps it never had.


There were no playbooks, no conscious actions. We simply LOVED. We simply MOVED. And after a while I found myself on top of my soulmate, slowly pistoning in and out of her body while she enjoyed the feeling of my weight against her chest.


Our mouths moved in harmony, tongues sparring and lips caressing. Gradually, our pace sped up as our bodies mutually moved closer and closer toward climax, the pleasure increasing until tiny lights of pure bliss filled our pores and threatened to blind DJ through tender illumination. Eventually, we had to separate our mouths enough to breathe, but our foreheads remained pressed together as we panted in ecstasy and reveled in the joining of our loins.


I held Dawn's hips as a guide to direct my unerring thrusts. She held my neck and shoulders, touching my skin as if she couldn't get enough of me while delighting in the serenity of being together again. And all of a sudden, we both were there.


With three rapid thrusts, I buried my cock deep within my True Love's core and felt my entire being open up to fill hers with my very essence. Simultaneously, Dawn's chin thrust forward and her face tilted back as she screamed in absolute ecstasy to feel that essence pouring into her. But for as much liquid love as I volleyed into her womb, the sheer amount of joy she sent across our mental connection flooded my mind with far more. I sent out waves of my own eternal happiness into her mind, and like the fastest particles being sent out at the speed of light around a ring accelerator, our feelings raced in circles through BOTH of our brains until we were literally DIZZY with love.


We strayed out of thought and time. The world circled around the sun. Stars exploded into supernovas and collapsed into black holes. And still, our orgasmic bliss went on.


But one day ... eventually ... we were returned to Earth. My sense of touch came first, filling me with the feel of her body beneath mine and the clasp of her pussy around my cock. Sound came back next, listening to the gasps for air as Dawn and I both fought to regain our breaths. Then it was my sense of smell, filling my nostrils with the sweet scent of her skin flush with the muskiness of our sweat. And finally my sight, as I opened my eyes to see the heavenly view of my angel's face, smiling happily back at me.


"I love you, Ben," she said audibly. "For the rest of my life I will love you. Always you. Forever you."


And with that, she held up her left hand and used the fingers of her right to rotate the thin silver band circling her fourth finger.


Two words: Ben Forever.





Here is where my story should end. I've come to heaven, where everything in my life is perfect. True, tomorrow would be the first day of the rest of my life. And really, who knew what the future could bring?


But this is a good place to stop. It's a good place to step away from the narrative, let the credits roll, and walk out of the theater with warm, fuzzy feelings in my chest.


And the final words of my story would be: And we lived happily ever after.


So do yourself a favor: Stop reading now. Let me and Dawn and Adrienne and DJ and Brooke and Sasha and Andie and everyone else live happily ever after. That's what happens in stories, after all. And this IS a story, right?


So stop reading. The End. Ride off into the sunset, okay? Because for the faint of heart, this is the part where you should let go.


So let go.


Let go.


Let go.


...


...


...


...


...


Can't say I didn't warn you.





-- SUNDAY, MAY 7, 2006 --



12:02 AM



"Ben, dammit, wake UP!"


"Ohmigawd, ohmigawd, ohmigawd."


What the--? What's happening?



The broad smile on my face at the sight of My Dawn wearing a ring with "Ben Forever" stenciled into it evaporated as I felt myself suddenly falling backwards into a pit of darkness. Her beautiful face, frozen in time, began to fade into ethereal nothingness even as I was inexorably pulled away from it. And the darkness rushed up all around me, completely blanketing my world from the bottom up, until Dawn's face disappeared completely as I was swallowed whole.


Somebody was pressing something into my head. Hard. Damn, don't they know how much that hurts?


"Keep pressing! If he loses much more blood he's going to go into shock! Don't worry about hurting him. Just press that pad as tight as you can!"


"Ohmigawd, ohmigawd, ohmigawd."


"C'mon! Keep your shit together!"


"Ohmigawd, ohmigawd, ohmigawd."


"Grab those pillows from the bed and prop up his feet!"


Feeling like I'd been trapped underwater for ... well ... a little more than four months, I fought my way to the surface, opened my mouth, and gasped for air.


"Oh, finally."


My eyelids fluttered, and I shrank away from the overhead illumination of can lights shining directly into my face. But by squinting, I managed to keep my eyes cracked open to find two heads were silhouetted directly above me, with others in my peripheral vision. My head was pounding. My ears felt thick. Muffled noises were identifiable, although they sounded like they were coming through a glass window. The whole world was in a thick blanket of fog. I smelled blood, and I tasted it too. And as my pupils adjusted to the light I found my eyesight swimming in and out of focus on the two heads hovering over me.


Adrienne was crying, her face a mask of anguish and terror as she held a hand over her mouth. She leaned forward as she realized I was looking at her, but my gaze was already tracking toward the second head.


Amber's expression was much more determined, her blue eyes sharp as she focused on a point higher up my head. I felt a tight compression gripping my skull, and presently Amber grabbed Adrienne's free hand, which was already splashed with blood, and planted it over the side of my head where I'd been shot.


"Hold that. Firmly," Amber commanded. She looked back at me then, and an apologetic wince crossed her face as she told me, "I'm so sorry I got you into this."


I tried to shake my head that it wasn't her fault, but that wasn't such a good idea. My view of her face started to lose focus, and inky black clouds covered my vision once again.


Chapter 31: Goodbye


-- MONDAY, MAY 8, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



There came a knock at the door, and moments later it opened without waiting for a response. The privacy curtain just a few feet inside the doorway was already open, and my nurse for this shift smiled at me as she walked inside with my parents in tow.


"Heya, Ben," Dad greeted me with a smile, although there were obvious tension lines at his eyes. He came to a stop at the foot of my bed and turned to smile and nod at my nurse as she left us alone, pulling the privacy curtain shut before going out the door and closing it behind her.


"Hey, Dad," I replied wearily.


"How are you feeling?" Mom asked, obvious concern on her face as she sat on a round stool and rolled it up beside my bed.


"I'm fine. Much better than yesterday," I reassured her. Almost anything would have been better than yesterday. I'd slept through most of it, but my brief time awake had been spent in significant pain and only a little bit of lucidity. Really, I figured the doctors only let me wake up to make sure that I could, and also to reassure both my parents and me that I was alive and in stable condition. We only spoke for a few minutes to confirm the current date and my whereabouts, but beyond that I was only too happy to let the nurses shoot me up full of drugs so I could pass out again.


"Still in pain?" Mom continued, her concern deepening despite my reassurances. She reached out and put her hand on my forearm.


"Only a little," I lied, caring more about her peace of mind than my own discomfort, and I reached over and patted the back of her hand for emphasis. Glancing around them, I asked, "Where's everyone else?"


"Outside," Dad explained. "Only parents are allowed in this unit; not even your sisters can get in here. Hospital policy. But the doctor said that if you pass all their tests, you'll be moved to a regular room this afternoon where you can take visitors."


I blinked and thought about that. "Oh. Okay."


"I know that's disappointing," Mom said gently. "But you'll have to put up with just us for now. Believe me, I think the girls are more upset about it than you are, especially Adrienne and Dawn."


I blinked and raised my eyebrows. "Dawn? She's here?"


My parents exchanged a little look, and Dad explained, "She drove down in the early morning on Sunday. Beat us here, actually."


I nodded. "I'm guessing somebody called her right away."


Mom gave Dad a strange smile. "Actually, no ... Funny thing is, she called her mom. Said she'd woken up screaming your name in the middle of the night. Deanna spent about fifteen minutes calming her down and reassuring her that it was nothing more than a nightmare. Ten minutes AFTER that, DJ called Deanna to tell her you'd been shot while Brooke called me. And then Deanna called Dawn right back, probably freaking out more than Dawn was."


Dad chuckled. "Poor woman. I don't think she knew whether to be worried about your condition or thrilled by the idea of Dawn apparently feeling something happen to you. Probably both."


Mom shook her head. "It's preposterous, of course, the idea that Dawn could feel you get hurt. But ... well ... The point is that Dawn's here, outside in the waiting area with your sisters and hers."


Dad smirked. "And with no less than six other young women who have all chosen to spend their time on the last Monday of classes at a hospital awaiting some word regarding your current health status."


I blushed and averted my eyes, not wanting to attempt explaining what I'd been up to these last few months even while mentally guessing which six were here. Amber, Sasha, and Andie seemed obvious, and maybe Paige. Lynne was also a distinct possibility, and I could hope that Kim would come out of the house for something like this. Of course, some of them would have classes today, so it was really up in the air.


"So, ah," I began, taking a deep breath. "What IS my current health status?"


"Well you'll live, despite your seemingly sincere attempt to alter that fact," Mom replied with a bit of reproach in her tone.


I winced at her obvious disapproval and began, "I never intended--"


"Hey, we're not getting into that right now," Dad interrupted. "Right now we're just happy that you're safe."


"But I'm guessing the girls told you everything?"


Mom and Dad exchanged another look, and Dad explained, "Everything they know about. But nobody knows what really happened in that bedroom. All we have is the girls' account of what they discovered when they ran in and found you bleeding to death."


I pursed my lips and grimaced at the thought of the girls, especially my little sister, having to witness that kind of horror. I went back over everything that had transpired in that bedroom, from busting in to find Carter slapping Elyse, to slamming that letter opener into his chest with my last burst of energy before passing out. Of course, I remembered everything in-between, including the feeling of getting shot, and I raised my hand to the upper-right side of my head to feel the wound.


Of course, I couldn't feel the wound itself. Bandages and gauze wraps blocked my fingers from actually touching it, and with raised eyebrows I looked at my parents. "How bad is it? I don't, like, have bullet fragments in my skull or anything, do I?"


Dad winced. "No, no. Nothing like that. The bullet did manage to carve out a chunk of your head, right down until your skull was exposed, but since your skull is right under the surface, the shock to your brain was more like getting hit in the head with a hammer. The biggest problem was that you had a cerebral contusion that caused some intracranial bleeding. It was severe enough to require surgical drainage, and that's why they kept you doped up. They wanted to allow your body to heal without you having to deal with the pain. Now that's apparently taken care of, and they've stitched up your gunshot wound, so with time and rest you should be good as new."


"But an inch to the right and we probably wouldn't be talking to you right now," Mom said with a frown, her eyes hard as she pointed more or less at the middle of my forehead. She began stroking my forearm, her lower lip quivered, and she had to fight back tears as she added in a shaky voice, "We'd have been burying you instead."


"Hey, hey..." I began, furrowing my eyebrows and rubbing her hand still on my forearm. "I'm fine. I got lucky."


"Got lucky again. This is the second time you've been shot, young man. And I don't ever want to think about you having a third."


I winced. "I'm sorry. I really never thought--"


"You never thought. That's the problem!" Mom cut me off.


"Beth..." Dad soothed, rubbing Mom's shoulder. "We talked about this. Now's not the time. We only have a little while that we can talk to him before our time's up."


Mom squeezed her eyes shut and took two deep, shuddering breaths. But when she exhaled the last she looked visibly calmer, and she went back to stroking my forearm.


"Believe me. Getting shot again is the LAST thing I ever want to happen, and I'll be more careful in the future," I assured her, but her frown said she didn't quite trust me on that. "Look, I was stupid, I know. I'm very sorry for making you worry."


Mom took another deep breath and exhaled it slowly. "This isn't about me. Really, I'm very happy that you're alright. Still, the sooner you're up and about again the more happy I'll be."


I nodded. "Me, too."





With the time we had left, my parents caught me up on the overall situation and their version of the events over the last two days. They'd been awakened by Brooke's frantic phone call around 12:10 in the middle of the night, collected the twins, and drove straight to the hospital. The Evanses were already in the waiting room with my sisters, along with Amber, Sasha, Andie, and a few of the froshlings. My parents, being the only ones allowed into the unit, had stepped in to briefly confirm that I was asleep and recovering well after undergoing surgery and receiving a blood transfusion to replace what I'd lost. Although I had bled out pretty good, Amber's on-the-spot paramedic care had gotten me stabilized well before the ambulance showed up. And so long as I didn't have any adverse reactions to the blood transfusion, or lasting complications from the concussion, the doctors expected me to make a full recovery.


Armed with this information and their visual verification that I was indeed alive, my parents broke up the group in the waiting room and started sending people home to get some sleep. I wasn't allowed visitors yet, anyway. Even Dawn and Adrienne were ultimately browbeaten into leaving the hospital and getting some rest, despite their insistent protests, especially when my parents left the hospital as well. Mom, Dad, and the twins took over the two downstairs bedrooms in my Berkeley house, with my parents in the bigger of the two rooms. But they were really just convenient beds, since the Evanses also used the house as a crash pad rather than commute all the way back to the South Bay. One set of parents had stayed in the hospital at all times.


No one stayed away very long, and several Tri-Delts had come to express their condolences to my family and inquire about my health. Bert, Paige, and Lynne also stopped by, along with some other classmates, but Mom and Dad didn't really remember names. The only person of significance who wasn't around was Amber, who had gone home shortly after their arrival. Neither Lynne nor my parents had any further details on her, other than that they were exceedingly grateful for her medical expertise in Carter's bedroom.


Boredom and parental unit instructions kept all of the students in the waiting room at least attempting to study and do homework for their classes, which supposedly became easier to do the longer time passed without any new information. In the afternoon, I woke up and my parents were allowed back in to see me, but it had been a short visit. And last night had been a repeat of the first, with the two sets of parents taking turns going home to sleep before returning and the various girls doing the same.


The more I listened, the more embarrassed I became over my situation. Compared to my ... well, I supposed one had to call it a dream ... of being in a coma for more than a week, I thought getting grazed by a bullet but not really punctured to be rather ... lame. I was fine, and apart from yet another bullet scar, I apparently would be back on my feet in perfect health pretty soon. And to have so many people clogging a hospital waiting room over me seemed like making a far bigger deal out of the situation than it really was.


I told my parents to tell everyone to go home, that I'd be fine, and that I still had my own Finals to worry about. While this setback all but assured I wouldn't be attending the final two days of classes, I could still probably show up for my Exams, which started on Friday. But my parents insisted that my health, not my academic record, was their number one priority, and Brooke had already informed the school that I'd been hospitalized and potentially wouldn't be able to complete my courses, nevermind the possibility that I might not graduate.


I, of course, was horrified by the notion of repeating my final semester of college, but my parents insisted I focus on getting healthy first and ordered me to concentrate on that. Mom had figured out ten minutes ago that I'd been masking my true pain from her, and she threatened to have me drugged and knocked out again if I didn't own up to the fact that I still had a healing wound where I was missing a bunch of skin and tissue on the upper-right side of my head that had once left my bone exposed, and that I needed to REST. So I caved, told them I'd heal up, and they kissed me goodbye. Besides, Finals didn't start until Friday, and I figured I could get out of the hospital by then.


After a short nap, I went through a battery of tests and was pronounced healthy enough to be moved out of my unit. After my head dressings were changed, my bed was wheeled into a different wing of the hospital where I was placed in a shared room with some middle-aged guy recovering from a heart attack. And then I was told that while I'd be able to receive visitors, I should be courteous and respectful of my roommate's needs for privacy and quiet.


Thankfully, my roommate was just as excited as me to see a whole gaggle of gorgeous college coeds stampede into our room. When he recognized Adrienne, I think the poor guy nearly had another heart attack, especially when she tried to smother my face in her tits while hugging me so tight I thought she might never let me go.


Seeing Dawn again turned out to be rather anticlimactic. While my mind was still awash with questions and ruminations about her "hearing" me in the middle of the night on May 6th, our actual reunion was about as opposite as can be from our reunion in my "dream", which I still remembered with vivid clarity. Really, she just sort of shyly waved hello, and fully aware of more than a dozen pairs of eyeballs on us, she gave me a chaste hug before stepping back.


We didn't get a chance to talk.


The room was filled with the conversation of more than a dozen people talking all at the same time for about an hour before the authorities broke things up, and by "the authorities" I don't mean the hospital staff. Berkeley Police had come by to take a statement from me, and my parents shooed everyone out before returning themselves to supervise.


I explained everything as best I could, and I heard Mom and Dad gasp a time or two during my narrative as they heard a few things they'd hadn't learned from one of the others. I didn't really get into the sex stuff or anything; the cops were far more interested in the fight in Carter's bedroom. Still, by the time the cops left I could tell from Mom's and Dad's expressions that I was in pretty deep shit for my reckless behavior.


But the hammer wouldn't fall tonight. It was too soon, or maybe I was too fragile. Whatever the reason, my parents didn't lay into me just yet. After the police were gone, I found out that pretty much all non-"Family" members had been sent home, including Sasha and Andie. It was still a Monday, and some of them had classes. Bert and Sasha, for example, had to give our final Capstone Presentation all by themselves. What had started out as my Dream Team of six at the beginning of Junior year had been whittled down all the way to two, and the drama of my life was mostly responsible for the absent four.


"The Family" stuck around to further discuss things and plan their schedules. In theory I'd be discharged tomorrow, assuming that there were no complications when they checked my head wound in the morning. My parents would actually prefer that I stay in the hospital a little longer for treatment and observation, but my student insurance plan would rather have me out of the hospital to convalesce on my own.


The good news was that the hospital didn't really have specific visiting hours other than that overnight guests were generally frowned upon in a shared room – not that my family would be stopped by "generally frowned upon". Still, we didn't get to leave everyone here, and there was no spare bed in the room or even a couch with enough room to sleep on. Adrienne successfully bullied everyone else into letting her be my overnight guardian while the others went home, and shortly before dinner they all left, including my parents. She kept me and my roommate company, and I swear the guy couldn't be happier to have had a heart attack that landed him in the hospital, although he had to be careful about wandering eyes when his wife came by to visit after work.


At least she didn't give him too much flack for getting Adrienne's autograph.


Eventually, though, my discomfort levels started rising and the nurse came by to give me my next dose of painkillers. I got pretty sleepy after that, and while Adrienne wanted to spoon with me on my little hospital single, the nurses wouldn't let her do that. She settled for sitting in the rather uncomfortable chair next to my bed and pillowing her head on the mattress beside me, and that was the way I discovered her when I woke in the morning.


I didn't mean to wake her, but in that position she wasn't sleeping very deeply, so she awoke when I gently stroked her hair. Giving me a tired smile after apparently not getting much rest overnight, she was nevertheless quite happy to see me alive and (mostly) well.


For me, when I glanced over and realized my roommate was asleep, I was happy for my very first chance to have a private conversation.





-- TUESDAY, MAY 9, 2006, SENIOR YEAR --



"So there I was, buried inside her and flush with post-orgasmic happiness. I finally had her back, on top of all the other good things happening for me, and I remember thinking, 'Life can't get any better than this.' For the very first time since Dawn showed up at the front door smelling like sex and told me she was breaking up with me, I felt... whole."


With moisture in my eyes as I stared at the far wall, I marveled over the sensation of absolute peace I'd touched ever so briefly. If there was a heaven in the afterlife, I'd found it.


"And then I lost it..."


Inhaling deeply and clenching my teeth, I fought the urge to break down and sob my heart out. I knew my dream hadn't been real, but the memories were so vivid and sharp that it was hard to consider them as anything but actual memories. To have such a clear picture of one way my life could have turned out so perfectly, only to discover myself back at the moment of injury and loss, it was ... well ... it was absolutely crushing.


I didn't know whether to think that I'd actually died and gone to heaven only to be brought back to life by Amber's medical wizardry, or that I'd merely hallucinated the whole thing as my body went hypoxic. If heaven, then I certainly wished Amber hadn't saved me and I'd been able to continue on in divine bliss for all eternity. If a hallucination, then I wished the delusional visions would fade so I would no longer so acutely feel this paralyzing sense of loss.


Or perhaps I'd somehow piggybacked on the mental experience of some other Ben in a parallel universe that branched off as different decisions were made and everything turned out peachy keen. But if that was the case, the very notion that some other Ben got to live that perfect life while I was stuck ... here...


Well it made me want to cry.


"It's okay. You can let it out," Adrienne soothed, squeezing me tight.


She'd climbed onto the bed with me partway through my recounting of my fantasy four months. I'd held nothing back from her, spelling out every detail I could remember, so I could be sure that somebody knew this story lest my memory fade and the recollection be lost forever. My sense of loss had been growing more and more as I talked, and I'd been on the verge of tears for a while now.


I glanced across the room at the other bed. It was still early in the morning and my roommate was still asleep. Had he been awake I figured my ego would not have let me actually break down, but asleep he was and break down I did. As I hunched over, the first droplets splattered my cheeks. And following them came the deluge as the overwhelming weight of everything that had happened to me finally came crashing down.


Adrienne didn't ask questions. She didn't try to analyze my psyche, judge me, or break down the wealth of information I'd shared. She simply held me, reminded me she was there, and whispered over and again how much she loved me.


And I cried.


For the first time since waking up alone in a hospital bed less two days ago, I cried, only now letting the full weight of everything that had happened to me really hit home.


I cried for my lost fantasy vision, for the reunions and reconciliations between me, Dawn, DJ, Brooke, and Kim that had apparently never happened.


I cried for my physical pain, for the open wound in the side of my head that still needed time to heal and would leave a scar upon me for the rest of my life.


I cried for my fear, for the idea that I'd now gotten shot twice, and that if I continued living my life the way I had with such reckless disregard for my own safety, the third time might be the charm that actually killed me.


And I cried for my friends and loved ones, the people who cared about and depended on me continuing to stay alive, and how close I'd come to letting them all down.


For my parents, who had put such faith and trust in me as their son to live and learn from my own mistakes.


For my sisters, who had all counted on having their brother around for protection, advice, and sibling companionship as they grew older and experienced the world for themselves.


For Adrienne, who was my rock and I hers. I was her anchor, the lifelong love she depended on always being there for her no matter where life took her.


For my girlfriends, Sasha and Andie. Though I'd never formally termed them as such, it was a title they both deserved, as they'd both invested so much of their time and so much of their love in a man they hoped would eventually love them back. Sasha especially, since I'd started to actually do so.


For my friends, who all shared their daily lives with me.


And for Kim, the mother of my child who I'd promised I would always take care of, and for our son, who hadn't even been born yet and might never have had the chance to meet his father.


I'd almost let them all down.


Losing my heaven, losing that sense of completion and feeling whole again, that hurt. But the idea of disappointing all those people who'd depended on me, well ... that hurt even more.


I realized how cliché it must seem that this single traumatic event would change my life, but it had. I'd gotten shot before, but this was different. The thing with Adrienne's brother Adam had been but a minor speed bump compared to this. My injuries had been minor flesh wounds, fixed up by bandages and creams. I'd never lost consciousness, and Adam Dennis had gone and gotten himself killed all on his own shortly after. I'd carry the bullet scars for the rest of my life, but they weren't even noticeable unless you looked closely. And likewise, the impact of those events on my present lifestyle had been relatively minimal, save for the way they'd brought me and Adrienne closer together than ever.


This was different. Too much had happened.


Two people had died.


One of them at MY hands.


Although it seemed that everything I'd experienced for what felt like the last four months was nothing but a figment of my imagination, one thing was definitely true: I'd killed Carter. Although my parents wouldn't give me the details of what had happened in that bedroom after I'd gone unconscious, Adrienne, Brooke, and DJ had filled me in last night after the cops left and my curiosity was at its peak.


My letter opener hadn't severed an artery, like in my dream. Instead I'd punctured his heart, and while Cameron's gunshot wound would likely have taken Carter's life, my last ditch effort to end the fight had put a small tear in his left ventricle. The last moments of his heart beating had pushed the life out of him and he was dead on the floor before the paramedics arrived. And as much as I detested what he'd done, the thought of a human being losing his life in such a manner because of what I'd done made me sick to my stomach.


At least Elyse had survived. Carter had shot her at point-blank range, and the bullet had passed straight through her body between her clavicle and scapula, missing any vital organs or arteries by mere millimeters. She'd been placed into a restricted unit as well, and since she didn't even know how to contact her evil stepmother, there was no one allowed to visit her. But the nurses had told the girls that much, and while Elyse's recovery time would be somewhat longer than mine since she'd suffered a good deal more tissue damage than I had, in the end she would be just fine.


Maybe someday soon I could talk to her. Maybe someday soon I could ask her WHY she'd fought so hard that night, for Cameron and for me. Because bottom line: if it wasn't for her, I'd be dead. She'd fought Carter off when he had the drop on me ... twice. She'd saved me. Elyse Laughton had saved my life, and I really wanted to thank her for that.


For now, I had to be content that she'd lived. I had to be content that somebody had lived, because the other woman in that room had not.


I'd actually watched Cameron die. Though I'd suffered a concussion and my vision was blurry, I distinctly remembered looking around the room for both her and Elyse after slamming that letter opener into Carter's chest. She wasn't far away, having sunk to her own knees to sob in anguish while watching Carter die. I'd wanted to reach out to her, to say or do something when she turned that gun around and pushed the muzzle against her naked breast. But I'd been too weak. I'd watched the life flash out of her eyes when the gun went off. And witnessing her body fall backwards onto the floor and twitch for a few painful seconds as her future bled out of her had been too much for me to take.


In my dream, I'd conjured up a last-second rescue. In my dream, Cameron had lived and gone on to start a new life with Amber.


But that was just a dream. And as I stopped to think about the harshness of reality, well ... it was a good thing they weren't giving me solid food, because if they had I would have vomited it all up.


My whole purpose for being in that house had been to rescue Cameron. I hadn't done that, and despite all my best efforts, she was now dead. Just one more person I'd let down. Two, when you figured that Amber had been counting on me to help.


My fault. All my fault. If I hadn't been there, Cameron and Carter both might still be alive. Maybe Carter would still have both Elyse and Cameron in his clutches, and maybe their lives wouldn't be so hunky dory for it, but at least they'd all be alive. Maybe someone else could have done a better job rescuing them at a later date, like ... oh... the police, maybe? SWAT? DEA? Somebody actually trained? Somebody actually qualified to be a hero? Not some self-righteous, stupidly reckless, one semester of Krav Maga and ballroom dancing MORON like me.


Two people dead, Elyse in a hospital room recovering from her own gunshot wound – from a bullet intended for me – and the blame lay squarely at my feet. I'd been too much in shock last night to really think about it, but I was thinking about it now.


One more thing to cry about.





My parents and the twins returned to the hospital mid-morning to hang out and talk to me, although there wasn't much to say and the twins spent most of their time reading, texting, or playing video games. After another round of tests to make sure I was healthy enough to go home, along with careful instructions on how to take care of my head wound and several prescriptions, the hospital discharged me shortly after lunch. Adrienne drove me home in the Mustang, and we arrived to find a whole crowd of college coeds (and Bert) waiting in the house to greet me.


Andie was the first out the front door, and she had to visibly restrain herself from attempting a leap into my arms. She settled for a wraparound hug and seemed content to never let me go until Sasha simply hugged us both ... and then Jamie ... and Peyton ... and Jocelyn ... and Tonya. I think Andie started having trouble breathing beneath all that affection; I know I did. And when Adrienne noticed I was beginning to suffocate she managed to pry everyone off.


The gang spent a little over an hour satisfying their curiosity and asking me questions about what happened. At some point, Peyton started ushering everyone out to leave me and my family in peace during this difficult time. Paige said her family was praying for me. Bert gave me a fist bump, told me Lynne sent her regards, and headed out. Near tears, even Andie departed, but Sasha stuck around since ... well ... she lived here.


My family set me up in my bedroom while Dad drove out to pick up my prescriptions. After another round of painkillers, I conked out for an afternoon nap. And when I woke, it was to the smell of Mom's meatloaf, one of my favorite comfort foods.


I found that the Evanses had come by for dinner, and that Brandi and Dayna had come over from The City. We filled up the living room and spread out across all the available seats, anywhere from three to six different conversations going on at any given time. While nobody avoided talking about the incident at Carter's, we didn't go out of our way to bring up the subject, either. For the most part, conversation centered around the details of how long everyone would be staying in town now that I was no longer in the hospital. The twins still had to complete their Junior year of high school, which didn't finish until mid-June, and of course my parents still had work. They would actually be driving back down tomorrow, leaving Adrienne in charge of looking after my well-being with the promise to return if needed.


Of course, they weren't the only ones present from out of town. Everyone wanted to talk to Dawn about her time at Camp and what her plans were for the rest of the summer as well.


If there was a silver lining in me getting shot, it was that all of the animosity and awkwardness over Dawn's last real interaction with all of us was gone. That hateful New Year's Eve phone call had been forgotten, and I learned that she and DJ had spoken several times after the abortion and break-up, and they'd decided to let bygones be bygones and move forward as sisters. Really, the only unresolved issues were those between Dawn and me, but nobody was going out of their way to bring those up at the moment.


As with my parents and the twins, Dawn said she'd probably head back to camp tomorrow. Norma had given her leave to take as much time as she needed, but I was no longer in immediate danger and she wasn't the type of person to shirk her responsibilities. Left unsaid was her desire to still talk to me, privately, but the look she gave me was as clear as if she'd spoken the request directly into my ear. I knew that one way or another, before she left we would have our one-on-one talk.


But someone beat her to the punch: my dad.





I took a shower after dinner, although not without help. Though my head was no longer bandaged, I wasn't allowed to get my stitches wet until tomorrow, so Adrienne sat me down on the bench and used the detachable shower head to clean me up herself. It was probably the first time in my life I spent that much time around a naked, wet Adrienne without getting an erection. But while there was nothing wrong with my hardware, I simply wasn't in the mood, even stopping her when she used her soapy hands to start a teasing handjob in the hopes of lifting my spirits a little.


We were in our room getting dressed when Dad knocked at the door. I hadn't yet put on a shirt, but we made sure Adrienne was presentable before inviting him in. And I realized the hammer that hadn't fallen last night would finally be coming down when he asked, "Adrienne, will you excuse us for a few minutes?"


With a short bow of her head, Adrienne took her leave and closed the door behind her. I finished putting on my shirt and gestured for Dad to join me in the sitting area. I took my usual armchair, and a second later Dad sighed as he sat on the edge of the seat in front of me, his elbows on his knees and his hands clasped as he leaned forward toward me.


"How are you feeling?" he began, his tone warm but firm. We both knew that some reprimanding was in order.


I nodded. "Pretty good, all things considering. The painkillers seem to be doing a good job of turning my splitting headaches into mere throbbing headaches. To be honest, the worst is the itch that's only just started. I know it means my skin is healing, but the urge to reach up and just start clawing at my stitches with my fingernails is maddening."


"The doctor said you can take Benadryl, right?"


I nodded. "I probably will tonight just to make sure I don't scratch them out in my sleep. For now, it'd make me drowsy and I feel like I've spent too much time sleeping lately."


Dad favored me with a teasing smile as he mimed the area on the upper-right side of his own head. "Well at least you don't have to worry about bed head anymore."


I rolled my eyes, thinking about how they'd shaved that side of my head for the surgical drainage. The rest of my hair was all still in place, but the whole thing looked weird enough that I'd already insisted I'd buzz all of my hair off and let it re-grow uniformly. I'd gotten used to having a shaved head and re-growing my hair over the last four months anyway, even if it had never really happened.


We both quieted down, letting his lame joke linger for far too long. Dad was trying to break the ice before really getting into it, but at this point I would rather just get it over with.


Taking a deep breath, Dad sat up straighter and raised his elbows onto the armrests of the chair. I readied myself for his rebuke of disappointment in my decision-making, but instead he gave me a sad look and said, "I'm so sorry, son. I haven't done my job as a father."


I blinked in surprise and arched an eyebrow. "Huh?"


"This..." he began, miming the upper-right side of his head again, "is partially my fault. There were signs, well before things came to this, that you were starting to get in over your head. There were some discussions, between me, your mother, and the Evanses about whether or not you were starting to lose your sense of perspective. But all the while, -I- more than anyone else insisted that you could handle yourself, that you were a grown man capable of being responsible for his own life, and I talked everyone else into letting you continue without interference."


I kept blinking, not yet understanding as I repeated, "Huh?"


"Your mother thought I should have sat down and had this talk with you a long time ago. Certainly, if other people out there could observe our situation and look at how we've handled things, they might judge us poorly for our own decision-making more than yours. But we've done our best to raise you the best way we knew how, in a way not so dissimilar from our own upbringing. We took pride in the level of independence our children have shown from a very young age, at a time when other parents have to keep babysitters and other guardians watching over their kids because even their teenagers can't fend for themselves on the most basic levels. But my pride almost cost you your life, and for that, I'm very sorry."


Frowning and arching an eyebrow, I gave my dad a look of confusion. "Uh, me getting shot has nothing to do with you."


"Everything you do has everything to do with me. You're my son."


"That's all fine on a theoretical level, but you didn't even know where I was going that night." A sudden thought occurred to me, and I added with furrowed eyebrows, "Did you?"


Dad shook his head, and explained, "And that's where I failed you."


I still didn't understand, and Dad stood up from his chair and paced around the back of it. I saw some of my own mannerisms in the way he held his hands behind his back as he went to look out the window for a moment before returning and leaning forward, his hands braced on the backrest of the armchair. "Do you remember jungle gyms? The big rectangular monkey bar sets or the geodesic domes you always crawled all over as a kid? I've noticed they don't make them anymore; too many liability lawsuits."


I frowned, not understanding where he was going with this, but I shrugged and leaned against the backrest of my chair.


"You were walking before you were a year old, and climbing every structure you could find before you were a year-and-a-half. Your mother thought I was crazy for letting you climb some of that playground equipment when the signs clearly stated they were designed for ages 5 through 12, even before you were two. But you LOVED to climb, and you complained if I didn't let you. So I let you."


I shrugged, starting to get a sense of where he was going with this. "Okay."


"You almost never looked down. No fear. Brandi, on the other hand, was a little scaredy-cat. She was four and didn't want to get three feet off the ground unless somebody was holding her hand, but not you. Higher and higher you wanted to go, until you'd reached the top and there was nothing left to conquer. And you never looked down."


"This supposed to be an analogy to me ignoring the risks of my actions or something?"


"Or something. We'll get to you ignoring risks in a minute, but the point is that you always climbed like you were totally alone. You were singularly-focused on the challenge ahead of you, and you never stopped to notice where I was until you'd reached the top and wanted to crow down, 'Daddy, I did it!'"


"Okay."


"Thing is: you didn't make it every time. When you were a toddler, you fell more often than you succeeded. When you were two, you probably made it half the time. And even when you were five, you still fell every now and again, mostly because you were rushing things instead of being careful."


I smirked and shrugged. "Guess not much has changed since I was five."


Dad smiled and shook his head ruefully. "No, not much. But do you remember what happened each time that you fell?"


"I picked myself up and tried again?"


"Close." Dad took a deep breath and gave me a steady look as he circled back in front of the chair and sat down. "I would be there to catch you."


I blinked and thought about that.


"You never paid any attention to whether or not I was there. But especially under those geodesic domes, or the monkey bars, or the trapeze rings, I was always right beneath you, ready to catch you when you fell. You never wanted my help. One of my strongest memories is of you standing on a platform underneath an overhead ladder. I think you were about four. You weren't even tall enough to reach the first bar, but you wouldn't let me hoist you up. You must've jumped for that bar twenty times, and I always caught you. You always pushed at my chest in annoyance and insisted you could do it yourself, but I always caught you."


"Yay, Dad of the Year," I drawled. "You've made your point."


He frowned at my defensive tone, a disappointed look on his face. "The point is that from the time you were ten and we started letting you figure out your own way to get home from elementary school or stay at home by yourself, we've done our best to encourage your independence. Not just you, but all of your sisters, even the twins. We let you make a ton of decisions in your life, from what clothes you wanted to wear in first grade to organizing your daily schedule in high school to allow for both socialization and time to finish your homework. We've always strived to teach you self-sufficiency, and except for you apparently never getting around to learning how to cook until this year, I think we as parents did a pretty good job."


I sat up straight and nodded sincerely. "I think you have, with all of us: Brandi, Brooke, Eden, Emma. I genuinely believe we're all strong, confident, capable individuals."


Dad smiled and nodded. "The thing is, we've let you all think you're going through life by yourselves. We've done our best to stay in the background, to let you make your own decisions, and not depend on us to give you all the answers. But that doesn't mean we weren't around. That doesn't mean we weren't involved. You were always climbing those jungle gyms by yourself. But you always had a safety net."


My eyes narrowed as I thought back over my childhood. Despite everything Dad had just said about letting us make our own decisions, I couldn't think of any significant periods of time when my parents weren't around. My memory was a little hazy on everything prior to high school. My days from age 13 and earlier just weren't all that important to me right now, save perhaps for my early memories of Dawn. But when I thought about how my parents did let me set my own schedule and figure out how to squeeze in homework and studying along with my time spent with friends, I realized that they were still there every day, asking if I'd finished all my chores and inquiring as to how things were going at school. I thought about how my parents always seemed to know what was going on in my friends' lives, and I realized that they always managed to get me to TELL them what was going on in my friends' lives over dinner or on the weekends. I thought about the knowing looks Mom would give me after I'd started having sex with Keira McNeil, and how she hadn't even been surprised when I took up with Brandi and then Brooke. I thought of the way she'd make a comment and then just sort of stare at me for a while until I rambled out more details than I'd originally intended to say. And above all else, I remembered deciding with the twins that I'd take their virginities when they turned 15 and then changing my mind, only to discover that Mom had known all along and would never have let me go through with it in the first place.


Dad was talking again. "Sometimes you were so distracted by whatever toy or challenge was in front of you that you forgot we were there until we caught you as you fell. Sometimes we deliberately LET you fall, because we knew you could handle it and would learn from your mistakes. But don't ever think your mother and I didn't care. Don't ever think we weren't paying attention. Because we do. We care. And we genuinely thought you were ready to be on your own by the time you moved up here to go to college."


Now it was my turn to mime the upper-right side of my head. "All evidence to the contrary."


Dad sighed. "And therein lies my failure."


"You didn't fail me. I'm a grown man."


"And I'm your father, your ONLY father. The job of being your dad falls on ME, and me alone. Your mother has certainly been involved, of course. But maybe it's a guy thing, because I have to admit I've devoted more of my time and attention to you than your sisters. I tried my best to give you a good foundation, to be more hands on and involved in your life through adolescence. But once you got to high school, I deliberately stepped back a bit to let you learn from your mistakes. You built some very strong bonds with your sisters during those years, sharing advice with each other and getting more involved in taking care of each other, both with Brandi and Brooke. Those are the kinds of confidante relationships that will stay with you long after your mother and I are dead and gone."


I frowned and thought about that. I remembered being a kid running to my parents every time I needed advice or reassurance. But definitely as a teenager I felt myself going more to my siblings, or even Keira, for advice instead. I'd figured it was my teenaged need to assert self-independence, and maybe it was. But it hadn't occurred to me that my parents had deliberately stepped away to watch me mature a little more on my own.


Dad kept going. "Clearly, I've been much more hands off since you came up here for school. That's a simple matter of geography, and you've only been home twice in the last two years. I've kept in touch with Jack and Deanna, gotten regular updates about you from your sisters, including Adrienne. I've heard about some of the shenanigans you've gotten into, including a sex life that quite frankly has been far more varied than my own. I've heard of your successes and also your failures. I've kept up with your romantic dramas and especially that heartbreak with Dawn. And we ALL were paying careful attention when DJ turned up pregnant."


"Ah. That."


Dad exhaled slowly. "When DJ turned up pregnant, we realized it was an accident. Short of stopping you two from having sex, it was rather unavoidable. When you decided to get married, we and her parents sat down and had a lot of discussions about that before deciding we didn't want to intervene. You and DJ could have been very happy together, and still could be, honestly. You may not remember all the questions we were asking you around that time, but your mother and I went to a lot of effort to make sure your head was in the right place when it came to the idea of settling down with DJ, and we had to be convinced to let you proceed. Brooke, especially, wanted to see both of you happy, and she argued quite strongly that it would be best for both of you and your baby for you two to get married."


"Yeah well that didn't happen." Shaking my head, I closed my eyes and added, "And then I went and did something really impulsive with Kim."


Dad's eyebrows popped and he nodded in agreement with me.


Dad sighed and shook his head. "Your mother wanted me to come straight up here when we found out about Kim. I believe she wanted me to ask you point blank, 'Son ... What the fuck do you think you're doing?'"


I snickered at that.


"See, that just highlighted a series of monumentally rash decisions you made without consulting us: proposal, abortion, impregnating Kim. And do I really need to mention a certain video of your penis floating around on the internet? I get that you were trying to help Adrienne's career, but did you stop to consider its impact on your life and career? And I'm not saying you needed to ask our approval before proposing to DJ, but children usually tell their parents that a proposal is at least being considered ahead of time, not to mention traditionally asking permission from the bride's parents."


"Well technically, I DID already ask the Evanses for permission to marry their daughter. When I asked about Dawn, Jack said, 'I'd have given you permission for any of them.'"


"I'm being serious," Dad stated solemnly. "You proposed without consulting us, which may have not been such a big deal. But what concerned us more was that you and DJ had an abortion without consulting us."


"That was DJ's decision. It's her body, and--"


"We're not denying DJ's right to decide, but we would have appreciated a chance to talk about it. We ALL thought abortion wasn't even a consideration, and then you two blindsided everyone by telling us 'It's done', and then you compounded that by leaving the Evans house right after. Deanna, especially, was quite hurt to have not been consulted."


"Deanna would have just tried to talk DJ out of it."


"And you would have objected if she did? I seem to recall that both you and Brooke were trying to accomplish the same feat. You apparently asked Adrienne for help. Maybe DJ's mom would have succeeded where you failed. Maybe the woman DJ trusts the most when it comes to expertise on motherhood might have been able to say something to put her youngest daughter at ease with the situation. Jack and Deanna are her parents, and damn good ones in my opinion, and they probably would have supported her in ways you – the boy she feared losing – could not."


"I did my best."


"I don't doubt that you did. But you didn't let us help. Do you have any idea how much it crushed Deanna to find that you and DJ made that kind of decision without her knowledge. Do you know how helpless she felt later on when DJ fell into that depression? At least Brooke had the good sense to involve her in THAT situation. I realize that Deanna can be a bit overbearing sometimes when it comes to marrying you off to one of her girls, but at the same time she loves her daughters in a way even you can't understand."


"I get it, I get it."


"Do you really? Look at what happened: Baby aborted, relationship ruined, and DJ borderline suicidal, so guilt-ridden at the mere sight of you that Brooke and all of us thought it best to just keep you away from DJ entirely. Now maybe even her parents couldn't have talked DJ into keeping the baby if they'd been a part of that original decision, but for all you know, maybe their influence could have ultimately meant that you and DJ wouldn't have broken up."


I felt my stomach twist into a knot. What if?


"As for Kim, well..." Dad continued with a shrug, "in the end we decided not to interfere at that time. Clearly, you were in emotional anguish, and while we did go out of our way to communicate that we supported whatever decisions about Kim you made, perhaps you'd have been better off if we'd tried to stay in more regular contact. But abortion was never a consideration – we already knew you would want to keep the baby and stand by his mother – so there wasn't a whole lot we could say. This wasn't how your mother and I planned on becoming grandparents, and while all four of us parents had an easier time accepting things when DJ became pregnant, we couldn't let our selfish desires take precedence over what ultimately is your choice in a mate."


"I'm not going to marry Kim."


"I know that. Everything your sisters have told me about your relationship with her has indicated that marriage is not what either of you want. And that's good, I think. Having a baby alone is not reason enough to get married."


"Well then I'm glad you and I are in agreement."


"Of course, things blew up soon after that, and as I understand it, Kim is at home with her family. But while we weren't around to talk about that situation then, we'd be happy to talk about it now that we're here. I can even go with you to visit the Fukuzaki's, and I can have a father-to-father chat with him."


"Dear god, no."


Dad chuckled. "I thought not. Well, at least I can be a sounding board so you can talk through your hopes and desires and worries about the situation, and maybe your old man's wealth of experience can come up with a solution that will work for everyone involved."


I grimaced and took a deep breath. "Maybe, but not right this minute, huh?"


Dad shrugged. "Of course not. We have other, more immediate issues to talk about." Once again he mimed the upper-right side of his head.


I winced and rubbed my forehead. Was it too early to take another round of painkillers?


Dad rubbed his forehead just like me, looking like he wouldn't mind his own batch of painkillers. "Look, this whole thing was a wakeup call not just for you, but also for us. In raising Brandi, we could trust her not to get in over her head to this degree. We had our ups and downs in learning to be parents, and maybe we were a little more nervous and a little more protective of her from the beginning. When it came to raising you, we were much more relaxed and ... well ... permissive. Part of it is that you're not the eldest, but you're not one of the babies, either. Plus, you're a boy; that may not be fair, but it's true. Your mother always said that with you she only has to worry about one penis. With your sisters, she has to worry about ALL penises."


I snickered again.


"So we gave you a lot more leeway than we did with your sisters. That almost haunted us when the whole thing with Adrienne's brother went down and you picked up your first two bullet scars. Honestly, I thought that would have scared some sense into you to not go rushing headlong into dangerous situations that might be beyond your capabilities."


I pursed my lips and shook my head. "He had Emma."


"I get it. At least, I got THAT. This time? None of your sisters was in danger. Trying to find a woman you barely knew, in a house full of drug dealers? Son ... what the fuck were you thinking?"


I put my face in my palm and started rubbing. "I ... I was an idiot."


"Damn fucking straight you were. And if it makes you feel any better, your mother is in the other room scolding the hell out of Adrienne for letting you go there in the first place, too."


I grimaced and stared over at the wall toward the other bedroom. Rather than make me feel better, that knowledge only made me feel worse for getting Adrienne into trouble, too.


"And what makes it worse is that you let Brooke and DJ go there, too! Honestly, I think that's most disappointing part of all this. I can understand the two of you believing you can handle yourselves, but to let the younger girls continue to go back there again and again?"


"I TOLD them the place was sketchy. I DID warn them."


"But you didn't STOP them. Now maybe Brooke and DJ are legal adults, and they can make their own decisions. But I don't think it ever occurred to you to let ME know my daughter was walking into a known drug house, and THAT has to change! Do you think Jack Evans wouldn't want to know DJ was putting herself into danger? Your mother and I aren't in the Bay Area. We're five hundred miles away, and we trusted big brother to do everything in his power to keep those girls safe. I don't expect you to control Brooke, but you should have told me what was up. The job of being Brooke's father falls on ME, and if I'd known where she was, I'd have marched into that place and dragged her sorry ass out of there myself."


"I didn't think she was in serious danger."


"Two people from that house are dead, and you've just gotten out of a hospital bed. Still think your sister wasn't in serious danger?"


I swallowed thickly and averted my eyes.


Dad let out a heavy sigh. "Ben, you're my son – my only son – and in a lot of ways I think you're a fine young man. You've matured in so many ways, you're about to graduate college, and for that I'm immensely proud. But I think my pride in you has blinded me to some of the areas you haven't developed as well as you should have. You're twenty-two now; you're not a teenager anymore. You can't go on thinking you're invincible and that everything will turn out alright in the end. You've now gotten shot in THREE PLACES: head, cheek, and side. Do you have any idea the odds of that happening with none of the bullets hitting something vital? Even so, you nearly DIED this time. You could have gone into ... What did they call it? ... hypovolemic shock or something. Even though that bullet didn't crack your skull, you lost so much blood that another few minutes may have killed you. What if a trained doctor hadn't been right outside? What would have happened to you then?"


I suddenly realized that I hadn't seen Amber yet, at least not since waking up on the floor of Carter's bedroom. She'd been prevented from seeing me while I was in the restricted unit, and she'd already left by the time I was moved to a regular shared hospital room. No doubt she was dealing with her own demons after failing to save Cameron. Her friend's death had to be hitting her even harder than it was for me, and I wondered where she was now.


"I'm sorry," I replied weakly.


"It's not about you apologizing to me," Dad sighed. "I just hope you don't brush this off like nothing ever happened."


"Believe me, that's not going to be the case."


"I want to believe you. I really do. And because you're my son, I'm going to have faith that you WILL change the way you live your life to make sure something like this never happens again. But like I said, this is a wakeup call for me, too. And the change -I- have to make is to take a more active role in your life. I'm sorry, Ben, but pulling shit like this has earned you a little more direct supervision and a little bit shorter of a leash than you used to have. Your Mom and I have always been there as a safety net for you, but rather than let you figure things out and come to us when you needed us, WE'RE going to be checking in on you a little more often."


My shoulders slumped, but what could I say? That I was a 22-year-old grown man who didn't need his parents' supervision anymore? Maybe, but the fact was that I'd actually rather have my parents care and want to be involved than otherwise. So with a shrug I replied rather meekly, "Yes, Dad."


His expression softened, and leaning back he put his elbows on the armrests and spread his hands to the sides, palm-up. "This isn't meant to be a punishment. Your mother and I LOVE you, and we want what's best for you, and quite frankly, we want you to outlive us, you know?"


I managed a smile at that. "I know."


"We're not going to treat you like a child. I WANT you to live your own life. You'll still be free to climb that geodome on your own, but maybe this time we'll make it a little more obvious that we're there as your safety net. Maybe this time we'll offer you a hand instead of waiting for you to ask for one. Because at the end of the day, I'm your Dad, the only one you've got. And that means that no matter how many loved ones you have in your life – sisters, girlfriends, wives – the job of taking care of you ultimately falls on me."





Dad left my room first, giving me a reassuring nod before closing the door behind him to leave me alone with my thoughts. I appreciated the gesture, but I'd already had plenty of time alone with my thoughts after spending nearly two days isolated in the restricted unit. Plus, my brain hurt after that long conversation with my Dad, so after less than a minute I got up, opened the door, and headed downstairs.


My living room was full of people, although I noticed that Mom and Adrienne were missing and probably having a conversation even longer than the one I'd had with Dad. Brandi cracked a joke about Dad giving me the third degree and Brooke playfully inspected me for the kind of tracking ankle monitor the police used to keep tabs on paroled criminals. Dayna commented that we should all worry more for Adrienne, since my dad was actually the "Good Cop" parent. She also giggled about a famous supermodel lusted after by millions getting dressed down by my "mommy".


I wondered aloud how it must feel for Adrienne to get dressed down by ANY mommy, given that she'd practically raised herself since junior high.


I also found Dawn staring over at me, worry and longing evident in her eyes. It wasn't a romantic longing so much as a desire to sit down and really talk to me, but my emotions were still a total mess and that conversation with my dad hadn't exactly put me in a peaceful mood.


I can't. I'm sorry, but I'm not ready for that yet.



Dawn blinked twice, as if acknowledging the unspoken thought in her head. She pursed her lips in a disappointed sigh, but nodded and returned to the conversation she'd been having with DJ.


Jack Evans was watching Game 7 of the Lakers-Suns playoff series, and I settled in to watch it with him. Like always, he offered me a beer, but I mimed a hand over the upper-right side of my head and he chuckled his understanding.


As an L.A.-area native, it was a pretty bad game to watch. The Lakers were getting their asses handed to them and it wasn't even close. But despite being surrounded by loved ones at a time like this, I wasn't in the mood for conversation. In the end, Jack, Deanna, Dayna, Brandi, Dawn, DJ, and Brooke all got ready to leave. And since I was now back home, there were no immediate plans for them to return.


The Evans parents hugged me and wished me well. Dayna and Brandi said they'd come back over the weekend if I was up for visitors. And Brooke and DJ said they'd stop by tomorrow. The final person to hug me was Dawn, who'd been hanging back with a glum expression on her face. We were both only too aware of the dozen pairs of eyeballs on us, and her embrace was just as chaste as before. But when she pulled back I turned my head and looked her in the eye. And with an apologetic shrug, I said, "Come back tomorrow, okay? There are things we need to say to each other."


Dawn's eyes brightened for just a moment, and she nodded agreeably. At the last possible moment before we separated, she darted back in and pecked my cheek. "I'll see you tomorrow," she said. With a blush she turned away, and she was the first person out the door.


Once they were gone, the rest of us started preparing for bed. I said goodnight to my parents and the twins before heading upstairs. Sasha hadn't taken a shower yet, so she went into the bathroom. But Adrienne went with me into our bedroom.


My "sister" and I sat up against the headboard for about fifteen minutes, sharing what Mom and Dad had lectured us about. Mom had given Adrienne a similar "safety net" speech, although they had also spent significant time discussing both what Adrienne really wanted out of her relationship with me and also her role in being eyes and ears for my parents to watch out for me. But we didn't really get into the details before Sasha came into the room.


Though we'd seen each other and talked several times both in the hospital and here at home, this was really the first time Sasha and I were together without my parents around. Despite our professions of love before I'd walked out the door to nearly meet my doom at Carter's house, there hadn't really been any opportunities for Sasha to express that love or her relief that I was alive, not with a dozen people around at all times. Every now and again I'd glance over and find my "notgirlfriend" giving me these looks of longing not so different from Dawn's. Clearly, Sasha had felt like an outsider amongst the members of "The Family", and she'd acted more like the old prim and reserved Sasha of last year than of recent memory.


But "The Family" was out of sight now. The only one in the room with us was Adrienne, and she was already slipping off the bed. "I think I'll leave you two lovebirds alone for a little bit," she said with a bemused smile as she leaned over and pecked my cheek.


Hair damp and dressed in familiar pajamas, Sasha nodded gratefully and exchanged a peck on the lips with Adrienne as the blonde walked out and closed the door behind her. And Sasha walked over to the side of the bed, looking down at me with large, luminous eyes full of love, concern, and relief.


"Hey there..." I began gently.


Sasha's eyes suddenly hardened, and before I knew what was going on, she'd climbed onto the bed with me as she started slapping my chest and arms with her open hands. "You fucking BASTARD!" she barked, focusing as she hit me three more times.


Instinctively I'd raised my hands to defend myself, using my palms and forearms to ward off her blows even though none of them were very hard. She seemed more spastic than enraged. Still, I wondered, What the HECK is going on?!?


But all of a sudden, the blows stopped coming as Sasha sobbed and fell against my side. She buried her face into my chest as she wrapped her arms around me and broke down into big wracking shudders. "You promised me you wouldn't get hurt!" she whimpered. "You promised me! And on top of all that, you nearly got Elyse KILLED! But more... seriously ... you PROMISED ME I WOULDN'T LOSE YOU!!!"


Wrapping her up in my arms, I squeezed her as tightly as my strength would allow. And kissing the top of her head, I sighed and mumbled, "I'm sorry."





Neither Sasha nor I said anything for a little while. She closed her eyes and pillowed her head on my chest, spending some time just listening to me breathe. I think she found it reassuring, as if each breath were a reminder that I was indeed alive. Perhaps in her position she could even hear my heart beat.


I found her silence reassuring. You'd think that I was sick of silence after all that time spent in isolation, alone with my thoughts, but what I really appreciated was Sasha's presence without the need for conversation. Whenever my parents had come by my private room, they'd spent all of their allotted time asking and answering questions. When I was moved into a regular room, the rest of my family had even more questions. The cops had questions. The doctors and nurses had questions. And yeah, even when everyone left and it was just me and Adrienne, she had more questions while I'd also wanted to tell her about my dream.


Sasha had questions, too, that I knew. But for now I appreciated the warmth of her body against mine without the pressure of an interrogation, and I busied myself in the feel of her body beneath her clothes as I stroked her side and cuddled her against me.


Eventually, Sasha took a deep breath and tilted her head back to look at me. I looked down at her, waiting patiently, as she scanned my eyes and formulated her words. She inhaled, and after a moment's pause, she stated, "I know you don't want to talk about the shooting anymore. It happened, shit went wrong, but it's all in the past now. You're alive ... mostly ... and that's what's really important. As for the rest, sunk costs, right?"


I didn't know if I could dismiss "the rest" so easily, especially since two people had died, but I appreciated the sentiment. Although I knew the events of Saturday night would haunt me for years to come, if not the rest of my life, I wouldn't mind not having to think about them for a little while, and I nodded silently.


"So I'm going to change the subject a bit, to not dwell on what can't be changed," Sasha continued. "And I'm going to get a little self-centered here for a minute."


That got an eyebrow raise. "'Self-centered'?"


"What happens to me now? What happens to us now? Please tell me if you don't think this is an appropriate time for this conversation, and if the circumstances were different I'd never ask you about our relationship status, but I've felt like I've been in such limbo the last few days that it's been driving me nuts!"


"Huh?"


Sasha sighed as she rolled onto her belly and slid her forearms beneath her chest. Propped up and looking me in the eye, she gave me a lopsided frown and asked, "Do you want me to be your girlfriend?"


I blinked and repeated, "Huh?"


Sasha's sardonic expression deepened. "It's a simple question. Do you or don't you?"


"It's not that simple."


"I know, but a simple answer sure would have come in handy these last couple of days. Look, I'm not going to claim for a second that I'm closer to you or more important to you than any of your family members, even the Evanses. There's history there that goes back before you were born; I get it. But Andie and I got to talking about feeling out of the loop these last few days. For the most part, your parents treated us just like any of the other girls, and while being 'just one of the girls' never bothered us before, we couldn't help but think that if either one of us, or even both, were your official girlfriends, then maybe we could have stuck around on Monday night instead of getting sent home with the others. Maybe Andie would be here right now instead of at the Chapter House worried sick about you."


"Andie..." I sighed. "I should probably call her."


Sasha nodded, and with large, liquid eyes, she whimpered and added, "Maybe -I- wouldn't feel like such an outsider here in this house. This is the first time your family has even met me, and everything's weird because they don't know whether to approach me as a woman you love or as 'just that girl who lives in that bedroom over there'. You know what I'm getting at?"


I blinked. "You want me to tell my family that you're my girlfriend? So that maybe they'll include you a little more and you won't feel like an extraneous wheel?"


"Would you mind? It's just felt so awkward these last couple of days and I don't want to keep biting my tongue and sitting on my feelings without trying to communicate them."


I arched an eyebrow. "Well, they are leaving tomorrow, so it won't be much of an issue in another few hours."


Sasha sighed. "I guess. It's just ... Well I guess this whole thing has made me wonder where I stand now."


"I thought we agreed – before everything that just happened – I thought we agreed that we wouldn't be official until Graduation at the earliest."


"We did, but that was before you got shot and nearly died and left me wondering whether or not I'd ever had a second boyfriend in my life. Before, it didn't seem to matter. I'm not the kind of girl who worries about anniversary dates or needs to crow to the world how long I've been with a guy as if time served in and of itself somehow makes the relationship stronger. What was important to me was how we felt about each other, and how much we wanted to be in each other's life. Before, I was content to let our relationship develop naturally, without pressuring you into intimacy you weren't ready for. Without labels and obligations and expectations."


"But now you want a label and all those obligations and expectations?"


"I feel like those obligations came to ME. I started asking myself why I wasn't stepping up more and asserting myself by your side, the way a girlfriend should do in a situation like that. Why wasn't I cuddling up next to you, reassuring you that everything was going to be okay and that I still loved you and would always love you? Aren't girlfriends supposed to support their man like that in a time of need? Aren't girlfriends supposed to bond with his mom and learn how to take care of him?"


"I think you're getting hung up on the way your relationship was with Rod and his family."


"No, I..." Sasha protested immediately before stopping to think about that. Her mouth gaped open for a moment before she rolled her eyes and admitted, "Well ... okay maybe. Rod broke his forearm playing football, and I remember doing all those things for him in the hospital. I remember how close I was to his mom, and how much we used to talk."


"I'm not Rod. And my mom isn't Mrs. Vandenberg."


"I know, I know. And I'm not trying to compare. It's just ... This is hard for me. Having you get shot and seeing you all pale and bandaged in a hospital bed." Sasha closed her eyes and put her face into the mattress, which muffled her next words a little bit, though I could still make them out. "I'm trying to be rational about this."


"Of course."


She picked her head back up and finished, "It's an emotional time for me, and I'm falling back on the familiar, on my single experience with this sort of thing. I'm sorry."


"No need to apologize. Sasha, you're doing nothing wrong. I'm fine. I've got a bit of a headache, but my stitches are holding and apart from a new battle scar I'll be good as new in no time, alright? I don't need you to be a supergirlfriend, not that I doubt that you could be if I did. There've been a lot of things about being with me that are radically different from your previous relationship, not the least of which is that you aren't – and unfortunately never will be – the only woman in my life. I don't have a little brother; I've got four sisters, five if you include Adrienne, and that doesn't even count the Evans girls."


"I know, I know. It's just..." Sasha made a face. "Okay you know what? Maybe it's NOT just about having a title in front of your family. That whole thing is a symptom, but not the underlying problem."


I frowned. "Then what IS?"


"I guess..." She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. "More than just not being your girlfriend in name, I worry that I'm not your girlfriend in spirit. Emotionally, let alone in title."


My eyebrows furrowed. "So you ARE pressuring me into intimacy I'm not ready for."


"No ... I mean ... Well..." She was so cute when she was flustered. "Okay, maybe. I'm sorry. I'm not trying to, but..."


I grinned and reached out to brush my fingertips across her cheek. "It's okay. Really, it's totally understandable. One minute, we both feel like there's no rush, we've got time, and we'll figure it out as we go. The next minute, I'm waking up in the hospital and you have eleven people suddenly show up in your house acting like they own the place."


"Eleven people, twelve including Adrienne, who are all apparently much closer to you than I am. Which makes me unlucky thirteen."


"You're not unlucky and they're my family."


Sasha sighed glumly. "And I'm not."


"That's a good thing."


"Is it? You're right, all of a sudden I was surrounded by twelve of your family members and I didn't feel like I belonged. They've all known you for such a long time, even Adrienne, and I feel like I only got to know the real you in the last year."


"Likewise."


"I'm not as close to you as they are."


"And you're not supposed to be. They're my family. I don't care what they think of me, I don't spend any time worried about how I look in front of them, and I certainly am not trying to impress them. Now I'm not trying to be insensitive, and maybe you haven't ever HAD a family like this – certainly not one so large – but you've got to realize that it's a great thing that I don't categorize you in with them."


"What are you saying, you don't want to be that close to me?"


"Someday, eventually, but not now. Getting to know each other, to develop that closeness is the fun part. I already know everything there is to know about my family, and there wouldn't be any mystery. You, on the other hand, still excite me. Even though we've known each other for a while now, and even though we've been living together since January, I still feel like I'm learning something new about you almost every day, and it's the process of getting to know you that makes this relationship worth pursuing. I care about how I come off in front of you. I try to avoid farting in front of you. I choose my best shirts and work hard to dress nice when I know I'm going to see you. You understand?"


"I..." Her brow was furrowed as she processed everything. "I think so."


"That excitement, that lack of mundane familiarity, that's being my girlfriend and not my sister, and that's okay. I'm sorry you don't feel as close to me as they are, but my relationships with them are long established. You, on the other hand, are still in my future, and I want to discover together what we can become."


"I do too. I love you, and I was so happy that things were progressing the way they were. But then you got shot and they all showed up and ... and..."


"And you got scared."


"Yeah. I was worried that after something that intense, I wouldn't matter to you anymore."


"What matters is that I DO love you; that part hasn't changed since I got shot. I DO appreciate everything you've come to mean in my life over this last year. And I DO want you to become my girlfriend, if not now then whenever we're both ready to make that sort of thing formal."


Sasha had picked her head up while I was talking, and she blinked at me with fresh tears in her eyes. "You do?"


I gave her a warm smile and nodded. "I do. I want you to be my girlfriend, Sasha. You already ARE my girlfriend."


Immediately, Sasha pushed herself up and punched my right arm. "You moron. You could have saved us both a lot of grief if you'd simply said 'Yes' the FIRST time I asked you if you wanted me to be your girlfriend ten minutes ago!"


I chuckled and shrugged. "But then you wouldn't have been able to tell me all that stuff about feeling like an outsider and trying to make sense of your feelings by comparing this situation to the one where Rod broke his arm. We wouldn't have talked about your fears of not being as close to me as my family is. That's communication, and ten minutes well spent. That's letting me know how you really feel, and to be perfectly honest, it's going to take a lot more of you initiating that sort of thing if we're going to make this relationship last, because I suck at it."


"You don't suck at it." Sasha gave me an impish smile as she crawled up my chest and gently laid her lips against mine. "It's like everything else in your life: cooking, dancing, making love ... You simply haven't learned it YET."





-- WEDNESDAY, MAY 10, 2006, FINALS BREAK --



While the combination of Benadryl and prescription painkillers couldn't ensure that I would get a good night's rest, they certainly made sure I was out cold well before my usual bedtime. I didn't even remember Adrienne coming back into the room. But she had come back, and she was in my bed when I woke up.


My eyelids were still heavy, my throat was dry, and I could taste the foulness of my morning breath. Despite the presence of two nubile females in bed with me, the weakness of my body and the freshness of a splitting headache that hadn't received a dose of painkillers in ten hours made sure that sex was the furthest thing on my mind, and I didn't even have morning wood. So the first thing I did as soon as I had the energy to sit up was reach across Sasha's body to retrieve my pills from the nightstand.


And I had to pee.


I'd been spooning Sasha in my sleep, but now released her to climb over her body and hop onto the floor. She didn't react much except to stir a little and mumble in her sleep. Adrienne, on the other hand, had been spooning me, and my escape had woken her. Sleepy-eyed, she picked her head up to look at me while I gestured for her to put her head back down.


I got the water bottle from my nightstand, downed my pills, and escaped into the bathroom. When I returned, however, Adrienne was sitting up looking oh, so sexy and gorgeous as she ran her hand through her unkempt hair while a flimsy babydoll nightie did a piss-poor job of containing her braless bosom.


Okay, despite the splitting headache, I was starting to think about sex. There was nothing wrong with my hormones, after all.


"C'mere, Tiger," Adrienne mumbled, still sleepy, with her arms stretched out to me. I went to her side of the bed and she pushed her nose into my belly while wrapping her arms around my waist. She hummed in contentment as she mashed her cheek against my bare abs, lightly stroked my spine, and rubbed my buns.


"You sleep okay?" I asked, looking down and running my hands through her hair.


"I'm supposed to be asking you," she muttered before yawning and looking up at me with a drowsy smile.


"At home, in my own bed, with the two of you? Best night's sleep I've had in a LONG time."


She smiled in satisfaction at my response and pushed her nose into my belly again. I was content to hug her head against me, but I suddenly felt something tickling my balls and pulled back far enough to look down and find Adrienne almost experimentally playing with my equipment.


"Not quite fully-functional just yet?" she asked, waking up a little as she glanced at my face.


I shrugged. "I'll be fine soon enough I'm sure; not worried about it. I've gotten erections from time to time over the last couple of days, and more or less I feel completely normal. It's just that I've either had headaches or just not been in the mood to really let it last."


"Poor baby..." She switched from playing experimentally to a thumb and forefinger grip around the shaft, stroking me gently.


Shaking my head, I reached down and pulled Adrienne's hand away. "Not that I don't appreciate the sentiment, but my painkillers haven't kicked in yet and now is one of those moments when I'm not really in the mood. The twins and our parents are still downstairs and there's a lot in my life not settled yet."


Adrienne grinned. "Then let's get your life settled again. I miss making love with you."





Though I'd fallen asleep early last night, thanks to my drowsiness-inducing cocktail of drugs, I apparently was the only one. After I'd passed out, Sasha and Adrienne had returned downstairs to join my parents and the twins for one last evening discussion in their pajamas. Apparently my conversation with Sasha had given her the courage to talk about the feelings she'd kept bottled up for the last few days, about her love for me and her hopes for our future. Adrienne backed her up, and supposedly Mom had taken quite a liking to Sasha after that.


Adrienne told me all of this while we were in the kitchen making breakfast and everyone else in the house was still asleep. But the smell of Belgian waffles, eggs, and especially bacon wafted through the house and started rousing my family members. And Mom practically had a conniption fit when she realized that I was upright and cooking in front of an open flame instead of convalescing in bed.


Apparently, my willingness to put my health and safety in such death-defying jeopardy made it abundantly clear that I was not yet ready to take care of myself, which therefore meant that she should not be returning home just yet. Dad actually had to talk her down from the idea of letting him drive the twins home so they could get back to school while she remained living with me until such time as I could prove my independence. He was helped when Brooke arrived and assured Mom that she and Adrienne would personally ensure that I wouldn't engage in any other strenuous activity (like cooking, apparently) that would set back my recovery. And Sasha decided to take my mom's side against mine for the first time (but not the last time) when she agreed as well.


Thankfully, Mom, Dad, and the twins left shortly after breakfast for the long drive back to SoCal. And Brooke promptly walked over and handed me her dirty plate.


"What?" I shrugged as I looked up at her before reclining and resting my hands on the back of my head. "I'm not supposed to be straining myself."


Brooke smirked and slid over Dad's empty plate as well. "I promised Mom you wouldn't cook. Didn't say a damn thing about you not cleaning up the dishes."


I rolled my eyes, grabbed the plates, and stood up. But before I could, Sasha reached over and took them from me. "Well -I- promised your Mother I'd make sure you took good care of yourself, and I won't let my first promise to a potential in-law become a lie."


"'Potential in-law'?" I asked in surprise, popping my eyebrows.


Sasha blushed pink and muttered in embarrassment, "Uh ... I didn't mean ... I ... I just meant that she's your Mom and I don't want ... Ah, shit. Let's not blow that comment out of proportion."


I simply laughed and waved her on.


Brooke smiled as she collected some of the other plates. "No worries. And we'll clean up. Only fair since you and AD did the cooking."


Adrienne patted Brooke's shoulder as my sister and Sasha headed into the kitchen. She took me by the hand and head-nodded up the stairs. "C'mon, Tiger. It's time for you to go back to your bedroom."


"Bedroom?" I arched an eyebrow. "Uh, not that I'm complaining, but didn't you just agree that I shouldn't be doing anything strenuous? And honestly, I don't think--"


"ReLAX," Adrienne interrupted as she laughed. "Never thought I'd see the day when you'd be nervous about having sex with me. No, we need to get up there because YOU, Mister, still have Finals starting in two days. And correct me if I'm wrong, but you haven't studied one BIT since Friday."


I groaned and rubbed my forehead. "Okay, I realize that most of the stuff from my coma dream was wish-fulfillment fantasy, but of everything that could have been true, it would have REALLY been nice not having to take my Finals this year."


Adrienne shrugged. "Guess Destiny can't make things TOO easy for you."


I mimed the upper-right side of my head. "You call this EASY?"





An hour later, I was seated in my living room with textbooks around me and Sasha on the other couch. Today and Thursday were our two days of break before Finals started on Friday, and because we were Graduating Seniors, that meant that our exams were all front-loaded so as to be graded well before commencement in a week and a half.


After putting her modeling career on hold for a few days while taking care of me, Adrienne had gone into The City today but promised she'd be back in the afternoon. Brooke had also left after cleaning the dishes to get her own studying for Finals done with her friends and classmates. But as it turned out, a few of them couldn't focus on doing so until they'd put a different matter into their rearview mirror.


Brooke still had her own key, and instead of ringing the doorbell she simply let herself in. She'd only been gone for twenty minutes, so when I saw her I looked up and asked, "You forget something?"


Standing in the archway, my sister shrugged and glanced behind her as she came into the living room. It wasn't much of a surprise to see DJ follow after, but I was a little more startled when Meli and Lexi walked in as well.


It was the first time I'd seen either froshling since fucking the two of them in Carter's Showroom. Both of them immediately looked at the fresh bandage covering my practically bald scalp, Meli turning a little green while Lexi gasped and covered her mouth with one hand.


"Does it hurt?" Lexi asked in obvious concern.


"It's alright. Skull bone got a little bruised but I'll be fine. I'm already used to bullet scars so it's no big deal," I added breezily, tracing my left cheek and shrugging to make light of the situation.


But Lexi still looked ready to cry. "I'm so sorry. I should have listened to you when I had the chance."


"Apology accepted," I said with a sigh as I closed my book and leaned back in my seat, "but I'm not going to dwell on it. In truth, I'm more sorry for my own role in how things turned out."


Meli stepped forward and sat on the edge of the couch, with about a cushion of space between us. "Brooke and DJ have told us some of the story behind why you went there. Why you and Adrienne ... and I ... ended up performing in that room..."


Meli's voice trailed off, and I grimaced while trying to form an apology for deceiving her regarding my true purpose in being there. No beating around the bush, I'd fucked her as a diversionary tactic to seek out my own goal. At best I'd misled her and at worst I'd flat out used her. "I'm sorry--"


"I'm not blaming you," Meli cut me off. "You were trying to rescue your friend, Cameron?"


I shrugged. "I don't know that I'd have termed us friends, but yes. Tried and failed," I finished grimly.


Everyone in the room went silent at that, but Sasha slid over to the seat beside me, took my hand in hers, and squeezed it firmly. "You may not have saved Cameron, but Carter's dead."


"And -I- killed him. YOUR boyfriend," I added while nodding toward Lexi.


"One less bad person on this planet," Sasha replied.


"And I've talked to some of his other 'girlfriends'," Lexi spoke up, looking a little green herself. "You were right, Ben. You were right, and you saved me from becoming like one of them."


"And you saved Elyse, right?" Sasha added, swinging my hand in hers while smiling and clearly trying to cheer me up. "We'll go visit her in the hospital when they let us. And you can ask her--"


"Um, sorry to interrupt," Brooke said while clearing her throat. "But that's the other reason I came back so soon."


Sasha and I frowned and looked over at Brooke, but she was staring at Lexi.


Meli was squeezing Lexi's hand and swinging it in a way not so different from the way Sasha had been doing to mine, but Lexi was staring a thousand yards away straight through the coffee table, looking ready to throw up. Meli switched to wrapping an arm around her roommate's back, and added her second arm as well to sway the other girl side-to-side in a fierce hug while whispering in her ear.


"What happened?" I asked in alarm, my eyes on Brooke again.


DJ sighed and gestured toward Lexi, explaining, "She got some news this morning. See--"


"Elyse is dead," Lexi interrupted quietly, in a haunted voice.


"Excuse me?" Sasha abruptly jerked her hand away from mine as she sat up straight.


Lexi turned and stared at Sasha, her eyes smoldering with intense but murky energy. "Audrey called me this morning. They found her body at Jasper's house."


"Wait, WHAT?" Now I was suddenly on my feet.


"He's dead, too, and so are a few of his buddies," Lexi said grimly, glancing up at me before once again scrutinizing the coffee table. "The police are calling it a meth lab explosion. Whole place went up in flames. Audrey thinks Elyse went there and set it off intentionally. Maybe she's right, or maybe it was an accident. In the end it doesn't matter. Everybody's dead."


Brooke came over and hugged me. "Thought you should know."


I wrapped an arm around my sister and sat down. Sasha hugged me from the other side, burying her face against my shoulder as she began to cry and mourn her lost friend.


Lexi looked up at me again. "I should have listened to you."


I shook my head dismissively, still thinking about Elyse's final moments, wondering what was going through her head just before she died. Wondering what had been going through her head for the last few DAYS.


Lexi whimpered and added, "If I had, then maybe no one would have died."


Sighing, I tilted my cheek down on top of Sasha's head. "Coulda, shoulda, woulda. It doesn't matter anymore. What's done is done."


Just then, the doorbell rang. Meli and Lexi looked at me, but it was clear that I wasn't standing up anytime soon. Instead, DJ got up and headed into the hallway.


Sasha started shuddering in my arms as her sobs grew in weight and volume. It took all my strength to continue holding her as I bowed my head and began crying as well. And from my other side I felt Brooke squeezing me even tighter than before.


For all my guilt over failing to rescue Cameron, I had comforted myself in the knowledge that at least Elyse had lived. No, I couldn't claim that I'd saved her. She'd saved me. But after everything that had happened, and with two dead bodies left behind in that room, I'd been SO glad that somebody had survived, and took solace in the idea that Elyse's future could be a little bit brighter than her past.


But that future was gone. In the end, I hadn't saved anyone. Carter was dead. Cameron was dead. And now Elyse was dead. I'd never get the chance to talk to her again. I'd never be able to ask her why she'd fought so hard that night. Three lives had been snuffed out of existence because I'd gone into that house looking for trouble. All my efforts had ultimately done a lot of harm and very little good, and I would have to bear that guilt for the rest of my life.


DJ returned to the archway, an unreadable expression on her face as she walked into the room. Following immediately behind her was another blonde, and for a moment I wondered what the hell she was doing here before remembering that I'd told her to come back today.


Dawn gasped in surprise to see the grim faces of the froshlings, the way Sasha was sobbing into my chest, and the tears rolling down my own eyes. Covering her mouth with one hand, she turned to her little sister and asked, "What happened?"


DJ took a deep breath, trying to figure out how to reply. But before she could, I sat up straight and answered for her.


"Everybody's dead."





"Hey ... It'll be okay..."


When the world came back to me, I found myself in a position I'd long associated with comfort: my head pillowed on a woman's breasts. There's something very maternal about it, breasts being mammary glands providing warmth and nourishment to babies and all. Not that I had any memories of suckling at my mother's teats or anything. Whatever instincts had been ingrained in me since infancy, all my recent associations of comfort with the position came from cuddling with my various lovers, quite frequently as a resting position after spurting every ounce of babymaking semen into the furthest recesses of their wombs.


But not every head/breast-pillowing came in conjunction with a sexual moment. Sometimes I simply liked doing it because it felt nice. And sometimes I did it because I felt down and the sensation of warmth against my cheeks simply made me feel better.


This was one of the latter. I didn't remember placing my head in this position. I didn't recall the exact circumstances that led us here. And at first I didn't even remember whose very firm and buoyant D-cups my head was pillowed upon.


But as my heart rate slowed, and as I took deeper and deeper breaths, it all started coming back to me. As my mind slowed down, and as the rioting emotions receded, I became more consciously aware of my situation, and also realized that what I was currently doing to Dawn wasn't exactly appropriate given the current nature of our relationship.


Feeling moisture against my cheek, I realized that I was drooling. Releasing my arms from around her body, I pulled my head back and wiped my mouth while gawking at the moisture I'd slimed onto Dawn's chest from both my tears and my drool. She wore a pastel blue top with three-quarter sleeves on her slender body, and I wouldn't have felt so bad if I'd merely soaked a couple of patches on her shirt. But it was a V-neck collar and my face had been right up against her bare skin, so I'd literally been drooling into Dawn's cleavage, and that realization made me turn pink in embarrassment.


"Gawd, I'm so sorry," I mumbled while wiping my face: eyes, mouth, and nose.


Dawn gave me a serenely sympathetic look, without malice or reproach, and she smiled as she replied, "It's okay. I don't mind."


My first instinct was to get up and run away, but it would have been difficult to do so since Dawn was currently seated across my lap in one of my bedroom armchairs. Memories of everything that had transpired since her arrival in the living room flooded my brain, although I couldn't quite put a finger on the exact sequence of events that ultimately led us into such an intimate position. All I could really rationalize was that I'd been distraught, she'd been a willing listener, and for a little while at least, all of the angst and turmoil between us over the last year simply hadn't mattered. I'd needed comfort, and my Dawn was there to give it to me.


But I didn't feel quite so distraught anymore. I remembered all that turmoil now. And it suddenly felt pretty awkward to have my cheating ex-girlfriend who I hadn't spoken to for five months sitting in my lap.


She felt me getting anxious and fidgeting beneath her, so Dawn slid herself off my lap and stood. I got up as well and strode over to the nightstand to retrieve a few tissues, using them to wipe my face and blow my nose. When I felt like I could both see and breathe clearly again, I took a deep breath and turned to face her.


"I'm sorry I dumped all of that on you just now," I apologized.


"Don't be. I was happy you felt comfortable enough with me to share all that."


I shrugged. "Yeah, well, I think I was distraught enough that I would have dumped that on anyone willing to listen."


Dawn pouted briefly, sensing my attempt to diminish her role, but she quickly shrugged it off. "Well then I'm just glad I was here for you at the right time."


I shook my head and mentally reviewed everything I'd just confessed. There was a lot to cover.


In the living room, I'd forced myself to be strong for Sasha's sake. After sobbing her heart out for a few minutes, she started peppering Lexi and Meli with questions they didn't have answers to surrounding the circumstances of Elyse's death. She went a little hysterical demanding that Lexi give her Audrey's and Jessica's phone numbers so she could interrogate them herself, and it took Brooke calling up the hospital to deflect Sasha on a different course.


Once Brooke got through to a human being, Sasha grabbed the phone and started interrogating some poor operator who didn't have a clue what the hell was going on. The operator deserved some credit for not hanging up on the crazy lady on the phone, but perhaps he was used to dealing with frantic friends and relatives. I managed to convince Sasha to let me do the talking, although she kept barking out backseat suggestions until we finally got some answers.


Apparently, Elyse had been discharged early from the hospital yesterday afternoon as she was no longer in critical condition and her lack of health insurance meant that she couldn't afford to pay for continued care. Although my family had requested that we be informed as to her status, for some reason that request was never appended to Elyse's file. And since none of us had been formally added to Elyse's file as a contact, none of us had been called when she'd been sent away with nothing but the clothes on her back and some instructions on how to continue self-care for her wound.


The hospital apologized for their oversight, as if it would do us any good now.


I didn't know why Elyse hadn't tried to contact us. She knew where we lived, we'd given her our cell phone numbers, and the house wasn't very far away from the hospital. Maybe she believed we didn't care. Maybe she didn't realize none of us were allowed to visit her in the restricted unit, no matter how much Sasha had pleaded with the nurses. Or maybe she simply had plans of her own, plans that led her back to Jasper's house.


Whatever her reasons, Elyse didn't contact any of us. I'd never be able to ask her why. I'd never be able to ask what made her go back to Jasper's. And I'd never know the truth of what happened in that house before it went up in a fiery explosion.


I HATED not knowing.


Still, I liked to believe that Elyse got her revenge. Jasper certainly deserved it, after everything he'd done to her. I only wished there had been some solution in which she could have lived. I wished she had come to me again to ask for help. I wished I could have done something else to save her.


But I'd failed.


Again.


And the life flashing out of Cameron's eyes as the gun went off haunted me once more.


Dawn told me not to blame myself. I was a little fuzzy on the details of how I ended up in my bedroom alone with her. Sasha was in her own room, having cried herself to sleep. I remembered kissing her on the forehead myself before stepping outside and closing the door. I remembered Lexi and Meli leaving the house to deal with the situation in their own ways. And I remembered asking Brooke and DJ to give me some privacy as I headed back upstairs.


I didn't remember Dawn joining me, but I remembered her opening her arms in invitation and me walking forward to bury my face against her shoulder while she wrapped me up in a fierce hug.


I told her everything, reminding her of me seeing Elyse at Carter's house the night Ryan sent me that text of her choosing him over me. I told her about Elyse showing up on my doorstep claiming that her name was Serena Grey. I told her about coming home to find Elyse gone and learning that one of the froshlings was Carter's next target.


Dawn had already learned some of the details about Cameron being Carter's step-sister and how Cameron had been close friends with my ex, Amber. But Dawn had never known before just how deeply I'd started to care for Amber in such a short time, and how I'd started to honestly see myself living the rest of my life with someone else.


I told her about Amber and I both realizing that we were projecting our lost soulmates onto each other, and how we'd ultimately chosen to break up rather than settle for shadows. And I told Dawn about my profound sense of loss when she'd finally come back to talk to me only to leave again for Morris Camp.


I told her about how she'd haunted all of my relationships ever since. I told her about how DJ's insecurities over me not being over her had ultimately undermined that relationship and led to abortion and break-up. I told her about impregnating Kim in my desperation. And I told her about keeping my heart locked away, even with girls like Sasha, Andie, and the rest doing so much to make me feel again.


And now this. I told her about feeling like such a failure. Here I was, at the cusp of graduation, and all I could think about were all the ways in which I'd come up short.


I'd failed to love.


I'd failed to save.


And I was scared I'd fail again.


So I'd cried.


I'd cried, and I'd cried, and I'd cried. I'd been doing a lot of that lately. For a self-proclaimed non-crier, I'd done an awful lot of crying this last year. Part of me blamed her. I said that right to Dawn's face. She'd royally fucked me up ever since she cheated on me and left. I reminded her of the hell I'd been in right after she'd walked out on me and refused to stick around to fix things, and I howled about how I could never have another have another romantic relationship for the rest of my life without comparing it to ours. I'd never thought I'd even need to HAVE another romance. My life had been so perfect: in love with my soulmate, academically successful, with nothing but bright stars and blue skies ahead of me.


Now this.


Oh, yeah, I blamed her alright. I vented and yelled and cried some more. Then I realized that I couldn't blame Dawn one bit for what had happened to Carter, Cameron, and Elyse. Their deaths were all on me, and I went back to blaming myself.


At some point I must have cried myself out. I may have even cried myself to sleep. But when I awoke it was with my tears and drool making slime trails into Dawn's cleavage, and now here we were.


Just her and me.


Less than five feet away from the spot where I'd hurled all over the floor as she walked out the door a year ago.


"So now what?" I asked, my throat raw and my voice a little hoarse.


Dawn took a deep breath, pursed her lips, and canted her head to the side. With warm, liquid blue eyes full of sadness and regret, she gave me an apologetic look and said, "Now I say goodbye."





I still remembered everything that had happened in my dream, none of it more vivid than the memory of waking up from a fictional coma to find that Dawn had raced through the night to be by my side. Although I'd woken up to a reality that bore little resemblance to the wish fulfillment of my fantasy future, to have my mom tell me that in truth Dawn HAD woken up screaming my name in the middle of the night, well ... how could any romantic at heart NOT take that as a positive sign? For all my hatred of what she'd done to me, for all the unresolved feelings I'd buried away and let fester into resentment over the course of the last year – not to mention a direct attempt to sever it – I'd chosen to believe our mystical connection still existed, and I'd chosen to believe that meant something special. Even if the rest of reality didn't match up with my wish fulfillment fantasy, I'd be quite happy if the 'Dawn and Me' part did.


But instead she was saying goodbye.


I didn't want to deal with that right away, so standing up and wiping my face, I announced, "I need a minute, okay?"


Taking a deep breath, Dawn looked like she wouldn't mind a few minutes to brace herself as well, and she nodded her agreement.


I stood up and walked out the door without a backwards glance. I knew that she knew I'd be back. Brooke and DJ were still in the living room when I returned, engrossed in their own conversation. They both looked up at me, but my expression must've been of the 'don't fuck with me' variety, and I passed into the kitchen without a word. A few minutes later, I returned to my bedroom, closed the door, handed Dawn her mug of coffee, and took a sip of mine.


She watched me sit down in my chair again before taking her sip. Her eyes were still on me, studying me and thinking, when the taste first hit her. Her eyes went wide, and she looked down at her mug and muttered, "Huh..."


I frowned and looked up. "Something wrong?"


"No, no ... It's just..." She trailed off for a moment, the surprise still evident on her face. But then looking up at me with a smile, she said, "I was expecting you to put in two cream and three sugars, the way I always used to have it."


I waved dismissively and shook my head. "With as much coffee as you've been drinking up at camp? All those early mornings? You already told me you got used to it being darker and less sweet."


Dawn frowned. "Did I? I don't remember telling you that. But I must've, because you're right."


I blinked, and now it was my turn for my eyes to go wide as I realized that she hadn't told me.


Not really...


"Anyway," Dawn began before taking another sip and wrapping both hands around the warm mug, "I was just telling you that I've got to leave."


I sighed wearily. The way Dawn took her coffee was apparently the same as in my coma dream, but reality would prove to be very different in other areas.


In my dream, Dawn had dropped everything else going on in her life to stay here and wait patiently for me to forgive her.


But in reality, she explained, "I've got to get back to Camp. Norma obviously let me stay away this long because she knows our families and knew I had to be here after you got shot. But now that you're alright and on the mend, it only makes sense for me to return."


"When?"


"I'll leave tomorrow morning. Early, to beat rush hour traffic up 880."


"Do you have to leave so soon? I feel like you just got here, and this is really the first chance we've had to talk."


"I have obligations to the people up there who are counting on me. The Camp is already open and tourist season will really kick off over Memorial Weekend. That's less than three weeks away."


In my dream, Dawn had remained celibate in my absence, saving herself for me.


But in reality, she admitted, "I'm kind of in this complicated three-way relationship with Nick and Deedee. It's hard to explain, other than that we're having sex with each other and giving each other a lot of emotional support. At first, it was Nick and Deedee who were the public 'couple' and I was just their friend-with-benefits. But about a month ago the three of us sat down and really hashed out our feelings, so now it's me and Nick who are officially in a relationship."


"So he's your boyfriend now."


Dawn took a deep breath, gave me an apologetic shrug, and nodded in confirmation.


"Lucky guy. You're quite the catch. And I mean that sincerely."


She gave me an almost embarrassed smile. "Thanks."


In my dream, I admitted how hard I'd tried to forget her, to pretend that she didn't exist. I'd told her how much I still struggled to forgive her, even after all this time.


But in reality, I told her that I DID forgive her, and I meant it. Something had happened to me in the four months I'd lived in that fantasy. I'd taken my frustration out on her. I'd given her the cold shoulder even though she'd come back to make amends. But then I'd realized that continuing the cycle of her avoiding me and then me avoiding her wouldn't make anything better between us. I'd made the decision to let bygones be bygones and let go of my hatred, as continuing to resent her would only make me even more miserable. And I'd made the decision that I'd rather live the rest of my life with her in it than out.


Those realizations had come in my fantasy dream, but they felt real enough to me. Maybe I was letting "real" Dawn off the hook since she didn't really have to experience four months of getting the cold shoulder. The real Dawn hadn't remained celibate in penance for what she'd done. The real Dawn wasn't dropping everything else in her life to patiently wait for me to forgive her.


And that was okay. The real Dawn had beaten herself up over her failures enough over the last year. The real Dawn had suffered through her own demons, and even witnessed her own worst nightmare last December when she got a call one day to find out her little sister was pregnant with my baby and showed up at her family home to find me proposing marriage to DJ instead of her. I could see that now, with months and months of hindsight and perspective to look back on.


She still tried to apologize, even after I told her I forgave her. She got really flustered, too, saying, "Gawd, I've spent months composing and rehearsing exactly what I wanted to say to you when I got the chance to have this conversation, and now that we're here I've forgotten everything."


"That's okay," I replied with a shrug. "I like it better this way. We both just say what comes from the heart."


"Well my heart says I'm sorry, most especially for the things I said to DJ when you two were together. I felt horrible when I found out you two broke up, knowing that I played a part in ending my little sister's happiness, and yours. I've made my peace with her, but I still need to apologize to you."


I shook my head. "I said my fill of hateful things to you as well, none more than that phone call on New Year's Eve. You don't need to apologize."


"I still do. Feel free to apologize for the shit you said, but I still need to apologize for the shit -I- said. The words came from a place of great hurt, and a sense of betrayal. But I know everything that happened was as much a product of my own actions as anything, and when you and DJ both deserved a supportive sister who would understand, you got a witch instead. For that I'm sorry."


I nodded. "And you got a bitter ex-boyfriend who'd bottled up all his pain and found an excuse to lash out at you. Life was hard enough being away from your family, and to find out I'd impregnated and proposed to DJ ... well ... let's just say that 'betrayal' is a perfectly apt term. No matter how things turned out in the end, I'm sorry for how I treated you back then."


Dawn shrugged and gave me a hopeful smile. I gave her one back, neither of us totally comfortable but both feeling a little better now that we'd made baby steps toward closure.


"What else does your heart tell you?" I asked after a short silence.


"Well, my heart says I still love you, but not like I loved you before," Dawn said with those liquid blue eyes full of sadness and regret. "I spent a long time wishing I could go back in time, undo the mistakes I made, and live out the rest of my life the way I'd always expected it to go: you and me, soulmates for all eternity."


"But you don't wish you could go back in time anymore?"


She shook her head. "What's the point? It's not like I could actually go back in time. Continuing to wish I could meant continuing to dwell on the past. It meant trying to rebuild a house out of the same pieces of rubble that had been left on the ground. No matter how much I might try, even if I managed to put every brick back exactly where it used to be, the damage was done. The structure would never be the same as it was. And it would ultimately be doomed to fall apart again."


"Our old relationship is gone, and nothing we do is going to bring it back."


"I'm sorry. I spent the first four months of my time at Camp trying to rediscover 'Old Dawn'. I spent all that time trying to forgive myself for what I'd done for the express purpose of purging the bad and returning to you as the girl I used to be. But that's impossible. We can't go back in time. I can't undo the things I did, and even if I could ... well ... How do I know I wouldn't have just made the same mistakes again?"


"You mean maybe we weren't meant to last in the first place."


"Were we?"


I sighed and took a deep breath, shaking my head in the negative. "We were a flawed relationship from the beginning. A little too perfect, really. Finishing each other's sentences. Reading each other's minds. Astronomically good sex."


Dawn chuckled at that.


I smiled and continued, "But neither of us was ready to settle down, and I do mean neither of us. I was in too much of a hurry, too anxious for my Happily Ever After, and I counted my chickens before they hatched. You, obviously, felt too young and too trapped by Destiny to feel comfortable. You felt sooo much pressure from your parents, or at least your mom, and it all became too much. I told you over and again that I'd accept you just the way you were, flaws and all, but even I have to admit that I still kinda expected 'Perfect Dawn'. And no matter how hard you tried, nobody can ever live up to perfection."


"And you felt the same pressure I did," Dawn replied. "Had the same expectation of Perfection thrust upon you by everyone in 'The Family', so it was understandable that you might be in a bit of a hurry to get the proverbial monkey off your back. You're Ben, the only boy with seven sisters around you, eight if you include Adrienne. How could you NOT settle down with me and pop out a few kids who would unite our two families together?"


"And I put that pressure back on you." I sighed and shook my head. "I'm so sorry. If I had been a better boyfriend, I would have seen the signs and realized I was pushing you too fast. You'd been my dream girl for so long that I lost sight of the human being behind the expectation of perfection. I'll admit, I'm still bothered that you didn't do more to communicate what was going on inside your head, but at the same time, I realize that I fostered a sense of such high expectations that it must have been rather intimidating to even think of confessing that you weren't ready."


"You didn't do anything wrong."


"Sure I did. Don't go over-romanticizing our relationship. There's a lot I could have done to save it, starting with telling you how much your increasingly extreme sexual desires bothered me before they exploded out of control."


"The DPs. And the TPs." Dawn looked down in shame.


I sighed. "I'm the last person with any right to complain about group sex."


"But they still bothered you. Every time you watched another man take me, take what you saw possessively as 'yours', it bothered you."


Even now it turned my stomach, and she could read it on my face.


"I'm so sorry," she said, reaching out and rubbing my hand. "If it helps, I honestly believe I will go the rest of my life without doing it ever again."


I frowned. "That's none of my business, really. I'm not your boyfriend anymore, and it's not my place to judge you."


"Not what I meant. I'm not obsessed with DPs and TPs. I enjoyed them as sexual highs, not so different than bringing vibrators and handcuffs into the bedroom. Sure, from a sexual perspective I'd like to feel that again, but not at the expense of my partner's happiness. Knowing how you feel, I shouldn't have done it before, and because of that I'll never do it again. The memories of how badly I fucked up my life over trivial pleasures are just too painful."


"But I remember how much of a thrill the physical sensations gave you. Putting aside the way -I- felt about it, you can't deny that the idea of being multiple-penetrated turns you on."


Shaking her head, Dawn said, "I've told you before, there's more to a relationship than orgasms. For as much as a sexual kink might turn me on, the most important thing is the intimate connection to the person I'm with."


"But you'd still like it if your boyfriend let you."


Dawn blinked. "Let me put it to you this way. Think of a girl, a celebrity that neither of us knows, that you'd like to have sex with. Seriously, think of one."


"Excuse me?"


"I'm serious. Think of one."


I shrugged, shook my head, and spouted the first name off the top of my head, "Scarlett Johansson."


Dawn grinned. "Blonde, busty, beautiful. Shoulda known."


"What are you getting at?"


"Imagine having the opportunity to have sex with her. Does the idea turn you on?"


"Sure."


"But let's say that your girlfriend wants you faithfully monogamous. Now I realize that's quite a stretch for you, but hypothetically. If you love your girlfriend, and Scarlett propositions you, what do you do? Do you sleep with Scarlett?"


"If I love my girlfriend, then hell no."


"Even though the idea turns you on?"


"If I love her, I love her. For the rest of my life, through marriage and beyond."


Dawn gestured at me with one hand, palm up. "Then you have your answer. Just because something might turn me on doesn't mean I'll ever have to do it for the rest of my life."


"But if your husband really loves you, he'll accept you and whatever kinky desires you have even if--"


"No," Dawn interrupted. "That's a decision I've made for myself. Because I've had to come to terms with the idea that you and I might not ever get married. I've had to come to the realization that maybe I fucked up any chance you and I will ever have of getting back together, because no matter where our lives take us from here on out, and even if you forgive me for everything, you'll never be able to forget that I cheated on you. You'll never be able to forget that I ruined our perfect relationship. So that means that even though ten, twenty, fifty years from now I'll still WANT to make love to you, if my husband isn't comfortable with it then it's never going to happen. I'll always want to, but that's one aspect he'll never have to 'accept'."


I suddenly felt very cold. Dawn noticed and gave me that look of infinite sadness and regret once again.


"I'm sorry," she said, crossing her arms over her midsection and frowning.


"So that's it, huh?" I shrugged. "End of the line. Not a chance in hell that you and I might ever recapture the magic?"


Dawn blinked, looked down, and sighed. "What do you think?"


My shoulders slumped, and I came to the same realization she had. "Recapturing the magic would mean reviving the old relationship out of its ashes. But we've already talked about how that would never measure up to the relationship already lost. That part of us is history, and should be buried in the past. The marriage proposal when we were kids, our initials carved into the bunk at Morris Camp, and our brief but intense romances along the way ... those are done."


Pursing her lips, Dawn nodded grimly.


"But that doesn't mean we can't build something new. We killed the old relationship, fine. And it would be futile for either of us to try and put it back together. But the magic isn't gone, and you proved it when you woke up in the middle of the night screaming my name."


Dawn blushed and looked down. "Perhaps. I mean, it could have been a coincidence. I've had a lot of nightmares that woke me up in the middle of the night over the past year, many of them centered around you."


"Want to compare notes to see if any of them lined up with crap that happened in my life down here?"


Dawn's eyebrows popped as if she'd never even thought of that, but she immediately averted her gaze and rather nervously bit her lip. "Uh, I think I'd rather not. This whole thing is turning Twilight Zone-y enough as it is."


"Maybe it's not so weird as you might think," I said with a shrug. "People call people on the phone, right as their recipient was about to call them, all the time."


"Sure. Let's pretend that's the same thing," Dawn retorted while rolling her eyes.


"ANY-ways ... Call it what you want, but we're still connected, you and I."


"And I think we always will be, whether we're in a relationship or not," Dawn said with a nod.


"So what does that mean to you?"


Dawn blinked. "What do you mean?"


"I mean that while neither of us can truly describe it, and while modern science can't give us a rational explanation for what happens between you and me, you and I will always be bonded together. I came to a realization while you were gone: that no matter how at peace I might be in my romantic life, and no matter how satisfied I might be with my sex life, there's one aspect of you that no one else in the whole universe can ever replace."


"My best friend," Dawn said with a bittersweet expression on her face. Her eyes unfocused for a bit. "Without you around, there's a ... a--"


"A void," I finished for her, our voices overlapping on the word "a". I continued, intoning, "It's a feeling of emptiness, a sense that something in my life is missing. You are--"


"The Yang to your Yin. The other half of the same kind of relationship we see--"


"I see all the time in Brooke and DJ, or in Brandi and Dayna. And even if--"


"If we are never meant to be married to each other, I can't help but--"


"But believe that we were always meant to be siblings. Always meant to be life partners. For the rest of our lives."


Dawn was crying. And hell, -I- was crying again. Suddenly, Dawn was in my lap again, her arms wrapped around my neck while we buried our faces into each other's shoulder and squeezed a hug so fierce I knew that neither of us could breathe.


"I'm so sorry," Dawn wailed, her whole body trembling as she wept against my shoulder. "I never should have left you. Even though I believe it was best that we let our relationship die, I never should have left you. And maybe I shouldn't leave you now."


"It's okay," I said, stroking her spine and raising my left hand to cradle her head against my shoulder. "It's okay. I actually think it's a good thing that you go back to Morris Camp. In fact, I think it's what you're supposed to do."


"What? After everything we've been through, and knowing what you and I feel right now, how can you say that we're supposed to be apart?"


I took a deep breath, gently swayed our bodies together, and said, "Because you've got to finish what you've started, and because for the first time I'm not worried any longer about you and me finding each other once again. My heart tells me you'll be back, not just physically present but BACK in my life. It doesn't have to happen today. It doesn't even have to happen when you return to school. Someday, you and I will find our balance again. It may not be easy, and it might not even happen next year. But I believe again, because at the very least, being Best Friends with you someday IS my Destiny."


Oh, so we believe in Destiny again now?



Yes we do.





Between me vomiting up all of my emotional turmoil while Dawn comforted me, and the equally emotionally-draining conversation of Dawn and I putting our friendship back together, the two of us were in my room a lot longer than anyone anticipated.


Brooke and DJ had stuck around, choosing to do their studying in my living room instead of going home. I don't know how much actual studying they got done, as it was clear they both had a keen interest in finding out how things had gone once Dawn and I finally got back downstairs.


Equally curious were Sasha and Adrienne, Sasha having woken up and meandered downstairs once she heard me and Dawn talking in the other room. And we'd been talking long enough for Adrienne to come home from her business downtown.


But Dawn and I didn't elaborate on our conversation except to say that we'd put the past behind us and were focusing on rebuilding our friendship. In the meantime, she was still driving back to Camp in the morning.


Nobody pressed us for more details, especially once I asked Adrienne if the girls had told her about Elyse. Adrienne explained that she'd had a good cry of her own with Sasha at the news, but in the end she had mourned the loss of that friendship back in high school, and Elyse's death didn't seem to sting her as much as it did Sasha. For one thing, Sasha had already made a few calls and put in a request with the authorities to handle Elyse's remains and give her a proper funeral should her stepmother be unwilling or indifferent, which seemed somewhat likely. Adrienne said she'd pay the costs.


Thinking of Sasha and Adrienne handling Elyse's remains reminded me of Cameron's remains, and the idea of Amber taking care of her. I realized that I still hadn't even seen Amber since waking up on the floor of Carter's bedroom to find her desperately working to keep me alive. True, I'd only come home last night, but I still thought it odd that she hadn't so much as called since then.


Speaking of calling, I still hadn't called Andie. Yeah, she'd been by the house yesterday along with everyone else, but Sasha confirmed that she hadn't returned or called either, despite having an off-day before Finals as well. And of course, there was Kim still to deal with.


But Amber, Andie, and Kim would have to wait. Satisfied that I'd be alright, Brooke, DJ, and Dawn all prepared to leave. While Brooke and DJ would obviously still be in town, it would probably be our last time seeing Dawn until the end of the summer unless we decided to take a trip to Morris Camp, so everyone took their time saying goodbye to her. And in the end I closed the door, alone once again with the two most important women in my life: Sasha and Adrienne.


I smiled in relief. "Maybe NOW I can relax."


Sasha gave me a weak smile and nodded, still saddened by Elyse's death but eager to move on as well.


Adrienne, on the other hand, twisted her face up and gave me an apologetic look. "Uh, Tiger? We kinda need to talk."


I furrowed my eyebrows and frowned. "Talk about what?"


"I've got a pretty big offer to move back to New York."





Already emotionally drained from everything that had happened to me since last night, I'd simply turned around and walked away from Adrienne. It wasn't that I'd expected her to stay with me forever. She'd made her decision to pursue this career a long time ago, and really I should just be happy she'd been with me for the last few weeks as it was.


But I didn't want to deal with this now. I'd gotten shot and had to deal with my parents' disappointment in me. I'd killed a man, and I'd carry that burden for the rest of my life. I'd found out that Elyse died after all, on top of my failure to rescue Cameron. I'd finally gotten some kind of closure with Dawn. And after all THAT... right when I wanted to just sit down and relax ... Adrienne had to go and tell me she was leaving again?


Fuckit.


Fuckit, fuckit, fuckit.


"Tiger, wait!" Adrienne called after me as I stomped back into the living room and slammed my butt down onto the couch with my arms folded like a petulant child.


I was done. Gone. Finito. I didn't have any emotional energy left. Call me a coward, but at this point all I wanted to do was stick my head under my blanket covers and scream until the world left me the fuck alone.


"Ben..." Adrienne soothed, using my real name and rubbing my leg while my chin jutted forth and I stared at the far wall, doing my best to ignore her. "It's not what you think."


"Not what I think?" I barked as I whirled on her. "I think it's exactly what I think. You're leaving me. AGAIN. Always leaving me. Yeah, you come back every now and again, and I know you try to be here when I really need you. But did you ever stop to think that I'd be much happier if you weren't ALWAYS gone?!? That maybe I'd like you see you day after day instead of just popping in to soothe your conscience every now and again? Huh?"


"I have. And I know you would. But--"


"GAWD, Adrienne!" I cut her off. "Even in my fucking coma dream you were NEVER AROUND! My fantasy future with everyone getting along and everyone finding happiness together and Elyse and Cameron both still alive and yet YOU'RE STILL ALWAYS TRAVELING! Always on the go! Always leaving me behind!"


Sasha frowned, and almost to herself muttered, "Coma dream?"


Adrienne was focused on me. Rolling her eyes, she reached up with two hands, grabbed my jaw from both sides, and locked my face only inches away from hers. Boring those brilliant golden irises right into my eyes, she glared at me and barked, "Will you shut the fuck up?"


My eyelids dropped halfway and I glowered back at her, but I shut up.


"I said I got an offer. I didn't say I was taking it," Adrienne stated matter-of-factly. "And I never said anything about leaving you behind, alright?"


"What's that supposed to mean?"


With a sigh, Adrienne let go of my face and sat up straight. Canting her head to the side, she took a deep breath and explained, "I know you don't pay much attention to the fashion world, but do you know who Taylor Brynn is?"


I blinked and thought about it for a moment before replying, "Uh, yeah. Big time model. She's with that Jonathan Kwong billionaire, right? The Tri-Delts have talked about them."


"Well even though she works for a different agency, we've gotten to be friends ever since I moved to New York. Kind of a mentor, really. The point is: we've kept in touch ever since I moved out here to lay low and get out of the New York tabloids. She knows my agency is still skittish about me, but she talked to some of her people, and she said she could get me a fat new contract if I joined them. That's why I had to go downtown today, to meet with their representatives and discuss the details."


I shrugged. "Well, good for you I guess. Job security is always a nice thing to have. But that would still mean you'd be leaving me."


"Not if you came with me."


I blinked and arched an eyebrow. "Excuse me?"


Adrienne looked over at Sasha. "You too."


Now it was Sasha's turn to blink in surprise. "Excuse me?"


Adrienne sighed. "I really don't want to leave you again. Don't get me wrong, I love modeling and I love the whole lifestyle. It's exciting and full of energy and you already know I'm an attention-whore. But ... being here these last few weeks ... it's shown me so much of what I missed. I miss YOU, Tiger. And ... I guess what I'm saying is ... I won't go back to New York without you."


I blinked twice more, and now both eyebrows were raised. "You want me to move to New York with you?"


"Would you? Now I'm not expecting you to make a snap decision right here and now. I know that five minutes ago the thought of living in Manhattan never even crossed your mind. But ... well ... think about it. You're about to graduate, but you don't currently have a job lined up. You'll probably have to do a job search, and there are plenty of opportunities for a guy with your grades and skills in New York." Adrienne turned and looked at Sasha. "You too."


"But I have a job lined up in San Francisco," Sasha replied.


Adrienne shrugged. "It's just an idea. I don't know how attached you are to that specific job, or if it's more important that you get 'a' job and start generating income that doesn't come from dancing on stage. If you moved with us, you wouldn't have to worry about rent or expenses or crap like that until you found a job. I've got plenty of money to cover that."


Sasha furrowed her eyebrows and mused on that. "Huh..."


"As for you, Tiger," Adrienne said as she turned back to me. "I thought you might be interested in a fresh start. A chance to get away from everything and begin anew. A lot of shit has happened to you here. Dawn, DJ, Elyse, Cameron: there are plenty of bad memories to escape from. We can wipe the slate clean and put all that crap in the rear view mirror."


"It's not all crap. Brooke and DJ are still here, and Dawn will be re-enrolling in the fall. Our parents are just a few hours' drive away."


"And everyone will be a few hours flight away. Look at me: of COURSE we're still going to visit our family."


"I still have Kim to think about."


Adrienne took a deep breath. "I know," she said with a nod. "And you have to do what's right for your child. But the possibility still exists that her father won't let you near her. And if that's the case, is there really anything else keeping you here? Alternatively, if you can convince Kim to come with you, she and the baby can move to New York as well."


"Seriously?"


"I know it sounds crazy, the whole idea of picking up your life and moving on, but it's an idea."


"I get it, I get it. It's just a lot to think about right now."


"Well I'm in no rush. They'll want an answer, but I've got time."


Sasha piped up, "And what about Andie?"


I sighed and looked at Adrienne. "She's still got a year of school left."


Adrienne gave me a serious look. "Then you'll have to decide just how important she really is to you, I mean really decide and not just keep ... stringing her along the way you've been doing."


"I haven't been..." I began before a withering look from Adrienne made me trail off. "Okay maybe I have."


"If you're worried about jobs, don't forget that Jonathan Kwong owns a pretty important company. We've got connections."


"I know I can find 'a' job pretty much anywhere."


"And did I mention that Taylor has lots of model friends who'd love to discover the Big Ben Experience?"


"Adrienne..." I groaned while darting a glance at Sasha.


"What?" Adrienne grinned at Sasha and added, "A lot of them are bisexual, too, and you wouldn't believe what Taylor can do with her tongue."


Sasha blushed and looked down at her own lap nervously.


I sighed. "You're trying to convince us to go because it's what YOU want. This is Adrienne getting her cake and eating it too, keeping her modeling career AND bringing Ben along so she won't feel so guilty about abandoning him."


"Tiger, I..." Adrienne began before MY withering look made her trail off. "Okay maybe. But just because it would be the best of both worlds for me doesn't invalidate moving as an option. I KNOW you're considering it."


I sighed and reclined against the couch while letting my head loll over the backrest. Staring at the ceiling, I took another deep breath and muttered, "Well it DOES sound quite appealing."


"Think about it," Adrienne encouraged. "But take your time. I know a heckuva lot of stuff has just happened to you, and you'll need to process it all before making any kind of decision. Plus, Finals start in two days, and you haven't actually graduated yet."


"Ugh, don't remind me."


"But think about it. After graduation: you, me, Sasha, and maybe even Kim ... together in New York and all putting our ugly pasts behind us."


I looked at Sasha, who shrugged and nodded silently. I nodded too and looked back at Adrienne, replying, "Maybe I could use a fresh start."


Chapter 32: Self-Interest


-- WEDNESDAY, MAY 10, 2006, FINALS 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 golden blonde head bobbing up and down in my lap before my heavy eyelids closed themselves. The first thought into my head was the image of a young woman's face, astonishingly beautiful. Her eyes were a golden hazel and her smile so perfect that I wanted to fall in love with her at first sight. The second thought to enter my head was that I'd happily give up absolutely everything in exchange to have this exact feeling every morning for the rest of my life.


She was a world-famous supermodel lusted after by millions, both male AND female given the public perception of her sexuality. But of those millions, only a select few ever actually got to be with her even just once (well, MALES at least), and I counted myself quite lucky to be one of them. But I didn't want it to be just once. I wanted to be with her over and over and over again. I wanted her to permanently be in my life.


She used to be a constant presence. While we'd started off as mere acquaintances, neighbors who lived on the same street but ran in different high school crowds, time and circumstance had changed all that. First we'd become lovers. Then we'd become friends. And finally we'd become family.


Until she was gone.


Oh, she always came back, short visits to get her fix of the only cock she'd take into her body for the rest of her life. Like putting on a comfortable old sweater, we'd immediately fall into a zone of familiarity and act as if we'd never been apart. But all too soon she would leave again, taking a piece of my soul with her wherever she went.


In this moment, feeling her throat contracting around my shaft and sending ripples of exquisite pleasure throughout my nerves to explode in my brain, I swore to heaven I'd dedicate my life to remaining by her side if only I could feel this every morning for the rest of my life.


And it wasn't even morning.


Already weakened by blood loss, injury, and drowsiness-inducing prescription drugs, my poor body couldn't hold up after all the drama of the day. Shortly after Adrienne's invitation to move to New York with her, I'd excused myself to take a nap and fallen asleep with Sasha sitting up by my side, stroking my newly bald head.


I didn't know how long I'd napped, but the sky outside the window had obviously darkened. Still, even without a single lamp on inside my bedroom, there was enough light to show me Adrienne Fucking Dennis' brilliant meat-filled smile when I cracked my eyes open and stared down my own body.


"Have a nice nap?" she chirped with a smirk after popping off my prick. The busty blonde bombshell lapped at my cockhead like a kid with an ice cream cone a few times before raising her head to resume her up and down bobbing motions. And she hummed happily while caving in her cheeks to give me even more intense suction.


"Unnnghh..." I groaned rapturously, lifting a hand to caress her cheek. She smiled around the mouthful of cock, giving me a few more strokes before pulling away one last time and pushing herself upright.


"You up for this, Tiger?" Adrienne asked while getting to her knees and lifting the hem of the red dress she'd worn into The City this morning. She must have removed her panties while fellating me, and her labia were already wet and spread wide in anticipation.


"I don't know," I replied, staring at her bare-shaven twat. "But I sure wanna find out."


Grinning, my gorgeous blonde-haired/hazel-eyed "sister" shuffled on her knees over my lap and reached down to take my waving prick in hand. After swiping my mushroom head through her moist folds, her eyes fluttered as she centered it against her clit and briefly rubbed her love button against my cock.


I let her rub her little eraser nub with my stiff pencil for a few seconds, until I couldn't stand the anticipation any longer. Reaching underneath her dress and grabbing her by the hips, I dragged her torso forward so that her wet pussy smeared her arousal along my shaft from balls to tip, until I felt my cockhead probing her entrance. And without further delay I yanked my hands down, sheathing my shaft right down to the root.


"Unngh, fuck!" Adrienne grunted at my penetration. She closed her eyes and bowed her head for a moment, focusing inward on the sensations.


Meanwhile, my hands went to the scoop-neck of her top. Big red buttons tried to contain her massive 36F rack, and no matter how tired I might be I found new reserves of energy as I watched inch after creamy inch of mammary flesh revealed as I opened each one.


When I'd unbuttoned her dress down to her navel, Adrienne reached up to pull the two halves of fabric apart for me. Sliding both hands around her back, I found the clasp to her lacy black bra and deftly unhooked it. And then all of a sudden Adrienne couldn't rip her clothes off for me fast enough.


First she yanked down her dress' shoulder straps. Next she tore off her bra. Then she grabbed my shoulders and yanked me upright, slamming my face into her cleavage with just as much force as I'd used to impale her. And finally she grabbed onto the top of the headboard, using it as leverage to hump herself up and down my rod while screaming like a banshee.


My hands went to the sides of her big hooters, squishing the titflesh against my cheeks until I could imagine myself happily suffocating in her cleavage. Hard pink nipples felt like game console controllers against my thumbs, and I playfully manipulated them to make her squeak and squeal and gyrate her body in increasingly wild movements on my cock.


But I'd only been released from the hospital yesterday and I was still hopped up on painkillers and antibiotics. And despite the nap, I still didn't feel up to my usual energy levels. So after only a couple of minutes of vigorous upright shagging, I started to get winded and had to let myself flop backwards against my pillow.


Adrienne didn't slow down at all. Still gripping the top of the headboard, she humped and thrust and swiveled her hips like her life depended on it. It was my first sex act since Carter's, and she seemed determined to make it memorable. Those massive jugs bounced and swayed in every direction only inches above my head while she fucked herself on my upright column of meat. She clenched and milked me with her inner muscles just the way she knew I liked it. And when she felt her own orgasm approaching, she dropped her tits down on top of my chest, sealed her lips over mine, and hammered her pelvis up and down so fast and so hard that I felt myself joining her in orgasmic ecstasy.


"RRRRAAAGHHH!" I suddenly groaned as my ejaculation overtook me, a little bit by surprise. With my reputation and skill, I was certainly used to lasting much longer than this. But it WAS my first time back in the saddle, and I couldn't bring myself to hold back one iota as I felt my balls clenching and wave after wave of cum spraying upwards into my lover's welcoming body.


"AAAHHHHH!" Adrienne screamed as she felt me hosing down her insides. Her arms suddenly cinched around the back of my head, holding me tight as she crushed our lips together so hard that it rattled my teeth. I felt her pussy muscles spasming as her own orgasm matched mine, and together we made spastic humping motions while my cock continued to fire spitwads of spunk into the back of her womb.


Eventually, the world surrounded us once again. When my mind returned from that state of emptiness and bliss, I found myself gasping for oxygen while Adrienne's body slumped against mine, fully naked except for that red dress bunched up around her waist. Our lips had separated, but she was using hers to nuzzle my neck and shoulder while I cradled her body in my arms. And when I found enough energy to speak, I mumbled, "I don't ever want to let you go."


"Me, neither," she replied, just as out of breath as me, more so because she'd pretty much done all the work. "But I want you to know that you don't have to move to New York with me to make that happen. I've made my decision: I'll stay here with you if you don't want to go."


I blinked and turned my head to look down at her. She felt the motion and looked up at me as well. "You serious? What about the new contract?"


"Nothing really wrong with my old contract. At the very least, having a new offer might prompt Ford to sweeten my deal. And to be honest, my relationship with Taylor is good enough that I think they'd still sign me even if I didn't move to New York. I'm in demand and can pretty much name my own price."


"But it would be easier for you to get work if you were over there."


"Well ... yeah..." she admitted. "But it's not like I can't find work closer to home, and maybe being picky about which jobs I take will ultimately increase my price and help avoid overexposure. At the end of the day, the most important thing to me now is staying with you. Period. I think we've been apart long enough."


"I'd like that," I said warmly.


"Me, too." She tilted her face up and kissed me again.


We remained lip-locked for quite a while, expressing our love and reminding each other of how important we were in each other's lives. But eventually I had to take a break to breathe, and despite our passions being re-inflamed by the kiss, my cock had started softening and I knew I didn't have the energy for another round.


Perhaps realizing it as well, Adrienne sighed mournfully and gave me a resigned shrug as she dismounted me and grabbed a tissue to dab at her leakage. "Of course, the whole thing was a pipe dream from the very beginning. There's no way in hell Mom and Dad would let us move across the country, not right after they read all us kids the riot act about being more careful and promising they'd give us a little more visible oversight. Now MAYBE if you HADN'T gone and gotten shot..."


"Gee, so sorry my nearly getting killed is SO inconvenient--"


She shut me up with another kiss, and we both started chuckling into each other's lips. When she pulled back, she sighed and said, "It was never going to happen anyway."


"I'm sorry," I said more sincerely. "As great as the idea of a fresh start in New York sounds, I can't keep running away from my problems. First and foremost, I'm not abandoning Kim. Now maybe if she agreed to move to New York with us, sure, but knowing what I know about her Dad, hell will freeze over first. And even beyond Kim, I don't really want to move so far away from our sisters."


"I know, I know. Still, getting to play with you AND all those hot models Taylor knows woulda been ... well... fun."


I chuckled. "Maybe we can visit."


Adrienne brightened. "How about a summer trip? We could head out for a month or two, I can do a few gigs, and we can network with the other models in Taylor's agency. We can still come home before school starts, and of course be back well before Kim gives birth."


"Hmm ... it's a thought," I mused. "But speaking of Kim, I'm going to have to visit very soon. Tomorrow, I think, though I may need you to drive me if you can get away from work."


Adrienne nodded. "Like I said: I'm in demand. I did have something scheduled, but I already warned them that this week wasn't going to be good after everything that happened Saturday night."


"Andie, on the other hand, I should have already called this morning at the latest. And I need to track down Amber. I honestly don't know why either of them hasn't called ME yet."


Adrienne shrugged. "You'll work it out."


Just then, my stomach started growling. Both Adrienne and I looked down at it, and together we started laughing. "First, though, I think I'd better eat something before my blood sugar drops too low."


"Don't worry about it. Sasha and I rock-paper-scissored to see who had to make dinner and who got to come up here and wake you up. She won."


I arched an eyebrow. "SHE won?"


Adrienne nodded with a smile. "She won, but told me to go ahead and come up here anyway. That girl is something special, Tiger."


I sighed and smiled. "I know."





While we were getting dressed, I asked Adrienne if she thought dinner would be ready and she guessed it would probably be another ten minutes based on how long we'd been fucking. Though physically wiped out after having sex, I was mentally charged up to start tackling my issues head-on. Figuring I could invite Andie over for dinner and give us a chance to talk, I retrieved my phone and held down her speed-dial number while kicking back to watch Adrienne try to button up the front of her red dress.


Andie picked up on the second ring. She seemed excited to hear from me, as she was pretty giggly on the phone. We exchanged quick pleasantries before I got down to business and asked, "Hey, do you think you could come by the house tonight? My family is all gone, Sasha's making dinner, and I'd like to catch up."


Andie's giggles picked up a notch but she managed to explain, "I'm WAY ahead of you. Come on downstairs."


It took me half a second to figure out what she meant. "You're already here?"


"I'm in the kitchen helping Sasha finish dinner. Oh, but before I hang up, Sasha wants to know if Adrienne managed to get your equipment working."


I chuckled and blushed, my pink color prompting Adrienne to look up and ask, "What?"


"The girls want to know if you, quote, 'got my equipment working'."


"Gimme the phone," she said, snapping her fingers and holding out her hand. Bemused, I gave it to her, and she smirked and explained into the microphone, "He's nowhere near 'Big Ben' levels, but he's fully functional!"


I couldn't hear Andie's response, but the way Adrienne's grin split her face was enough to get the gist of what was being said. Moments later, Adrienne told her we'd be right down, hung up, and handed the phone back to me.


The whole exchange had been relaxed and merry, which did a lot to put my mind at ease. I'd spent precious little time with Andie since the Cinco de Mayo party and everything that came afterward. Given Sasha's complaints about feeling like an outsider these past few days, I knew Andie had to be feeling the same. I'd been worried that she was saddened by her exclusion, but to hear her acting so giggly and ... well... normal ... was quite a relief.


The good mood carried on through dinner. Adrienne and I arrived downstairs to find that not only had Andie come over, but Kirstie and Jamie as well. Nobody made mention of the shooting or my injuries, and the five ladies nattered on about classes and gossip and Finals as if it were any other school day. We enjoyed our food, we enjoyed each other's company, and by the time the meal was over I figured we all just might be able to pick up right where we'd left off.


Which is why it was such a shock when Andie put her napkin down on the table, looked me dead in the eye, and said, "I'm breaking up with you."





Looking around the table, I saw that my jaw was not the only one hanging open. Sasha was the first to recover, giving Andie a concerned look and reaching over to rub the back of her friend's hand.


Kirstie's mouth flapped open and closed a couple of times before she frowned and asked, "Now?"


Jamie sighed and patted Andie's shoulder, asking, "Are you sure you want to do this now?"


Andie gave me a grimly determined look, but a moment later she let her shoulders slump and bowed her head for a moment while closing her eyes as her resolve seemed to crumble. "No, I'm not sure," she replied before picking her head up and giving me a determined look once again. "Not sure, but I'm still going to do it."


Sighing in resignation, I nodded and agreed, "It's better this way, isn't it?"


"Of course," Andie muttered bitterly and shook her head. "You're not even upset about it."


I grimaced and sighed, "I can't say the thought hadn't already crossed my mind, especially in the last few days."


She nodded. "Me, too. But even though we seem to be in mutual agreement, do you mind if we go someplace a little more private?"


I glanced around the table and Adrienne reached for my plate. "You two go on ahead. We'll take care of the cleanup," she offered.


I smiled my thanks and backed my chair up. I'd taken another dose of painkillers with the meal, so didn't feel too bad. Andie got up as well, and after giving me a look to make sure I'd follow, she headed for the stairs.


I followed her into my bedroom, and she stood just inside the door until I'd closed it. But instead of walking over to the sitting area, Andie raised her right hand and swiftly slapped me across the cheek.


"Oww!" I exclaimed, more surprised than hurt as I raised a hand to cover myself. Andie's eyes hardened as she slapped me three more times in quick succession, but I blocked each one with my forearm before she huffed and marched over to the armchairs. Crossing her arms over her chest, she dropped heavily into one of the chairs and glowered at the far wall.


"What the hell was that for?" I complained, letting go of my cheek and staring at my palm for a moment.


"For lying to me last Saturday," Andie growled. "You told me you and Adrienne 'had to take care of something'. You told me it was 'nothing for me to worry about'. And then you never came home."


I winced and started walking toward her. "I know. I'm sorry. Obviously, I had no idea how things were going to turn out. I just didn't want you to worry."


"You obviously were worried enough about your health and safety to LIE to me. That means you knew you were walking into a dangerous situation, but you lied to me anyways. And that reminds me." Andie paused to stand up once more, and she started slapping me again while I warded off each blow with my forearms.


"What the hell?" I exclaimed again.


Andie stopped almost as soon as she started, and as she slumped back down onto her chair, Andie growled at the far wall, "Sasha told me to do that to you when I saw you again. For breaking a promise."


"A promise?" I wondered, not remembering.


"You promised to save a load for me. We were supposed to have sex when you got back! Clearly, that never happened."


I winced.


"Don't you know better than to make promises you can't keep?"


I sighed. "I honestly didn't believe there was any chance I wouldn't be able to come home and have sex."


"But you knew you were going into a dangerous situation. And you deliberately hid that from me."


"Of course I did. If I didn't hide it, what would you have done while I was gone?"


Andie frowned. "I'd have worried about what was going on."


"Exactly."


"Well at least that way I'd have been in the same boat Sasha was: here in the house, worried sick about you and Adrienne, knowing that you'd walked into a meth house full of drug dealers. Do you have ANY idea how hard that was for her? All alone and not able to tell anyone where you'd gone?"


"No, I don't." I sighed and sat down in the chair opposite her while miming over the upper-right side of my bald head. "Clearly not one of my better decisions."


Andie sighed and shook her head. "I came by the house just like I said I would. I found Sasha on pins and needles about to lose her mind with anxiety. Adrienne had been texting her to let her know things were alright, but then the texts had stopped and Sasha was just about ready to drive out to find you, damn the consequences. I asked her what was going on, and she spilled the beans immediately. And you know what? I wasn't even worried about you. Not one bit. There's only ONE emotion I felt when she told me."


I took the bait and asked, "What's that?"


"Betrayed."



"Andie..."


"I gave my heart and soul to you. I poured out every emotion I felt in my body and what do I get in return? Lies. Lies about where you're at. Lies about who you're with. If you can lie to me about that, what ELSE have you lied to me about?"


"I never lied to you about anything before."


"I want to believe that, but how can I really know?"


"Because I'm telling you I never did. If I wanted to lie about something to take advantage of you, you already know what the best lie would have been."


Andie glowered at me for a moment before deflating in her chair. Rather sullenly, she muttered, "You'd have lied that you loved me."


I nodded slowly. "I never wanted to hurt you. Things would have been a lot easier for us if I could've returned the same depth of feelings you had for me. There were a lot of times I wished I felt the same way. It's not that I don't care about you; you know I do. I've always been fond of you, from the first time I noticed how you and Jamie kept coming over more often than the others. You're my cutie, and you always worked so hard to make me happy there was no way I couldn't appreciate it. But ... but..."


"But you never loved me."


I spread my hands out and shrugged helplessly. "I'm sorry."


Andie looked ready to spit, but instead she simply stood up and walked away in disgust. "Not like I didn't know already," she muttered without turning back to face me.


On instinct, I went after her. Reaching forward, I slid my hands onto her shoulders and moved to hug her from behind, but she pushed my hands off and spun around.


"No, don't," she protested, holding her palm out to me.


Holding my hands up defensively, I backed up a pace. "I'm sorry."


She blinked twice and pursed her lips, and a second later she shook her head and muttered, "Nevermind." And then I found my arms full of girl as she threw herself into my chest and hugged me fiercely.


"I'm sorry," I repeated, bending down and kissing the crown of her head. "I never meant for things to end this way."


"There were only two other ways it could've ended," she mumbled into my chest. "Either you actually fell in love with me, or you broke my heart and everything ended in tears. I was kinda hoping for the former, but it's never gonna happen, so I figured I should quit before it ended in the latter."


I looked down, saw that despite her words tears were coming from her eyes anyway. And with a mournful sigh, I reached up to brush one away with my thumb. "Looks like you're crying anyways."


Andie raised both hands to cover her face and then pushed her head into my chest again, trying to stifle the tears. But when I bear-hugged her and lifted her into my lap while sitting down on the edge of my bed, the waterworks opened up and she let the flood go.


She'd come to me in righteous indignation and a determination to see this conversation through, but having said her piece and received my acknowledgement that things were over, the sadness appeared to finally be hitting her. Andie had always been a passionate person who wore her heart on her sleeve. She'd been a bubbly, energetic firecracker when I'd first met her as a Tri-Delt Pledge, and nearly three years later she still wasn't the type to keep her emotions in check. And it was those emotions that were taking over now.


We were embraced in what could have been considered a very intimate position, even though we were both fully-clothed. Andie straddled my lap with her legs crossed behind my back. Her face was pressed into the crook of my neck while she wrapped both arms around my head and shoulders. And she sobbed her pretty little heart out at the death of what she'd hoped would've become a long-lived and loving relationship.


I don't know how long she cried on my shoulder, but I kept murmuring "I'm sorry" and kept stroking her body all throughout. Eventually, her tears began to dry up as her immediate grief passed, and I relaxed the tension in my back as she sat up a little straighter to support her own weight.


Bleary-eyed, Andie pulled her head back and gave me a curious look. I had no warning before her face darted forward and she sealed her lips over mine. The next thing I knew I was flat on my back across my bed, my legs dangling off the edge and giving me no leverage to resist as Andie's tongue delved within the depths of my mouth. I resisted, knowing I shouldn't lead her on, and Andie whimpered in anguish and only tried to kiss me even harder.


But at last she pulled her mouth away, the tears coming back into her eyes as she pressed her forehead against mine and began to sob once more. There were tears in my eyes as well now, and I realized I was definitely going to miss her. But I knew better in both my heart and my head than to reconsider ending a relationship that would only hurt Andie more in the end.


I knew I hadn't been fair to her, taking and taking without ever giving enough back. I'd told her point blank that I didn't think I could ever feel the same way about her as she felt about me. Yeah, I'd let her talk me into not pushing her away only a week ago, but I'd spent too many years being in similar relationships to not realize that in the end the girl ALWAYS wanted more and ALWAYS got hurt. And while the timing of breaking up with her two days before Finals wasn't ideal, she had to have realized she'd be better off moving on from me once school was out.


"I love you," Andie sniveled, her nose clogged and her voice cracking.


"I'm sorry," I replied in a mournful tone.


With that, Andie suddenly dismounted the bed and paced two steps away before turning and coming back to the tissue box on the nightstand. She dabbed at her eyes and blew her nose while I sat up. And tossing the wadded tissues into the trash can with all the velocity of an NFL quarterback, she fixed me with a disappointed but not accusing look and said, "I saw the writing on the wall when you didn't call me and realized that I'm just not all that important to you."


"You ARE important to me," I protested. "It's just--"


"I'm not trying to say you don't care about me," she cut me off. "I know you do, and we've had a whole lot of fun together. It's easy to have fun when everything's going well. But it's how a relationship handles adversity that defines it, and you just proved that we don't handle it well together."


"Don't say that. We've handled our share of adversity together. We did great with each other, both when things were going well and when things weren't going so very well."


"You mean me dropping to my knees and giving you blowjobs whenever you felt down and depressed. That's not US handling adversity. That's ME making YOU feel better."


"We've never HAD real adversity then, not in the way you mean. Really, when have you and I ever had a fight in our relationship? A real fight."


"We haven't, and that's kind of the point. Everything's been fun and games between us, but nothing deep. Your life has been full of turmoil, but you never try to really SHARE that with me."


"How can I when your first thought is to drop to your knees rather than TALK to me about my troubles?"


"So you're saying it's MY fault I never got included in those meaningful conversations? The ones you felt perfectly comfortable having with Adrienne and Sasha?"


"I'm not trying to assign fault; it just happened that way, that's all. It was the nature of our relationship."


"All sex and fluff. Convenient. But ultimately not that important. When your life got turned upside-down – shot in the head and hospitalized – you brought the most important people in your life to your side. But I didn't even merit a phone call. I'm not that important."


I deflated a bit and muttered, "I'm sorry I didn't call sooner. If it makes any difference, I haven't called anybody; my phone call to you before dinner was my very first one. And it's not that I went out of my way to avoid you. I've just been surrounded by family and--"


"That's just the point," she interrupted again. "Sasha said it best when we were all at the hospital: 'We're NOT family, and we're not even girlfriends.' Neither of us had any idea what to do. And even after you came home, it was clear that you never really... needed me."


"It's not that. It's ... it's..." This time I trailed off on my own.


"It's that you never really needed me," she repeated with popped eyebrows. "Sure, it was great to have me around whenever you felt lonely. I was convenient, I was willing, and I never asked for much in return. Just another harem girl."


"Don't say that. You KNOW you were special to me ... ARE still special to me."


"And I loved that," she sighed. "Loved that even with all the hot chicks literally throwing themselves at you, walking into a house with a fucking SIGN posted by the front door stating that you had the right to seize and inseminate them, that you kept choosing to be with me. You're Big Ben, the Sex God. And you spending all that time with me, letting me spend all those nights in your bed, well it made me feel ... feel..."


"Special?"


"Pretty. Sexy. Desirable. Even though I'm really not."


"Good freaking lord, Andie. Are you kidding me? If you're fishing for a compliment, then you've got one. You ARE pretty. You ARE sexy. And you are very, VERY desirable."


"I'm not tall and willowy. I'm not busty and curvaceous. I'm ... cute."


"You're YOU. And if you seriously have this much of a self-esteem problem, then you need to get this straight: Yes, I had literally dozens of girls throwing themselves at me, but I DID keep choosing to spend all those nights with you."


"Because you like my 'personality'."


"Because of the whole package. Because of everything about you, including an amazingly wonderful personality. And even because of this annoying obsession you have with your cup size as if it were the sole reason why we're in this situation right now. It's all a part of what makes Andie, Andie. You're my cutie: a beautiful young woman who deserves better than 'tagging along' with a guy who hasn't given enough back to her."


"Because you've got better girls to be with than me, and short of falling in love with me on the spot, you're not going to convince me otherwise. Yes, you made me feel special, and I really appreciated that. But at the end of the day, I'm not a requirement for your life to go on. Adrienne's back with you. Sasha ... well you've told her you love her. I'm sure you were really glad I gave you so much attention when you wanted it, but you don't NEED me anymore. Not when you have them."


I took a deep breath, but couldn't find the words to respond. She was right: I didn't need her anymore. Of course I'd still like to have her, but I didn't need her. We both knew it. So all I could say was, "I'm sorry. But it's better this way. Better that you find someone who DOES need you. You've got a heckuva lot to offer, and there are a lot of guys would be LUCKY to be with you."


"But not you."


I shrugged. "Even me. I'm lucky we were together then, and even though my heart never quite touched yours the way you might have wanted, I'd honestly love it if I could keep you."


"You can, you know. Just say the word and we won't break up." Andie blinked at me, her eyes full of hope and longing. She WANTED me to say the word, even though she knew better.


Even though -I- knew better. I took a deep breath and said once more, "I'm sorry."


Andie smirked suddenly and paced away. Folding her arms across her chest, she sighed and came back to me, shaking her head and muttering, "We weren't even TOGETHER, and yet we still have to have a break-up."


"That's because we WERE together. All the talk about commitments and everyone in the harem being equal and favorites and all that is bullshit. The truth is: you and Sasha were my girlfriends, period. I'm sorry if you're only getting the title retroactively, but it's the truth. I cared about you. I spent so much of my life with you. We were connected, we were intimate, and we shared with each other. I had my demons and I said over and over again that we were just friends enjoying each other's company, but THAT was all a lie. You proved yourself as my girlfriend, in love and in action. I'll never forget that. I'll never forget YOU. And when I look back on my life fifty years from now, I'll think about how lucky I was to have Andie Holland as my girlfriend to brighten my days during a really rough time in my life."


Andie blinked in shock, and the blinked a few more times. I took a deep breath, waiting to see how she'd react, and then all of a sudden I was flat on my back with a tongue in my mouth and my arms full of horny girl.


"Andie! Andie! Andie!" I exclaimed, repeatedly breaking our liplock to try and get control of her until she finally picked her head up and stared down at me with wild eyes.


"Let's not break up just yet, okay? How about if we wait until you graduate, just like we sorta always talked about. Fuck, Ben. You just called me your GIRLFRIEND. How can I not enjoy that for the next week and a half? Huh? How can I live with myself going through Finals and not having you near me? Please? We'll still break up and we'll still move on with our own lives, but not YET. Not NOW!"


I was tempted. Oh, I was tempted. But I was also exhausted, on painkillers, and only days removed from my skull being exposed by a bullet wound. And I knew I had to stop letting her talk me into these kinds of reprieves. Already she'd talked me into keeping her since LAST Wednesday, and now I was back at square one feeling like shit as I agonized over the anguish of dealing with the same conversation.


"Andie ... I'm sorry," I sighed, reaching up and stroking her cheeks. "We can't keep doing this. Last week we talked and didn't break up, and now here we are back at the exact same place. If we don't do it now, we're just going to have to deal with this exact same pain again."


Andie screwed her face up and whimpered, and she pecked my lips twice more while holding onto my jaw before waggling her head left and right in indecision. Her head probably knew I was right, but her heart (and her body) didn't want to give up just yet.


"Okay fine then, we're breaking up," she agreed even though her aggressive tone and the fire in her eyes belied the words she'd spoken. "But not until we walk out of this room. Not until I've had you one more time – at least ONE time together as your girlfriend. Because that's the way I love you. And because you still owe me! You promised to save a load for me for when you got back from Carter's. Well, honey, you're back now. And I want my load!"


I groaned. "I wish I could. But I'm tired and in terrible physical condition and I'm honestly not sure I can perform, especially since Adrienne dragged a load out of me before dinner. Certainly I can't be as good as you're used to, and honestly the whole break-up mood is a little weird."


Andie smirked as she gazed down at me, her old fun-loving passion and lust burning in her eyes. "You let me worry about the mood."





I could hear Andie's cunt squish as she took the first step down the stairs beside me. She heard it too, and for a moment our eyes met and we both smirked at the same time. I decided to commit to memory the feeling of my cock firing my load almost eight inches deep into her pussy while she writhed on top of me, her cute face contorted in ultimate ecstasy. And while I was lost in my ruminations she leaned over and pecked me.


Pecked my cheek, that is. We'd stepped outside of my bedroom, and by agreement we'd broken up. Even though I knew it was my own damn fault for not figuring out a way to love her back the way she deserved, I was still sad about it, and it showed on my face.


Andie recognized it and sadness came into her eyes as well. Reaching up to stroke my upper arm, she asked, "You gonna be okay?"


I suddenly stood up straight and shook my head. "Aren't -I- supposed to be asking YOU that question? You're always thinking of me first. Always. I don't deserve you. That's why this is for the best."


She sighed. "I know, I know."


Now it was my turn to be concerned. "So ARE you going to be okay? Finals are in two days and all, and I never meant to cause you this kind of turmoil right at a critical time."


"I'll be fine. If anything, this one last fuck gives me closure and resolution. Now I can focus on my studies without worrying about will you or won't you break up with me after graduation. It's done. It's over. I'm moving on."


I nodded. "I'm glad."


"You take care of yourself, Ben."


I reached out and hugged her one more time, saying, "I hope you find everything you've ever dreamed of, cutie."


She patted my back, released the hug, and smirked up at me. "Yeah, me too."





-- THURSDAY, MAY 11, 2006, FINALS BREAK --



When I opened my eyes, my vision was filled with light. The curtains were fully closed, but even still the sun had risen high enough to backlight every window with enough intensity to illuminate my entire bedroom and cast it in a dreamy soft glow.


I lay flat on my back, each arm wrapped around the slumbering body of a beautiful young woman. Adrienne's head was pillowed on my left shoulder just beyond my chin so that the merest tilt of my head allowed me to rub my cheek into her golden blonde hair. Sasha was a little lower down, her head atop my chest, rising and falling gently with my every breath. While Adrienne reclined alongside me, Sasha had an arm and leg draped over my body. Her right hand actually rested on Adrienne's hip, and her right leg was wrapped around mine.


This early, and with my brain still sluggishly stirring to life, I felt at peace for the first time since before the Cinco de Mayo party. My only thoughts were of these two great loves in my life, of the feel of their warm bodies surrounding mine, and of the intimacy we'd formed together as a trio.


We weren't a "triple", at least not officially. If you asked any one of us about the nature of our relationships with each other, we'd all reply the same: Sasha and I were boyfriend/girlfriend, and Adrienne was my adoptive sister. But mere titles failed to accurately describe what we meant to each other, and even though all three of us had our own individual bedrooms within this house, I couldn't imagine spending another night without both of them sleeping beside me.


Our collective relationship wasn't just about me and each girl, either. Sasha and Adrienne were forming a bond of their own, and while I wouldn't say that they "loved" each other in the romantic way Sasha and I loved each other, or even in the sibling way Adrienne and I loved each other, they were still becoming quite close. The first time they'd met had been in January, and the very next day they had very enthusiastic sex with each other on camera. The next time Adrienne visited, in February, Sasha had been strangely quiet and detached. Looking back, I wondered if Sasha felt threatened by Adrienne's closeness to me right when she and I were developing our own intimacy, and one might've thought that could lead to jealousy now that Adrienne had seemingly come back for good right when Sasha and I were now making our relationship official.


But Sasha continued to surprise me with her lack of envy. If anything, she'd embraced Adrienne's presence in our lives, and I'd come to realize the two of them had spent more time with each other than anyone else since Adrienne's return, me included. The night I'd spent with the Holland sisters, the two of them had been together, both talking and making love. They weren't girlfriends, and they weren't siblings, but they'd certainly become friends: special friends.


Both girls were gorgeous people, both inside and out. Both girls were craaaazy in the sack, with aggressive sex drives and an apparent need to get plowed on a regular basis. And they both loved me.


Damn I'm a lucky sonovabitch.


Speaking of getting plowed, I realized while stroking Sasha's back that she and I hadn't made love since before that fateful visit to Carter's. Big Ben had only been fully-functional since yesterday afternoon, but while I'd had sex twice they had been with Adrienne and Andie. According to Adrienne, she and Sasha had rock-paper-scissored for the right to come up and get my equipment operational, but while Sasha had won she'd deferred on Adrienne's behalf. Selflessness like that deserved a reward, and it wasn't egotistical of me to believe that she'd like no better reward than to finally feel Big Ben throbbing eight inches deep inside her body; it was the truth.


And thankfully, this morning Big Ben appeared up to the challenge.


There had been no sex last night. I was still in enough pain to not be getting my usual restful sleep, and it was late in the evening when I stood in the front doorway and tiredly waved goodbye to the last of my departing friends. Andie and I had returned downstairs to find a few more Tri-Delts in my living room than just Jamie and Kirstie. Though most of them had already come by to visit on Tuesday after I got home from the hospital, they were taking the time to see me again and I definitely appreciated it. There were the usual teasing comments about the noises Andie and I had made upstairs, especially since Jamie and Kirstie had told them Andie and I were supposed to be "breaking up". But thankfully the girls respected our wishes to let things go, and we chatted amiably until Jocelyn finally announced that they should all get out of my hair and let me rest.


Usually a shower would wake me up, but I was tired enough last night to take my various medications and pass out almost immediately after cleaning up. But after a better night's sleep than before, not to mention waking up with such fine specimens of femininity cuddled up against me, I felt much refreshed and very much in the mood for expressing the intimacy of my heart with these women I loved.


Trapped as I was beneath the girls, I wouldn't be able to move without disturbing their slumber. I pondered that little conundrum for a bit before considering the option of letting them sleep as long as they needed. But that consideration only lasted for about a minute as my bored brain and morning erection both decided they were too impatient for that.


Still, I did my best to slide Adrienne off my shoulder without waking her. I raised my left arm as high as I could before lifting it into the air and twisting my torso away from her. Her head fell a few inches down onto the pillow, and I held my breath to see if she'd wake, but after a couple of lip smacks and mumbles she snuggled her cheek into the fabric a few times before rolling over completely, turning her back to me and settling back down into her slumber.


With a smile, I turned my attention to Sasha. Twisting my torso had angled my chest so that her head had slid off it as well, although she more or less had rolled onto her back and remained unconscious. No doubt the girls had stayed up relatively late to chat before joining me in bed (or were engaging in other activities before bed), which might explain why they'd both slept in later than me. Again, I considered that I really should let them both sleep. But then again, the girls had certainly woken ME up in this fashion a number of times already, so I didn't feel TOO bad about sliding myself beneath the covers, crawling in between Sasha's spread legs, and inching myself into proper cunnilingus position.


The little minx wasn't wearing any panties beneath the baggy T-shirt she'd worn to bed. Quite often Sasha dressed in full pajamas when she slept, which included long pants. But I'd lucked out this morning, and when I swiped my tongue through her already moist labia, I got the distinct impression that my assumption of hers and Adrienne's late evening activities had been spot on.


Sasha had stirred when I swiped my tongue through her labia, but she woke up fully with a gasp when I stiffened my oral appendage and shoved it as deep as I could inside her. Her squeal of surprise and pleasure reminded me that I should do this more often, not only to her but also to any of my other bed partners. Certainly I deserved a little payback for all the times they'd woken me in such a manner.


Her thighs snapped shut around my ears like a Venus fly trap, and one hand slammed down on the top of my head to shove me even deeper into her crotch. Once she realized it was me, she threw her head back against the pillow, moaning, "Oh, Ben! Oh, eat me, boyfriend!" And I ceased to feel any guilt whatsoever for waking her up a little early.


Surprisingly, Adrienne remained asleep. Guess she and Sasha had really wiped each other out last night. But even after Sasha cried out in orgasm while I gnawed on her clit, shoved two fingers into her cunt, and even buzzed a finger over her anus, Adrienne slumbered on.


When she came down from that first peak, Sasha's fingers tightened against my scalp. If I'd had any hair left, I was sure she'd be tugging it out by the roots. Her other hand reached for my shoulders, similarly tugging upwards, and she moaned, "Get up here. Don't make me wait any longer to feel you inside me."


I grinned and was just about to do as she asked, but a moment later a flash of shooting pain shot through my skull and I cried out unexpectedly. Sasha's hand immediately jerked away from the piece of gauze taped over my stitches, and she sat up in horror as she realized what she'd accidentally done.


"Ohmigawd! I'm so sorry! I didn't mean to--"


"It's fine, it's fine," I reassured her despite grimacing from the aftershocks of sensation throbbing against the upper-right side of my head. "I'm alright. I'm alright."


"I completely forgot. I just felt bald head and had the sudden urge to rub it and-- MMph!"


I cut off any further protests by sealing my lips over hers. Sasha's eyes flew open, and at first she didn't kiss me back. But I settled my weight over her and tilted my head, putting more pressure and passion into our liplock until she finally relaxed and returned my kiss.


Wrapping her arms around my neck, Sasha hummed as she poured all her love for me into our embrace. My tongue parted her lips and she welcomed it inside. Moments later, my cockhead parted her other set of lips, and she welcomed THAT inside as well. And we both moaned at the sensations of my thick column of meat slowly filling her up.


At full depth, I broke for air, panting and grinning as I looked down at her.


She grinned right back at me, and giggled when I flexed my PC muscles to make my cock twitch inside her. And with fluttering eyelids, my gorgeous dark-haired beauty murmured softly, "I love you so much. Even after everything that's happened, all the drama and nervousness and anguish you've put me through to finally get to this point, especially in the last few days, I'm so happy to finally be with you. I wouldn't give it up for the world."


Tenderly, I pecked her on the nose and slowly rotated my hips counterclockwise, carving my shaft along the walls of her constricting tunnel to stretch her out a bit in preparation for our lovemaking. And with a warm smile I replied, "I love you, too."


Adrienne's head suddenly dropped onto the pillow right beside Sasha's, and she grinned over at both of us. "Me, too!"


Sasha giggled, turned her face, and kissed Adrienne full on the lips. Then she turned and kissed me on the lips, and then it was my turn to kiss Adrienne. And as I pulled my hips back and started pumping into her, Sasha reached out with one hand to caress Adrienne's face, looked up at me, and sighed dreamily, "Gawd I love my life."





Although present when Sasha and I were first getting started, Adrienne had left us alone to go make breakfast, commenting to Sasha, "I'd rock-paper-scissors you for it but I think it's a little late for that." When Sasha and I were finished, we headed downstairs to find Adrienne setting the table with one hand and fiddling with her phone with the other.


"Gotta work today?" I asked, gesturing at the phone.


Adrienne blinked at me and muttered, "What? Oh, no. I told you, I'd already warned them that this week wouldn't be good for me after my boyfriend got hospitalized on Saturday."


"'Boyfriend'?" I asked with raised eyebrows.


Adrienne blinked again and blushed with a smile. "Oh, well, hope you don't mind the title. Actually, hope YOU don't mind," she corrected while glancing at Sasha. "Easiest explanation instead of getting into the whole adoptive brother thing, which certainly isn't widely known, especially since I'm not actually legally adopted or anything like that. 'Boyfriend' makes for a better excuse than 'friend' to bail at the last minute on a modeling gig, and until I can find another closet gay guy to be my 'beard', you're it."


"I'm good with it," Sasha replied with a shrug.


"Okay, whatever," I shrugged as well while muttering, "One more thing coming true from my little coma dream."


Adrienne grinned. "That's actually why I thought of it. Made perfect sense."


"So who was on the phone?" I asked, gesturing at the phone as I sat down at a chair.


"Waitaminute, 'coma dream'?" Sasha asked at the same time, remaining standing.


"Uh, that was Brooke," Adrienne replied to me. "She just texted me to make sure everyone's okay and asked whether or not she should drop by. Didn't know if we had other plans."


"Tell her we're fine, but that she should stay with her friends," I said. "We're going out today."


Still standing, Sasha repeated questioningly, "'Coma dream'? That's the second time you guys mentioned it."


I turned to her, shrugging and saying, "It's a little complicated."


Adrienne snorted as she sat down as well. "No it's not. After Ben got shot, he went unconscious and dreamed up about four months of aftermath during which he lived his life and all sorts of things happened for all of us, but in the end he woke up on the floor of Carter's bedroom with Amber and me trying to save his life. None of it ever happened. Just a figment of his imagination."


I waggled my head and looked at Sasha. "Okay, more or less it isn't all that complicated."


Sasha raised her eyebrows and leaned over the back of a chair, both hands resting on the top of the backrest. "But you remember everything that happened in that dream?"


I nodded slowly, and Adrienne replied, "Pretty vividly, from what he described to me."


"And stuff from this dream is coming true?"


Adrienne and I exchanged a look, and with furrowed eyebrows and a frown I explained, "It's not like I could see the future or anything, and like she said, it was all a figment of my imagination. But in my dream, I imagined Adrienne making me her public boyfriend – not in practice, just for the media."


"I see..." Sasha mused with a furrowed brow as she stepped around and sat down in a chair beside me. "So what else did you dream about?"


Adrienne and I exchanged another look. Although I remembered pretty much everything, and I'd shared every detail with Adrienne, I wasn't so ready to reveal all of that to Sasha. But I couldn't clam up about it either, so after taking a deep breath, I explained carefully, "I dreamed about everything. There wasn't any one specific thing I focused on. I woke up from a medically-induced coma more than a week after getting shot, and I lived every minute of my life until the end of September. And then suddenly I woke up on the floor in Carter's bedroom and realized that none of it had been real."


"But you still remember."


I nodded slowly.


Sasha whistled. "Wow ... that's pretty amazing."


I nodded again.


"And stuff from your dream is coming true?" she repeated.


My hands immediately went up. "It's not like that. There's nothing mystical or magical, and I already said I couldn't see the future or anything. In fact, the vast majority of my dream has already proven to be NOT true."


"Like what?"


I sighed. "Well for starters, in my dream Cameron and Elyse both lived. Wish-fulfillment, huh?"


Sasha's face soured and she looked down at the table. But after taking a deep breath, she collected herself and looked over at me. "So what happened to everyone else in your dream?"


I chuckled and shook my head. "Uh, for the most part I'd rather not say. In hindsight, it was pretty much a bunch of too-good-to-be-true outcomes and male fantasy hooey. My professors just handed me my degree without me having to take any Finals. Adrienne bought us a house literally across the street so I could still be near to everyone. Kim resumed our old relationship and convinced her Dad to let her move in with me without me really having to do much. Pretty much the best possible outcomes for me in a lot of different ways."


"Your perfect Hollywood ending. Happily Ever After."


I smirked. "More or less."


Sasha arched an eyebrow. "So where was I in this wonderful tableau?"


Adrienne and I exchanged another look. "Uh ... well..." I began, not sure how much of it I wanted to tell.


"What, afraid I won't like the answer?"


I blinked, and with a wince I began, "Well, kinda. First, the whole thing was just a dream. None of it has any true bearing on the way I feel about you."


"Ben..." Adrienne warned, rolling her eyes. "Seriously, that was like the worst possible thing you could have said just there."


I blinked in surprise, and Sasha gave both of us an expectant look.


Adrienne smirked and explained, "You and him were still together, if that's what you're wondering about. Even in his dream, you were still together. That's the important thing."


"But that's not everything, is it?"


Adrienne sighed and looked back over at me, gesturing for me to go ahead and take over again.


I shrugged. "You and I didn't get married in two weeks and ride off into the sunset. Sorry if that bursts your bubble."


Sasha chuckled and shook her head. "Uh, no that's alright. We both have always said we were taking our time with this relationship."


"Are you sure you want me to into detail about this?"


"I'm curious. Like it or not, a 'perfect ending' fantasy dream DOES reflect on the way you feel about me. But I'll tell you right now that I'm not holding you to some kind of romantic 'for the rest of our lives' commitment in reality, let alone in a fantasy dream. Knowing the way you think, I'd figure your fantasy dream would conjure you trying to marry ALL of us."


Adrienne giggled, "You're not far off."


I sighed. "You really won't hold this against me?"


Sasha shrugged. "I can't make any promises. Everything you say to me for the rest of our lives will impact and color the way we feel about each other. But I genuinely don't think I'll hold a wish-fulfillment fantasy against you. I'll even tell you some of the dreams I've had about you that might not put our relationship in the best light, if it'll make you feel better."


"Hmm, interesting..." Adrienne mused aloud.


I sighed, "Well then, for starters, even though Adrienne was right about us being together, we weren't 'together-together'."


"Meaning?"


"Meaning romantically." I popped my eyebrows and shrugged apologetically. "Actually, you'd started dating Andie."


Sasha grinned in surprise. "Andie?"


"Yup. Part of my whole harem wish-fulfillment thing, actually. That house across the street Adrienne bought? It was the four of us living in it together."


"So what, you were with Adrienne? The whole 'public boyfriend' thing?"


I shook my head. "Uh, no. That was just for the media."


"But did you have another girlfriend?"


I shot a look at Adrienne, who shrugged back at me. "Uh, well..."


"What's wrong? Don't want to tell me you weren't dating me, but you were dating someone else?"


I sighed. "More that I'd rather not mention anyone else. I'll tell you what happened to you in my dream, but I don't think it's fair to discuss the fantasy fates of another girl, even if it's directly related to me. Remember, none of this was real anyway"


"It was Dawn, wasn't it?"


I shot another glance at Adrienne, and again she shrugged and gestured me on. "Well it's kinda--"


"Complicated," Sasha finished for me with a shrug. "Don't worry, I'm not upset. She's been a big part of your life for a long time, and this whole year it's been impossible not to notice how her absence has made an impact on you. I know the biggest reason why you've been so hesitant to start a relationship with me is because you're still suffering the aftereffects of that break-up. And it's not surprising that reconciling with her would be a big part of your subconscious psyche."


"It was, but no, I wasn't dating Dawn. And even if I was, the fantasy has no bearing on REALITY. None of it means I'm not serious about pursuing this new relationship with you."


"I know that. I'm just trying to tell you that I understand. Even now, I'll have a fleeting thought about Rod and his family accepting me for who I really am, but that doesn't mean I'm not committed to moving forward with you. And really, those fleeting thoughts are more because I miss his family, and I miss feeling like I'm a part of that family, than me missing Rod himself, unfortunately for him."


"But you could imagine some scenario where you and him would never have broken up, would have gotten married and had a family with the picket fence and all that?"


She shrugged. "I feel like my life would have certainly been less complicated that way, sure."


I sighed. "I was dating DJ, in my dream. Wishful thinking on top of regret. I didn't go back in time, but she offered to re-start the relationship we'd lost and have another baby with me. Now I don't want you to think if DJ came back and actually offered that I'd break up with you for her, because I wouldn't."


Sasha's eyebrows went up, her eyes twinkling as she asked, "You sure about that?"


"I've chosen to be with you, but even besides that, there's a lot of pain for me and DJ to overcome. The abortion and break-up left some pretty deep scars, and unless we find some way to get over those, I think that actually resuming our old relationship would be impossible whether I was with you or not."


"I suppose."


"It was just a fantasy, one of overcoming regrets and a child I lost to abortion. There was nothing NEW about my dream world, it was all about re-capturing the past. Here, in reality, I'm focused on the future. I meant what I said when I told you I was looking forward to discovering together the mysteries of what our relationship can become."


Sasha nodded. "I get it, I get it. Thank you for being so open with me. We're communicating with each other, right? But you don't have to worry about me overthinking your subconscious musings and holding you accountable for wishful thoughts. Everyone has them, and I choose to invest myself in your actions more than your dreams. If you say you're committed to me, I'll believe you."


"Thank you."


"Now as for me dating Andie in your dream, again I'm not gonna hold you accountable for that, but I still want you to explain that one."


I smirked. "Uh, not sure if I can explain any of it. Wish-fulfillment, right? Even though I was dating DJ, I wanted to keep you with me, and indeed you ended up living in my household. Even though you were dating Andie, I was still fucking both of you, and I didn't have to share either of you with any other guys."


"But you could have dreamed us both just being your girlfriends in addition to DJ. Instead, you envisioned us being with each other."


I shrugged. "You like girls. In fact, you like girls a lot, don't you?"


Sasha blushed. "Well ... yeah..."


"I'm not going to ask for an exact number, but after everything you've told me about hooking up with the various strippers at Nocturne, plus all the Tri-Delts ... well you've had sex with a lot more different girls than guys."


"So that makes me a lesbian?"


"Of course not, especially after what we just did a few minutes ago. But can you blame my subconscious for considering the possibility that you might end up dating another girl?"


She shrugged. "I suppose. But I still want to date YOU."


"I know, I know. Still, you've shown a remarkable lack of jealousy for the other women in my life. That night we went dancing, and Andie showed up, I honestly worried about how you might react and whether you'd want Andie to step back from us."


"Andie's my friend."


"MORE than just a friend. She's special to you, and you went out of your way to make her a part of our lives even though you could have kept me for yourself. I guess that said something to me, said something about how much you cared about her. And in my dream I guess I just carried that through into a romantic relationship. Like I said: figment of my imagination. I was dying, I was losing blood, and I was delirious. None of it has any bearing on reality."


Sasha slid her hand over to my leg, and she rubbed it firmly. "Well let me tell you something that DOES have a bearing on reality: As much as I love having sex with girls – and to be honest, the thought of trying a romantic relationship with one DOES actually hold some appeal – I'm in love with YOU. Being with you – being around you – has completely changed my life. I wouldn't be where I am, and I wouldn't be WHO I am today, if it wasn't for your influence. And I thank you so much for that."


She leaned over and kissed me, and I finally started to relax from the nervousness that had been buzzing around the back of my head ever since she'd started asking me to explain the details of my dream.


Eventually, we separated and turned to find Adrienne grinning at us proudly. But just as I was about to dig into the breakfast that was getting cold in front of me, Sasha spoke up once more.


"Hey Ben? Just one thing."


"What's that?" I asked as I turned and looked over at her.


Eyes on her plate, Sasha took a deep breath and stated quietly, "If Dawn – or DJ – ever come back to you, just ... don't hide them from me, okay? I'm not asking you to promise you'd pick me over either of them or anything like that. Just be honest with me."


"Sasha..." I sighed, reaching over and rubbing her leg the way she'd done to me. "Dawn, DJ, and I are just friends now. Yes, they'll both always be important parts of my life, but--"


"Stop," she cut me off. "It's okay, you don't have to explain. I promised I wouldn't hold them against you, and I won't. But I've never lied to you, and I don't want to start now. Like I said: IF one of them ever comes back ... not as a friend, but as something more ... just ... be honest. We'll go from there. That's all I ask."


I took a deep breath, thought about it, and realized there wasn't much else I could say. So I took her hand, squeezed it reassuringly, and replied, "Fair enough."





The three of us managed to finish breakfast, and Adrienne remembered that she hadn't texted Brooke back yet. While she finally did so, I told Sasha and Adrienne that I had to go make a phone call. I was only too aware that I hadn't seen or heard from Amber yet, and I wanted to find out why.


For some reason, I didn't think she'd answer her phone. After all, if she had the time to answer my call, surely she would have used that time to call ME first, right? I was the one hospitalized and bed-ridden. Doesn't that put the onus on the "friend" to initiate contact and ask how I was doing? Since she hadn't, I could only imagine that she was either too busy with something to make that phone call, let alone visit in person, or she was completely incapacitated in a way that made me worry I should ask Kady to go next door and make sure her neighbor's body wasn't slowly decaying inside the next apartment.


But Amber picked up on the second ring, saying immediately, "Hey, now's not really a good time. I'm on my way into class."


"Um, 'hello' to you, too," I muttered in surprise. "Should I call back when it's more convenient and you can find a little time to fit an old friend who was recently released from the hospital into your terribly busy schedule?"


"Ben, stop whining. It's not becoming." I could hear her condescending facial expression through the phone.


"Fine," I whined petulantly.


"I'll be free at noon. Well, sorta. I promised Lynne I'd have lunch with her and the girls. Actually, maybe that's not such a good idea. There are things we have to talk about, and it's better they're done in person." She sighed wearily. "I just don't think I'll be able to get out to Berkeley today. I've got a jam-packed schedule this afternoon, and I've got to pull an all-night shift at the hospital tonight. And--"


"Hey, what if I come join you guys for lunch?" I interrupted. "Or even this afternoon? It sounds like you wouldn't have time to make a trip here and back with your schedule, but maybe if you've got thirty minutes in the middle somewhere, you can squeeze me in? Like you said, there're things we need to talk about."


"Um, yeah. That sounds great. Lunch would be good. I'm sure the girls would love to see you after everything that's happened; Lynne says only she and Paige made it out to your house. And after lunch we'll have a little time to chat before I have to get back on-campus."


"Okay then. Noon, right?"


"Right." Amber sighed again, but this time there was a note of relief in her voice. "You really called at the perfect time, you know that? Any earlier and I wouldn't have been able to deal with you. Must've been Destiny telling you to hold off on calling me until right this very second."


"Um, okay..."


"I'll explain when I see you. Gotta go!"


I started to say "bye", but the triple-tone told me she'd already hung up.


Adrienne arched an eyebrow. "Sounds like we're having lunch at Stanford?"


I blinked and shrugged. "Yeah, sounds like. But we gotta make one stop first. And then I've got to make a call."





"Hey there, stranger!" Lynne exclaimed in surprise as she hopped out from the doorway and gave me a firm hug. "What the hell are YOU doing here?"


"Amber didn't tell you? She told us to meet her here for lunch."


Lynne pulled back but kept her arms around me and shook her head as she looked up at me. "She's not here yet, and she didn't mention a thing. You know YOU could have called or texted or something."


I blushed and stammered an embarrassed, "Oops."


"Still, it's great to see you upright and ambulatory."


"Feels good to be upright and ambulatory," I replied while releasing her. "Not a hundred percent yet, but I'm getting there."


"That's great." Lynne smiled and turned her attention to my companion. "Good to see you again so soon, A.D. I was starting to get used to going ... well, years ... between sightings. You're almost as elusive as the Loch Ness monster."


"Loch Ness monster?" Adrienne laughed, mixed perplexion and amusement on her face.


"Well, you're certainly as infamous, at least with this crowd," Lynne commented while jerking a thumb back inside. "Some lesbians can be real model-haters, but with you being an out of the closet bisexual, plus having gone to high school with me and Kady, you're like--"


"Ohmigawd! It's Adrienne!" Butch Ricki Carlisle popped through the doorway with her hands on her cheeks and a gaping expression of disbelief on her face. "I'm like your biggest fan!"


"Oh, wow. It's really her!" Ricki's girlfriend Emily Walsh drawled in amazement right behind Ricki.


"Holy cow! It's Adrienne!" Noelle Ronet enthused from behind them.


"Really? You too?" Noelle's girlfriend Kady Jacobsen groaned derisively from behind Noelle.


Bert Kim popped his head around the doorway. "Best you two get inside before they cause a scene."


I popped my eyebrows to see my best buddy here, but then I shouldn't have been surprised. It was a day off from school after all, and if he wasn't in Berkeley with me, where else would he be?


Ricki, Emily, and Noelle rushed out and more or less dragged Adrienne inside the apartment in their enthusiasm. Lynne and Kady rolled their eyes at me and followed. And that left just me and Bert on the front stoop.


"So where's Sasha?" Bert asked with a shrug.


"Stayed in the house," I replied. "Invited the Tri-Delts to come study with her. Made sure I knew she was inviting her 'girlfriend', too."


"Girlfriend?" Bert asked me in confusion.


I chuckled and shook my head. "Inside joke. Nevermind."


"Uh, sure." He turned and looked inside the apartment to where the girls had surrounded Adrienne, peppering her with questions and basically going all fangirl on her. "Not quite the welcome you might have expected, having survived death and all."


I waved him off. "Better this way. I'd like nothing better than to forget it ever happened and just move on."


"I couldn't agree more," Amber suddenly said from behind me.


Bert and I turned to find the gorgeous blonde slightly out of breath, dressed in stylish but comfortable clothes suitable for a college classroom and wearing a single-strap side bag that apparently contained her books. "Hey, long time no see..." I drawled.


Amber rolled her eyes and gave me that condescending glare she'd perfected. "Don't whine. I'm here. And there's a lot we've got to talk about."





The plan had been to chat after lunch, but things didn't really work out that way. After Amber said that we had a lot to talk about, Bert excused himself, and my first thought was to gesture toward the stairs that led up to Amber's apartment. She nodded and led the way, and moments later we were in her living room with the door shut for privacy.


I glanced around the room. There was quite a bit of mail stacked up on the counter, and Amber's textbooks and papers on the dining table looked a little more disorganized than usual, but nothing had really changed since the last time I'd been here, as far as I could tell.


Turning around, I was surprised to find that Amber hadn't taken more than two steps in from the door. She just stood there, kind of staring at me oddly, with her right hand clutching the front of her shoulder strap as if she'd paused just before taking off the side bag.


After a moment, I realized that she wore the same strangely-intense expression she'd had just before launching herself at me after my break-up with DJ. And with that realization, I raised my hands defensively and said apologetically, "Um, no jumping me. I'm in a really good place with my new girlfriend and Adrienne, so you really don't have any chance of getting me to backslide into our old relationship right now."


My words seemed to break the spell, and Amber snapped out of her momentary trance. "What? No, no. I mean ... Okay I thought about it just now. I mean... (sigh) ... the way things have gone, I guess it would have been really nice to think you and me could ... But it's better that you're happy and in a good place. Less tempting. Yes, better. I can't give up now, and even though things haven't turned out the way I expected, I ... I ... I'm not making a whole lot of sense right now, am I?"


Bemused, I chuckled mirthfully and shook my head. "No, not really."


Clapping both hands onto her face, Amber rubbed her eyes and finally walked into her own living room. She removed her side bag and set it down next to the dining table stacked up with her papers. And with a sigh she turned around and gestured for me to sit down on the couch. She herself remained standing.


"I want to apologize for not visiting you in the hospital. I was there at first, that Sunday when you were admitted. But they wouldn't let anybody but your parents see you in a restricted unit and after a while, I realized I couldn't just wait around for whenever they moved you to a regular room that accepted visitors. I had to go."


I raised my eyebrows. "Go where?"


Amber took a deep breath, canted her head to the side, and replied, "Home."


I blinked in surprise as the full weight of what she'd said hit me. "You went home already? You went to see David?"


Giving me a rather sickly look, Amber grimaced and nodded. "Caught the last flight out on Sunday night. Got there really late and stayed awake all night until a semi-reasonable morning hour to show up on his front doorstep. E-Beth gave me the address to the apartment he's sharing with his older sister."


"Um, did it not go very well?" I asked with a wince of my own.


Amber sighed, turning to look away from me for a moment before coming around and flopping onto the couch by my side.


"I'm not really sure how to describe it. He didn't leap out and hug me and tell me he wanted to marry me on the spot. But neither did he slam the door in my face and tell me he never wanted to see me again."


"What DID he do?"


Amber sighed, pursed her lips, and stared at the far wall while her eyes focused back in time and back to her hometown. Almost dreamily she mumbled, "He kissed me..."


I blinked a couple of times and then arched an eyebrow. "Um, that's a good thing, isn't it?"


Amber's eyes fluttered a few times before she managed to bring her focus back to the present and on me. With another grimace, she explained, "He kinda went into shock, actually. Screamed like his brain was on fire and promptly went catatonic."


I smirked and drawled, "I understand kissing you can have that effect on people."


Amber smacked me in the chest. "I'm serious. Three years out of contact and he had no clue how to handle my return. Absolutely froze."


"But he woke up, right? I mean, you didn't fly back here and leave the poor guy in a coma back home, did you?"


"Of course not. But at the same time ... He's not ready for me yet."


"Yet?"


"There are ... complications."


"What, did he get married to someone else?"


"What? No."


"Dating somebody?"


Amber hesitated for a moment before stating slowly, "Uhh ... no..."


"You don't seem so definite on that point."


"It's complicated."


I snorted and shook my head. "It always is."


"I told you David's older sister is a lesbian, right?"


"Right."


"Her girlfriend is pregnant. He's the father."


I frowned and arched an eyebrow. "In Vitro?"


Amber shook her head. "Old-fashioned way."


My eyebrows popped. "Uh, okay. So I guess the girlfriend's not 100% lesbian. So are they in a weird three-way relationship now? He's sorta with the girlfriend, and that's why he can't be with you?"


"No, not ... well, actually, not anymore." Amber shrugged. "They kinda just broke up right before I got there. Like... minutes before I got there."


I gave her a surprised look. "You mean Destiny kept you away until the exact moment David became available again?"


Amber blinked at me rapidly before musing on that. "Huh..."


I smiled and shook my head ruefully.


Amber nodded, took a deep breath, and added, "But they're still very close, and their relationship definitely complicates things. He's very attached to them, and of course he has every intention of being his baby's father."


I blushed and reached over to pat Amber's leg. "I suppose now would be the opportune time to tell you that I'm expecting a baby boy in October. Well, I'm not carrying it, but--"


"Wait, WHAT?" Amber's head jerked back. "With who? Don't tell me Adrienne's pregnant. Sasha?"


I shook my head. "Kim. My ex-girlfriend, Kim. Do you remember her?"


Amber frowned, scanning her memory. "Uh ... Japanese girl, right? The submissive? She wanted to meet with you for coffee one day while you and I were still going out, and she asked you to resume being her 'Master'."


I nodded. "Same Kim."


"How did you... ? Well I know the HOW, but when?"


"C'mon, you're a doctor. I said she's due in October. Surely you can do the math."


Amber gave me that condescending glare again and frowned.


I held my hands up and shook my head. "Nevermind. We're getting off topic. It's complicated anyway."


"It always is," she mused with a sigh before giving me an odd look. "Seriously, how is it that everything you do keeps reminding me of David?"


I shrugged. "Not like I'm doing it intentionally."


Amber suddenly smacked me in the chest. "Ohmigawd! You're going to be a father! And you let me send you into Carter's house and nearly get your fucking head blown off? You shoulda told me!"


"Would you not have asked for my help if you'd known?"


"Yes!"


I gave her a skeptical look.


"Okay well ... maybe ... I don't know. I had no one else to turn to. But still..." Amber sighed, closing her eyes and bowing her head.


She suddenly seemed very frail, despite being a 5'10" bombshell normally looking so strong and confident. Amber's shoulders sagged, and as the first tears began leaking down her cheeks, I reached out and quickly wrapped her up in a hug.


"I'm sorry," Amber mumbled into my chest while I squeezed her tight. "I'm so sorry I put you through this. It's all my fault."


"No it's not."


"Like hell it isn't." She sniffled and sat up straight, causing me to release my grip. Wiping her cheek, she glared at me and added, "There is no way you are walking into that house unless I send you. Lynne certainly gave me a hard time about that when she found out. She was all, 'Of course he wouldn't say no to you!', and she's right. I nearly signed your death warrant. If not for what -I- did, you don't get shot. Cameron doesn't get shot. It's all MY fault."


"Get in line," I replied brusquely. "Did you escalate the situation by picking a fistfight with Carter and his goons? I don't think so; that was me. If I'd just left things well enough alone and walked away when I had a chance, I wouldn't have gotten shot and maybe Carter wouldn't have had any reason to pull a gun out of his safe. If I hadn't been so stupid as to rush into a bedroom after I'd been explicitly told to go away, none of this would have happened. If you're looking for somewhere to point the blame, point it at me. Yes, you sent me into that house, but the actions that led things to shaking out the way they did were mine."


"Actions you wouldn't have taken had you not been worried about Cameron in the first place!" Amber shot back. "If I hadn't told you she was in danger. If I'd just said I hadn't heard from her and if you could maybe swing by and see how she was doing for me and if you didn't see her, then no biggie, you wouldn't have pushed the situation."


"So what, you would have lied to me? I don't think so. She WAS in danger, and there's no way you'd have held that back."


"But if I had--"


"But there wouldn't have been any reason to," I cut her off.


Amber shook her head. "It doesn't matter. Nothing you say is going to make me feel like this whole thing isn't my fault. You could have walked in there and pulled the trigger yourself to shoot Cameron and I'd still blame myself for putting you at that house in the first place."


"And you can claim all the responsibility for my actions and their consequences that you want, but I'll still blame myself for the way things turned out."


Amber glared at me, looking like she was ready to fire back with something, but after a moment she folded her arms across her chest and turned her face away.


I sighed. "We both have guilt. We both have regrets. They've been eating at us from the inside for the past five days, and the fact is: we probably can't talk each other out of feeling that way. I'm not going to convince you not to think about what you could have done differently, to not feel remorse for lost opportunities and guilt for the mistakes you made. And you're not going to convince me."


"So why are we trying?"


I shrugged. "Trying to be good friends to each other. Make the other one feel better."


"If that's the case, we suck at it. I feel guilty. You feel guilty. And I guess that's that."


"I guess so. All we can really do is recognize that we'll both carry that guilt, and try to move on with our lives. We'll never forget what happened, but at least we'll BOTH remember." I took a deep breath and reached out to rub Amber's shoulder, causing her to look back at me. "And hey, they say misery loves company. To be honest, I'm kinda glad I don't have to go through this alone."


"Me, too." Amber sighed. "I haven't had anyone to talk about this with. I mean, I still talk to E-Beth every day. But she wasn't there. She can't really understand what I went through."


"I've talked to Adrienne. At least she was there in the house with me, but while she feels her own guilt for going upstairs and letting me run down to Carter's room by myself, it's not quite the same. She feels more guilt for letting me get shot when her pointy heels might've made the difference between getting my ass kicked and doing the ass-kicking. But the deaths hanging over my head? She doesn't really feel that, at least not in the same way. And she can't really understand how much it hurts inside."


"I know."


"You're not alone. You can always talk to me. I'm afraid that this sort of thing is going to be something we share and think about for a long, long time. But at least you can share it with me.


Amber turned and hugged me. "Thank you. Thank you for making me feel less alone."


"Thank you, too."


"Still ... I am sorry," she finally said as she backed off from the hug. "I still wish I hadn't sent you in there."


"And I still wish I'd done things differently, and then Cameron ... and Elyse ... might both still be alive."


"Elyse? Elyse is dead?!? Wait, what happened? When I left she was at the hospital, but she wasn't in critical condition or anything!"


"You didn't hear?"


"Haven't heard anything. I only flew back last night and I spent all morning trying to catch up on classes and work. It's why I have to pull an all-night shift, to make up for my absence."


I sighed. "Elyse went over to Jasper's. Whole house blew up. Everybody's dead, including him."


Amber's eyebrows rose. "She killed him?"


I shrugged. "Nobody knows for sure. Personally, I'd like to believe she got her revenge rather than think it was some sort of accident."


"Wow..."


I sighed. "Either way, Elyse walked out of that hospital and made her own decisions. I can think about all the 'what ifs' of what I might have done differently so that she wouldn't have chosen a path that ended in her death, but Cameron ... that one's on me. I was in the room. I was supposed to save her. Instead I didn't do anything but watch as she put a bullet in her heart."


Amber shook her head. "Cameron took her own life. The evidence is all there. You killed Carter. You saved Cameron. But perhaps because she couldn't deal with everything that had happened, deal with the fact that SHE'D shot the man she loved as a little brother, she killed herself. Not you."


"And not YOU, either," I added. "YOU didn't decide to take away Cameron's phone and put her on lockdown. Carter did that."


"And YOU didn't pull a gun out of a safe and escalate the whole situation. Carter did that." Amber sighed and shook her head. "And you certainly had no control over whatever Elyse decided to do after she walked out of that hospital. It's not your fault."


"And it's not your fault, either."


Amber pursed her lips and looked away. I knew she heard my words, but I already knew she'd carry the guilt anyway.


Just like me.


Taking a deep breath, I rubbed her leg again and said, "In the end, though, you DID save me. By all accounts, I'd have bled to death right there on Carter's bedroom floor if not for you."


"But you wouldn't have even NEEDED saving if I hadn't put you in that spot in the first place."


"We're not getting back into that again."


"Fine, but the fact still remains that those deaths are on my conscience, both of our consciences; we've already agreed to that. Cameron ... Carter ... even Elyse. Now I don't claim to know how things would have turned out for her if you and I hadn't done what we did, but I feel at least partially responsible for her fate as well."


I nodded. "Me, too."


"It all has to mean something," Amber sighed, staring off into the distance again.


I snorted. "Does it?"


"Of course!"


"People died. Shit happened. Why does everything have to have meaning?"


"Because their deaths are going to change the way we live our lives, for better or for worse. Wouldn't you rather be able to look back on a tragedy like that and say, 'I became a better person because of it'?"


"Um, I guess."


"I'm not going to cry over Carter. The guy was messed up and I'm happy he's no longer walking the face of this planet. But Cameron was my friend. She was pretty messed up too, and I'm not going to say she was this angel who never did anything wrong. But she's gone now and she's never going to have the chance to make amends for her mistakes, and I'm going to miss her company. I want her death to mean something, even if it just means a positive change in my own life."


"You sound like you already have something in mind."


Amber gave me a pained look. "I have to go home and get my David back. Cameron dying has made everything so much more urgent and important in my mind. It's terribly cliché, but it reminds me that life is precious, that every breath I take could be my last. It's why I had to fly back home immediately. It would have KILLED me if things happened like they do in the movies, where I showed up only to find I'd arrived like thirty seconds after he proposed to someone else. I know that's crazy, of course. That sort of thing never happens in real life."


I coughed suddenly, turning and blushing. "Uh ... yeah ... of course..."


"Anyway," Amber continued. "I had to try. I've got too many regrets from this whole tragedy already to add one more about waiting too long to go home. And even though he isn't ready for me just yet, I know what I'm going to do."


"What's that?"


"Same plan I had before: Finish my academic year, but once classes are done go back home in June and do my best to win him back. Oh, I'll go back and forth every now and again to figure out the details: get an apartment, start moving some of my stuff, figure out a car. But my path is set now. No hesitation, no second-guesses. I have to get him back."


"But you can't hinge the meaning of Cameron's death on whether or not you get David back."


"Of course not. The two of them don't have anything to do with each other. But I can still say that losing her is motivation for me to do everything else I do in my life from here on out, for a little while at least. I've decided what I want, and I'm not going to be hamstrung by indecision or worries about what might NOT work out. I'm going to live my life to the fullest. I'm going to make each moment count. 'Today is where my book begins, the rest is still unwritten', right?"


I smirked. Her words were a little cloyingly sentimental, but in the moment they sounded pretty inspiring, and I began to muse on my own situation and the challenges I would be facing very soon.


"It's the same with Elyse," Amber added. "I can't claim to have known her well, and unfortunately what happened to her doesn't really hit me as hard as Cameron's suicide. But from what you said about taking Jasper with her, it seems like her death has already had significant meaning."


"I guess." I shrugged, not looking convinced.


"C'mon. Few people who knew her would say Elyse was a 'good person'. But in the end, she redeemed herself, didn't she? She defended Cameron. She defended you. And she nearly got herself killed for it. That's selfless, isn't it? And what happened with Jasper was the ultimate sacrifice. We'll never know exactly what happened, but we can believe she gave up her own life to make sure he could never hurt anybody ever again."


I blinked a few times and bowed my head. The same thought had run through my head over and over and over again ever since Lexi first told me. I'd never know for sure, but I did want to believe.


"Do you know what they're doing with Elyse's body?" Amber asked quietly.


I looked up at her and felt moisture on my cheek, belatedly realizing I was crying again. I'd been doing a lot of that lately. Taking a deep breath, I sighed and shook my head. "No. Sasha and Adrienne put in a request to take care of it. If her stepmother doesn't claim the body within like 48 hours or something, she's all theirs. What about Cameron?"


"I put in the request Sunday. While Carter's body was claimed by his father, he declined to take Cameron, too. The authorities tried to track down some distant cousin or something, but yesterday they let me claim her. I've had her moved to a private mortuary already."


"Ah."


"We could bury them together," Amber said quietly. "Given the way things ended, it might only be fitting."


I shook my head. "Sasha said that Elyse told her she was terrified of being nailed into a coffin. It's kind of a moot point, actually, since the morgue said her body was pretty messed up in the explosion. Sasha wants her cremated and to spread her ashes at sea, and Adrienne agreed, presuming they get the right to do so."


"That sounds nice, too." Amber was crying as well, and then she was tucked underneath my arm with her head on my shoulder. "I could go with that."


The tears started to flow a little more, and instead of fighting them, I simply let them go. I wasn't a religious person, but I closed my eyes, bowed my head, and asked both girls for forgiveness.


Amber and I cried in silence for a while, but eventually she picked her head up and wiped her face with both hands. Taking a deep breath, she looked over at me and sighed. "Maybe Saturday, huh? Put them both to rest, and let us all move on with our lives.


I nodded. "If we can."





With a weary groan, I slumped into the passenger seat of the Mustang, closed my eyes, and let my head loll backwards. The door was still open and my right leg was still on the pavement, and I had no intention of moving either of them for a little while.


Thankfully, Adrienne was patient. She got in on the driver's side, closed her door, and glanced over at me. "Tired?"


I lifted one sleepy eyelid and gave her a baleful glare. "You think?"


After our talk about guilt and cremations, Amber and I had returned to Lynne's apartment to get some food and socialize. With their immediate fawning over Adrienne out of the way, the girls took the time to express their well-wishes for me to get better and their thanks that I hadn't been hurt TOO badly. My hair had started to grow back into a very fine layer of fuzz by now, and everyone wanted to rub my head. And of course they all had a ton of questions.


Paige was also there, having made prior arrangements to come study with Bert without knowing that I was coming over. Lynne in particular was in a somber mood, since Adrienne had told her about Elyse, but she had to leave for class without really getting a chance to talk to me about it. Other girls came and went as well, and I found myself needing to repeat a lot of what I'd already explained when Saffron, Ivonne, and Marcy arrived.


Thankfully, while they asked a lot of questions nobody pressed me for anything really heavy, and socializing with the girls really helped take my mind off things. But I was still low on energy and after a while, it had been clear that I was wearing down and Adrienne had announced that we should get going.


"Maybe we should go home," she suggested, now that we were in the car. "Get you in bed, and I mean 'bed' as in sleeping. You've needed a nap every day so far, and it's getting late in the afternoon now."


Blinking both eyes open, I took a deep breath and I shook my head. "Can't. You know I can't."


"Sure you can. You've put her off this long already. One more day isn't gonna make a huge difference. If she's under house-arrest you know she'll still be there whenever you arrive. You've just been through an emotional wringer talking to Amber about everything. You need a break."


"I always need a break. Always something else comes up. Every time I've worked up the gumption to go see her, something else got in the way. Maybe it's Destiny. Maybe I wasn't meant to talk to her yet. Maybe there's some greater plan. Or maybe some higher being just really likes jerking me around."


"Jerking you around or not, that higher being has to like you a little bit. You can't say you've lived a bad life, and more to the point, you ARE still alive despite everything that's happened."


"Right, right." I took a deep breath. "Of course, maybe there's no higher being. Maybe it's just coincidence. I'm not going to claim I know which is right, or if there even IS a right. What I do know is that I can't sit on my ass and wait for Destiny to come to me. I had a dream about how my life might have gone for the next four months, and it was great. It wasn't perfect, maybe, but it was still a little too good to be true."


"Well, except for me being gone all the time."


"Yes, that part definitely sucked." I sighed. "Other than that, though, we both know I would have liked it if my life had really turned out that way, or at least in some way similar. But it isn't happening that way. People have died. Relationships haven't magically mended themselves. Happily Ever After isn't going to come to me on its own. I have to step up and MAKE things happen for myself."


"Like going to her now instead of putting her off another day."


I nodded. "Amber was right. It's a total cliché, but life is precious. Every breath I take could be my last. So I'm not waiting any longer. I'm not going to let myself be stopped by indecision or worries about 'What if'. So I'm deciding what I want, and what I want is to be with her, and to be with my son. Not because I'm 'supposed to', but because I want to."


Adrienne nodded and gave me a smile.


"So no more waiting," I stated firmly. "No more putting things off another day. Sure, she won't give birth for another few months. Sure, she's perfectly healthy and protected and fine. But I think it's long past time that I stopped allowing myself to get sidetracked. So what if things come up? So what if other problems arise? She deserves to be a priority, and I've neglected her for way too long as it is."


"You're still going to go through with your plan?"


I nodded. "Damn straight."


"You're sure this is what you want to do?"


I blinked a few times, smiled over at Adrienne, and asked, "Have you ever regretted it yourself?"


Giving me a wan smile back, Adrienne shook her head and replied, "Not even for a second."


"Then let's roll."





A stray beam of sunlight woke me, and for a second I panicked that in direct contrast to my wishes, Adrienne had brought me home to Berkeley and put me to bed. But as I jerked upright and twisted my head left and right to scan my surroundings, I realized that I was still in the Mustang and that Adrienne had parked the car beneath a shady tree in a familiar suburban housing area.


"You okay?" she asked from the driver's side, her eyebrows raised in concern. Adrienne's seatbelt was unbuckled and she held her Blackberry in hand.


I blinked a few times to clear the cobwebs and sagged against the backrest. When I did so, I found that the sinking sun was reflected off the side-view mirror right into my face, which was what had woken me. Sitting up straighter so that the blinding reflection hit lower on my body, I sighed and muttered, "What time is it?"


"About 5," Adrienne replied, pulling out a Ziploc baggie with prescription bottles inside. "Speaking of which, you're due for your next round of meds."


I groaned and took the bag. "You let me sleep almost two hours?"


"You needed it, especially after the day you've already had so far."


I sighed and busied myself with opening the prescription bottles and retrieving my water bottle as well. We'd left Lynne's apartment after 3pm, which was later than I'd originally anticipated, but I still figured I would have plenty of time to talk to Kim before her dad came home.


But maybe not anymore. On the one hand, it really shouldn't matter; the decision I'd come to would have to get run by Mr. Fukuzaki anyways. On the other hand, it sure would be easier for me to say what I had to say WITHOUT the intimidating older man staring me down.


After downing my pills, I gasped and let the back of my skull plop against the headrest. Taking deep breaths, I gathered strength and told my body to fully wake up. And turning to Adrienne, I nodded and said, "Let's go."


Pursing her lips, Adrienne looked like she wanted to say something. But instead she merely fastened her seatbelt, turned the ignition, and pulled us out away from the curb.


Within minutes we made a right turn into the driveway of a very familiar house. After turning off the ignition, Adrienne glanced over at me and asked, "Do you want me to stay in the car?"


I shook my head. "No, there's no reason to hide anything that'll be said."


"But this is between you and Kim."


"She'll still speak freely in front of you, as will I. It's fine." I popped open the passenger door and stood up gingerly, my limbs feeling a little weak at first from not being moved for a while.


There was no immediate response when I rang the doorbell. Adrienne and I waited in silence until it became awkward, and I pushed the doorbell again. When another thirty seconds or so passed, Adrienne looked over at me and suggested, "Maybe she's not home?" But just then, we heard the click of a lock being turned and she added, " ... or maybe she is."


I smiled and looked forward. Moments later, Kim opened the door wearing an apron and a blue bandanna holding her hair back. Her bare right hand covered her mouth as it gaped wide open, but even the gape of her mouth paled in comparison to how big her eyes were as she gawked at us.


"Hi, Kim," I greeted with as strong a smile as I could manage.


Perhaps I should have braced myself, having all the foresight of the way she'd reacted the first time I'd dropped by her house unannounced, not to mention the way she'd done the same in my own coma dream. Just like then, Kim rushed forward and kissed me HARD.


Though weak, my legs only buckled beneath me for a moment before I stood up straight and kept myself upright as Kim wrapped her arms around my neck and sealed her lips over mine. I went ahead and let myself flow back into that kiss, feeding off her passionate energy and using it to fuel my confidence that this would be only the first kiss of many, many more to come.


In the end, we both left each other breathless. We separated far enough to look into each other's eyes, a hopeful smile on Kim's face as she gazed up at me. I stared right back at her, a little twinkle in my eye. She recognized it, her expression changed to one of curiosity, and I think for the first time in a long time she wasn't quite sure what I'd do next.


"Before we sit down and talk about this, you are going to explain something to me," I began, my command tone brooking no argument. "Tell me about your mother's pregnancy when she carried you, and about how she died."


Kim visibly blanched, and she swallowed hard. But as she released her grip on my arms, I held her tight, stared her in the eyes, and gave her a look that demanded answers NOW.


Sighing, Kim glanced at Adrienne for just a moment before returning her gaze to me as she explained, "I was my mother's fourth pregnancy, and at first everything was normal. There had been no complications in carrying or delivering my three older brothers, and my family lived a very active life. My mother continued working. They went on family vacations. My brothers were very involved in sports. One day, my mother took John to his soccer game; my father stayed home with Mike and Nick. A stray ball hit my mother. Nothing serious; she wasn't even knocked down. But that night she complained of stomach pains, pains which stayed with her through the rest of her pregnancy. Her doctors couldn't make sense of them. The pains were inconsistent, and every check told my parents that both mother and child were perfectly healthy."


Kim's voice trailed off, and the light in her eyes had faded while she stared at the middle of my chest. I tightened my grip on her, surrounding her with strength and warmth, and she turned her cheek into my embrace.


"The doctors never gave my father a certain cause of death," Kim continued in a quiet voice. "All I know is that only moments after I was born, my mother's heart stopped. They tried to do everything they could to revive her, but she was gone."


Adrienne had sat down on the armrest of the nearest couch, one hand covering her mouth and the other wrapped around her stomach.


"My father had no answers, no reasons. He blamed the soccer ball and wanted to sue the boy who had kicked it. He pulled John from his soccer team and pushed Mike and Nick into basketball instead. He didn't let ME play any organized sports ... ever, really. I only played at home with my brothers. He has always been very protective of me, and paranoid that any harm should ever come to me. It has always been this way."


I nodded my understanding, reached down to cup Kim's cheeks in both of my hands, and tilted her face up to look into mine. With the final part of the puzzle in my head now in place, I didn't speak. Instead, I willed with my eyes for Kim to understand that I'd finally figured out what she needed me to be for her:


NOT her Master. At least, not in the conventional sense.


Oh, I'd realized soon after waking up for real that my coma dream fantasy of Kim turning out to NOT be a submissive at all was really nothing more than wishful thinking. That sort of outcome would have been so much easier for me to deal with. If the stereotypically reserved, subservient Japanese geisha was nothing more than a façade – if she was really a fully-capable young woman just manipulating me into assuming a role for her when she could realistically take care of herself – then I would be completely off the hook. In my coma dream, all I had to be was 'me', without really changing anything about the way I lived my life or taking any steps toward improvement.


In my dream, I didn't have to do a damn thing. Kim had done all the work of convincing her father to let her back into my life, and the whole solution had dropped into my lap along with a neat and tidy bow. She'd stay at home until the baby was born. I got to play harem stud with DJ, Adrienne, Sasha, Andie, Brooke, and even Dawn. And in the end Kim would arrive with a beautiful bundle of joy all baked and delivered without me having to lift a finger.


Nice.


But I knew that reality wouldn't quite be so easy, starting with Kim.


I'd come to several realizations that Cinco de Mayo night in Peyton's bedroom: That Kim was a smart girl. That she knew I wasn't the "Master"-type. That she loved me for "me", in addition to believing in the man I could become. And ultimately, I'd realized exactly WHY Kim had let me walk blind into her father's house to announce her pregnancy:


Because she expected me to fail.


When I stopped to think about it, Kim was probably the smartest person I knew – always observing, always thinking, always calculating. Kim knew her father. Kim also knew me. She knew how he'd react to the news of her pregnancy: with paranoia. She knew he wouldn't let her leave the house without protection, let alone stay at a school fifty miles from home where he couldn't keep an eye on her. She knew he wouldn't let her go within a hundred yards of a soccer ball or any other flying objects that might hit her and cause stomach pains in the middle of the night. And she certainly knew he wouldn't entrust her safety to a guy that didn't even love her back.


Whether I'd marry her or not was irrelevant. If I HAD been her fiancé, he might have surrendered control to his daughter's husband-to-be, but even that I figured would be a longshot. I'd learned something from talking to my own dad a few days ago: Mr. Fukuzaki was her father, the only one she had. And no matter what other loved ones she had in her life – me included – the job of taking care of her ultimately fell on him.


Taking Kim by the hand, I released our hug and led her into the living room. Adrienne remained perched on her armrest while Kim and I sat down on the other couch, our knees angled toward each other while I held her hands in mine. And after taking a deep breath, I began by stating, "I wouldn't have left you, you know, that night that we told your family you were pregnant. I wouldn't have left you, if not for one thing."


There was a tear in Kim's eyes as she muttered, "I told you to go."


I nodded slowly. "I've been beating myself up for the last few months about not being stronger in the moment, about pleading for you to come with me and asking instead of commanding. You father certainly was commanding, ordering you to obey. For a long time, I thought about my failings as a 'Master' in not matching his tone or volume. I wondered if I ever could bring myself to be like that, to yell at you the way he did. Bert and Viktoriya kept telling me to man up, to be more forceful, to take the dominant personality I showed in the bedroom and have it carry through into my daily life. I didn't think I could do it. I STILL don't think I can do it. But now I realize that I don't have to, because even though I was confused and thought I should be like that, I realize now that I don't. Because YOU don't want me to be like that, do you?"


Blinking tears away, Kim gave me a little smile and shook her head.


"Viktoriya once told me that my empathy was not a weakness. Rather, it was the key to being YOUR Master. Of course, she also encouraged me to become more Dominant, so it's not like she had the whole thing figured out. The point is: I let my head get clouded up with the whole Alpha Male Dominant thing instead of recognizing what you really needed from me. And despite all your insistence on wanting me to be your 'Master', it's my empathy you really fell in love with."


Kim's smile broadened a little.


"I wouldn't have left you that night. If you had chosen to stay by my side, I would have fought through hell to keep you with me and damn your father's wishes. But you let go of my hand. You said 'just go' ... twice. And even when I fought back against Mike tugging me away, you held your hand palm out to me and told me to 'stop'. So you know what I did?"


Kim smiled. "You stopped."


"I did. Because whatever else was going on, that's what you wanted me to do. Maybe a true 'Master' would have challenged your father and defended his possession of you no matter what, but you always knew that wouldn't be me. You've said to me before that you know what you know, and you know what you don't know. And you know what you want, and you know what you don't want. And -I-, Master or not, will always respect that." I took a deep breath, raised my fingers to Kim's cheek, and stroked it softly while saying, "As much as it killed me, I left you with your father because that's what YOU wanted."


Kim smiled and nodded.





"Wait-wait-wait-wait," Adrienne said out the blue, raising one hand like she was in a classroom and rubbing her forehead with the other. "Does this mean that Kim isn't a submissive? Does it mean she doesn't want you as her Master? Because I'm sorry, but it sounds like you're trying to retroactively excuse abandoning her four months ago as 'only doing what she wanted me to do', like she was a normal, non-submissive person."


I chuckled and shook my head while dropping my hands into my lap and turning back to look at Adrienne. "No, she's still a submissive, at least in certain ways."


"'In certain ways'?" Adrienne asked skeptically.


I turned back to Kim and smiled. "In the bedroom, for sure. You can't fake the way you love me taking control of your body and doing whatever I want to it."


Kim blushed but flashed me a naughty grin.


"And in a lot of aspects of life, she's much more comfortable being a follower instead of taking the lead." I turned back to Adrienne. "Think of any time when you didn't really care one way or another what we had for dinner. Maybe you'd have some microscopic preference between a steakhouse and sushi, but ultimately you were content to go along with whatever I wanted to eat because you knew that would make me happier."


"Sure."


"Now magnify that by like a bazillion, into a wide spectrum of decisions to be made across any given day, and you have what it's like being Kim. She wants to look good, but she wants to look good for me, so she lets me pick out her outfit and decide on her hairstyle and makeup. Knowing that I'm not really big on giving her commands and making all those little decisions Every. Single. Day, she learned to self-actualize enough to pick out her own clothing and style her own hair and all that. But that's in the service of lessening my burden and ultimately pleasing me, and even then she makes those decisions based on what she thinks I'll like."


"Because she loves you."


I smiled and looked back at Kim. "Because she loves me. I may still doubt that I deserve her, but she still loves me."


"You deserve me," Kim spoke up.


"Even though he's really not the Alpha Male Master type," Adrienne commented.


I nodded. "She doesn't WANT an Alpha Male Master type. She already has one, actually: her father."


Adrienne furrowed her eyebrows. "And didn't she want you to replace him? Because he's her father and can't take care of her forever and can't give her children and a family?"


I shook my head. "Yes and no. Yes, she realizes he can't take care of her forever. But no, she doesn't want a clone of her dad. If anything, she wants to be FREE of her dad."


Adrienne blinked. "I'm not following."


"Kim's personality makes her take comfort and solace in the protection her father gives her. His unconditional love and utter devotion to looking out for her makes her feel safe. Every minute of her life from birth until now she's felt that security. My dad told me about letting me crawl all over geodomes as a kid and how I'd never look down; never realize that he was there to catch me when I fell. Well Kim here always looked down, and always saw her Dad right beneath her. That part she loves. THAT'S why she's so attracted to me and my White Knight personality."


"Because she knows that if you commit to protecting her, you'll do absolutely everything you can to do so," Adrienne finished for me, miming the upper-right side of her head.


Now, Kim reached up and ran her fingers over my wound, although gently enough to not cause me any pain. "I am sorry I could not visit you in the hospital. My father would not allow it."


"It's me who should be apologizing, for almost leaving our son without a father," I stated somberly.


Kim closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and bowed her head for a moment.


"Besides, Bert told me this afternoon that you called him to check up on me. I know you would have come if you could." Taking a deep breath, I turned back to Adrienne. "But back on topic, while having her father ready to catch her was a good thing, having her father always hovering OVER her wasn't so nice. Kim was never allowed to join team sports. She was never allowed to go anywhere without the supervision of her older brothers. And I'm guessing your dad never even let you go on playdates with your friends."


Kim blushed and shook her head 'no'.


"Being trapped by her father's overprotectiveness was NOT something she wanted to replicate. Kim knows what she wants, and her father's worries were obstacles to those desires as much as anything. I am a perfect example. She wants me, and she wants to be with me, but she knows her father is never going to let her move out of this house while she's still pregnant, and maybe not even after that."


"So what are you going to do about it?" Adrienne asked. "Finally challenge his authority over her? Command her to come with you and dare him to stop you both?"


I shook my head. "No, I'm going to let her stay here until the baby is born."


Adrienne blinked. "You're going to what?"


I nodded. "This pregnancy is the height of her father's paranoia. It's like attacking a castle at its strongest point. That's plain stupid."


"But if you know Kim wants to be with you..."


"She will be, in time. But bottom line: she knows she SHOULD be here, because she still loves her father very much and knows how important her safety is to him. That's important to HER. Even above being with me. Even above graduating in another week and a half. That's why she told me to go away that first night. Even though it killed her to do it."


"Yeah, that part I don't get. You said she was hunched over and defeated and crying and all that. Not exactly the body language of someone totally kosher with a situation playing out just like she expected."


"Because even if her father and I were reacting the way she expected us to, that didn't mean she LIKED it. In an ideal world, her father wouldn't flip out over this pregnancy, and he'd have let her stay on campus, stay with me, and finish her degree. She didn't WANT to leave me, even though she knew it had to happen."


Adrienne frowned. "Okay fine, I think I get all that. But one thing I still don't get: Why didn't she just TELL you all this before you walked into a fucking trap?"


I sighed, rolled my eyes, and shook my head. "Because having her GIVE me the explanation would defeat the purpose. Certain lessons can be learned through instruction. Other lessons have to be learned through experience. If Kim had told me the moment she found out that she was pregnant that she knew she'd have to drop out of school and stay at home until the baby was born, I wouldn't have understood. I didn't have a handle on this whole Master-submissive thing back then, hadn't come to the realizations I've made now. Plus, in a way I think she really did want to test me."


"So it WAS a test?"


"Two parts, I think," I said, turning to Kim and scrutinizing her face. I wanted to see if her reactions would confirm what I was thinking. "First, Kim wanted to test my dedication. Getting her pregnant in the first place was a bit of an emotional knee-jerk reaction; I think we all know that. That's not to say that she didn't want the baby. She's already on record as stating that she wants to be a mother more than anything else, and having a baby together with me would only cement our bond in the long run. Still, she wanted to see how I'd react. Really, my life would be so much easier if I didn't need to take care of her. She set me up for the easy way out: let her father take care of her. Sure, I could commit to being a part of my son's life, but if I walked away, if I left the burden of responsibility on her dad, then I'd prove that I wasn't the man she needed me to be. It would mean that she really belonged with her father, at least until her real Mr. Right came along."


"But isn't that what you're doing now? Letting her dad keep her here?"


I shook my head. "In function yes, but I'm going to take charge of her now, even though she'll remain here. That's different from just going on with my life and not assuming responsibility for her."


"Well, NOW you are. But for months and months you certainly weren't assuming responsibility."


"And for that, I'm sorry, Kim," I said, turning and holding her hands once again. "I'm sorry I've let you go alone for this long through your pregnancy. You deserved better, deserved to have me drive you to your OB appointments and get you pillows for your back and hold your hair while you puked in the toilet ... all the little things."


"It's okay," she replied. "I actually didn't have any morning sickness, so you wouldn't have needed to hold my hair. As for the rest, I wouldn't have let you anyway. You had to finish your final year of school, and I care about you enough to have wanted you to focus on that. Even if you had come to me earlier and tried to 'assume responsibility' as you put it, I would have talked you into staying at school and trusting that I am in good care. Really, nothing would have changed. You still would have been up in Berkeley, and I would have stayed here."


I frowned. "Um, I might've insisted on taking at least a little better care of you."


Kim gave me that Mona Lisa smile. "You would have insisted on remaining by my side to take care of me, which would have ultimately meant moving into the house here and commuting to school. I wouldn't have wanted you to do that, and I would have talked you into staying in Berkeley." She sounded quite sure of herself.


I grinned, looked at Adrienne, and gestured back toward Kim. "See what I mean? She knows what she wants. And even if I was the 'Master', she knows she would have gotten her way."


Adrienne smirked and shook her head. "So you said there were two parts to the test. The first was testing your dedication and seeing if you quit. What was the second test?"


I shrugged. "Whether I'd 'fight for her' or not. An Alpha Male would have, but we talked about that. Hell, an Alpha Female, like Viktoriya, would have. That was why Viktoriya kept telling me to go fight for her; it's what she would have done, and one reason why Kim didn't want Viktoriya to be her 'Master' long term. But me listening to her tell me to 'just go' was the right answer. I did what KIM wanted – even though I didn't realize it at the time – instead of locking horns with her dad and getting into a shouting match. Now I think she wouldn't have minded if I was less of a pussy about it – like she wouldn't have minded if I'd figured all of this out a little sooner – but in the end I would have had to let her remain with her father that night instead of going off on an ego-trip and insisting I keep her just for the sake of winning. Like I said, Kim doesn't want another domineering Master, and we'd never have had the stereotypical Dom/sub relationship you might read about. She wants someone who will protect her but ALSO understand her. Again, my empathy is actually the key to being HER Master."


"I need you," Kim said sincerely, looking into my eyes.


I smiled and nodded, replying, "And when I stop and think about it, I need YOU."


Kim beamed at me.


Adrienne frowned, looking back and forth between us. "Wait, what?"


I smiled but stood up, stretching my arms as I began, "I'll explain in a minute, but first, I really need to pee."





When I returned to the living room, I found that Kim had poured three tea cups and that she and Adrienne were chatting amiably. Adrienne was also rubbing Kim's belly, an almost dreamy look on her face, and for a moment I wondered what life might be like if Adrienne were ever carrying my baby.


It was a nice thought to have.


But I stirred myself from my reverie and re-joined the ladies, asking, "So did Kim already explain to you why I need her as much as she needs me?"


Adrienne shook her head. "No. We tabled the Ben/Kim weirdly-compatible Master/sub discussion for a bit and talked about other, lighter topics."


"You can go right on ahead," I said while leaning forward and picking up the third teacup.


"No, no. I want to hear this explanation," Adrienne said.


I shrugged. "It's pretty simple, really: she and I are a lot alike."


Adrienne frowned. "Alike? You're gonna have to spell that one out for me, because I don't see a whole lot of submissive in you."


"Well I'm certainly not Dominant, but we're not getting into that right now. The POINT is that I need somebody to look out for me as much as Kim needs someone to look out for her. We're alike in the sense that we both prioritize the needs of those we care about above ourselves. For me, that means risking my neck in rather obvious ways..." I slowly traced the bullet scar on my left cheek for Adrienne to see, and she blushed in embarrassment. " ... and that sometimes means I'm going to do stuff that isn't necessarily in MY best interests. That's where Kim comes in. I need someone who WILL look out for my best interests despite myself. Someone who will tell me I'm being an idiot and that I'm making the wrong decision. Someone with an unbiased opinion who can give me advice that I may not see for myself."


Adrienne frowned. "You always come to ME for advice. Or Brooke, or Brandi, or anyone else in the family, really."


I sighed. "I know you mean well, but sometimes your advice is meant to make me happy, because like it or not you are coming from a place of guilt – guilt that you've become my 'sister' and not the girlfriend or wife that I might've wanted you to be. I'm not saying your heart's not in the right place, but let's face it: some of your advice this year hasn't turned out all that well for me."


Adrienne frowned. "So what, you're going to stop listening to me?"


"Of course not. I'm just saying that you're biased."


"And your submissive is less biased?"


"Kim thinks more rationally than you or me. She's less emotional in her decision-making. That doesn't mean she's always right, but I still think my life will be much better off with her acting as my common sense a little bit, figuring out what's best for me in spite of myself."


Adrienne snorted at that.


"Kim needs someone to take care of – and sure, she'll have our son to take care of – but she'll also take care of me. Ultimately, it's not that she needs a 'Master' so much as that looking out for me gives her a sense of purpose and direction while also giving her a protector. I'll look out for her, she looks out for me, and we both come out better for it."


Adrienne threw her hands up. "So that's it then? You've come back to take responsibility for her, and she accepts that she'll go with you in the end. But of course, there's still one pretty major complication remaining."


Kim and I looked at each other, took a deep breath, and we both nodded.


"Her dad."





"Absolutely not. My daughter and my grandson will stay here." Mr. Fukuzaki folded his arms across his chest and stared impassively at a spot over my right shoulder, not even looking me in the eye. His tone was one that brooked no dissent. "I will allow you to visit. I will allow you to be a part of your son's life. But you will abide by my restrictions or I will take legal action to enforce them."


"Your threats of legal action are toothless," I shot back, unable to maintain such an unemotionally impassive stare. I knew I didn't have the older man's control, but I didn't much care at this point. We'd been arguing for ten minutes straight since he'd arrived home to find me, Kim, and Adrienne in a united front telling him that Kim and his grandson would be moving out to live with me once the baby was born. "Kim is no little girl. She's a 21-year-old adult with every legal right to do as she pleases. And I'm the father of her baby; I've more legal right to your grandson than you."


"The courts will rule in favor of the mother. Kim will decide to remain here."


"She's already decided to come with me."


"Then she will change her mind. Kimiko stays." His gaze locked onto her face. "You WILL obey!"


I felt her waver by my side, but I squeezed her hand and held on tight, summoning up all my strength. The last time we had this conversation, she caved and told me to go. But this time, even if she caved, I knew that she really wanted to come with me, and unlike before I was now ready to go toe-to-toe with her father to keep her.


"No, she won't," I stated slowly, grinding the words out through my teeth as I narrowed my eyes and practically forced Mr. Fukuzaki to meet my gaze. "You don't see her bowing her head and acknowledging your command right now, do you, sir?"


Mr. Fukuzaki's eyes narrowed as well, and he repeated in a gruffer voice. "Kimiko! You. Will. Obey!"


Kim held onto my hand, kept her eyes down, and shook her head in the negative.


"OBEY!"


She shook her head again.


"OBEY!"



Still she shook her head.


Mr. Fukuzaki looked like he was about to lose his mind. I could practically see the steam shooting out from his ears. And looking to deflect his anger before he actually lost it, I took a step forward and put myself between him and her.


"I've already told you she will remain in this house and under your authority until she gives birth," I stated firmly, my eyebrows raised as I searched his face to make sure I had his attention. "We both understand that losing your wife was very difficult, and we understand how important it is to you that you keep your only daughter safe. If there are any significant health concerns with Kim or the baby, I will allow you to keep her and your grandson here until such time as their conditions are stabilized. But once both Kim and my son are safe, I WILL be bringing them to live with me."


"They. Stay. Here," he growled quietly, almost a whisper.


"I'm sorry. But it's not going to turn out that way."


Mr. Fukuzaki took a deep breath and shook his head. "I will compromise. I will allow you to visit without restrictions. I will not ask you for financial support. Kimiko has told me you had plans to earn your MBA degree. You can do so, and I will take care of my daughter and your son. It would be an ideal situation for you."


It was also a trap. I shook my head immediately and replied, "I won't be one of those guys who lets someone ELSE raise his child. I'm getting a job and I'll financially support my family. I fully intend to be a parent, and that means living with my son."


"You have no idea what it means to be a parent. You are not ready for such a responsibility."


"No new parent is ever ready, but they learn. I'll learn. I'm taking responsibility for my son, and I'm going to do my best. YOU can visit. I'd welcome support from grandparents – gifts for junior and all that. But the job of being a DAD falls on ME. I want to be my son's father. Surely you can understand how important that really is."


"-I- have always understood the importance of being a father. Do not think to lecture me. How long have YOU understood it?"


I deflated a little and gave him an honest look. "It took me a little while to understand, I'll admit. I'm 22, and I honestly didn't expect to be a dad so soon. I've been dealing with my final semester of college, and I let myself get distracted by a host of other problems."


"You nearly got yourself killed, from what I understand." Mr. Fukuzaki's eyes went straight to the bandage over the side of my head. "Your actions do not inspire my confidence in your ability to protect my family."


"This injury is an example of my dedication to protecting my family. This one came from trying to rescue someone who mattered to me. I've got two more bullet scars from protecting my baby sister and that young lady over there." I pointed straight at Adrienne, who blushed and stared at her feet for a second. "I've already walked into hell and put my life on the line for people I care about, and you can bet I'd as much and more for Kim."


"You'd get yourself killed, and who will be left to take care of my daughter and grandson?"


I sighed and nodded my understanding. "I've made my mistakes and I'm learning from my experiences. Now perhaps you were a much more reliable and dependable young man at my age, but I'm working on it. No matter what, though, Kim is carrying MY son, and I'm GOING to take care of him. I don't want to let someone else wake up in the middle of the night to calm my kid. I want my son to bond with ME and for me to bond with him. I want to know what that feels like and when he's a teenager, I'm going to give him hell for how miserable he made me when he was a baby. Kim and my son WILL live with me. And I'm here to TELL you that's going to happen, not ASK for your permission."


"Asking or not, you do not HAVE my permission. Adult or not, she is my daughter, and she WILL obey. YOU are the one who claims my daughter is a submissive, and that she needs a Master. Well if that is the case, then -I- will be that Master, not you."


I took a deep breath, glanced back at Kim, and said, "Fine then. How about this? We let Kim decide for herself. Let HER tell you what she wants."


Kim's eyes popped open WIDE, and she gawked at me like she really, REALLY didn't want to say a word to her father. That was why she had me, right? I had come here to take responsibility for her, which meant that I would fight this battle with her father so SHE wouldn't have to get into a confrontation with him. As much as she wanted to be with me, TELLING her father what to do was a completely foreign concept.


Mr. Fukuzaki recognized the look and smiled smugly.


Turning to face Kim, I took her cheeks in both hands and leaned forward to kiss her forehead. She stared nervously into my eyes the whole way, and I gave her a reassuring smile. Then, I looked over at Adrienne, who had been watching the exchange wide-eyed and nervous, most especially because she knew Mr. Fukuzaki knew about our sex tape. Her presence and my apparent lack of moral character had made up the bulk of the first ten minutes of arguing before we even got down to the "Where Kim and baby will live" part of the conversation.


"Adrienne, let me have it now."


Her eyes popped wide open. "You want it NOW?"


I gave her a reassuring smile and extended a hand.


"Uh, not in ... private?" Adrienne stammered, still hesitating, her eyes flicking over to Mr. Fukuzaki and back.


"Now is good," I replied with a shrug, still holding open my hand.


With an eye roll and a sigh that clearly said she thought I was crazy, Adrienne reached into her purse and withdrew the object we'd picked up before driving over to Stanford. It was a leather collar, complete with D-ring and leash, very much like Adrienne's Tiger's Pet collar except that this one had been dyed hot pink. She put it into my hands, and I turned back to Kim.


With wide eyes Kim looked over at her father, who was frowning but curious at the same time. Adrienne and I had picked up the collar with the express purpose of giving it to Kim today, but doing so in front of her father hadn't been part of the original plan, and both Kim and Adrienne looked quite nervous as to how he'd react.


But I kept going. Turning the band, I presented the collar to Kim so she could read the stitching on it. Kim's eyes managed to get even wider as she gawked at it and looked up at me. "'Self-Interest'? Really?"


I chuckled and shrugged. "I appreciated the irony. Because that's ultimately the point. This collar doesn't represent Power, or Control. It's about Trust: trust in me, trust that I'll take care of you, trust that I'll have your best interests at heart. And that's ultimately what a decision like this means: your self-interest."


Kim glanced at the collar, and then she glanced over at Adrienne.


I looked over as well, and I smiled. Adrienne had fished her own Tiger's Pet collar out of her purse and put it on. She beamed at both of us and reached out to take my hand. Interlacing our fingers, I gave it a squeeze.


"Okay, this is FUCKED up."


All of us turned around to find that Mike Fukuzaki, the youngest of Kim's elder brothers, had come home. His eyes were WIDE, and his jaw was on the floor as he gawked at Adrienne, specifically.


I chose to ignore him. This wasn't about him; it was about me and Kim and her father. Squeezing Adrienne's hand again, I held up Kim's hot pink collar and explained, "Adrienne got the collar for herself before she left Berkeley, but the commitment we made to each other was back in high school. It was recognizing the meaning behind her collar that inspired me to realize what you really needed from me. The collar is symbolic, not functional. We both know I'm not the 'Master' type. It's not about commands, first position, or anything else like that. -I- don't put this on you. YOU put it on yourself."


I extended the collar forward, and on instinct Kim reached up to take it. She didn't put it on, but rather held it up in front of her face and scrutinized the stitching with intense focus.


"It's always been about what YOU want. You want me to be your, quote, 'Master'? Fine. Submit to me. I'll take care of you. I'll take care of our baby. But if you'd rather be with your father, then that's your choice. And don't pretend like you're not capable of making that choice. The Master doesn't need the sub. The sub NEEDS the Master, and the sub chooses to be with the Master. That's what it MEANS to submit. It's you saying, 'I GIVE myself to you.' You don't want me? I'll accept that. But I don't really think that's the case."


After a moment's pause, Kim unbuckled the collar and raised it to her neck. Only then did her father take a step forward and gasp in disbelief, "Kimiko!"


She paused, though she still held the pink leather to her neck. Turning to face her father, she gave him an imploring look.


"I command you not to do this!" he stated brusquely.


Her eyes darted back to me, and I could tell there was a plea in her gaze. She wanted ME to command her to do it.


"I can't do that," I told her. "Some commands I can give, but not this one. You have to choose this for yourself. That's the whole point of the collar. Putting it on will be YOUR decision, not mine."


"Kimiko!" her father barked. "You will NOT put that on!"


Taking two steps forward, I interposed myself between Kim and her father once again. Gathering all my courage, I turned to face him with all the force of determination in my eyes that I could muster. And I said simply, "The only way you're going to keep her here is if you give her that command every day for the rest of her life. You said that you weren't comfortable with the idea of her being a submissive. You said that wasn't the life you wanted for your daughter. I'm warning you now that if you keep her here, you'll be giving her exactly that."


Mr. Fukuzaki's teeth started grinding.


"THIS choice is yours," I told him. "You can order her to stay here, and keep her as a submissive for the rest of her life. Or you can let her go, let her continue to mature, and let her find her independence with me. She's already made so much progress in the last couple of years she's spent with me, hasn't she? Tell me you haven't noticed. I know you want what's best for her. But please ask yourself, is treating her like a child and telling her what to do forever what you really, really want?"


"I do NOT treat her like a child."


"You're giving her commands, but I'm giving her a choice. No pressure, just options. She won't survive out in the real world completely on her own, not yet. She values safety and security and someone who will love and care about her. You are both her past and her present. You are her father. She will ALWAYS love you, no matter where she is. But you cannot be her future, and I think you know that. I understand her, and I care about her, and yes, I love her as the mother of my unborn child. I love that she's the smartest person I've ever known, and I would be blessed to have her by my side and help me raise our son for the rest of our lives."


"But why will you not marry her?" Mr. Fukuzaki's face softened, and I could see the pain in his eyes. His eyes tracked to Adrienne and back to me, a disappointed look on his face. He really wanted nothing but the best for Kim, and he simply couldn't fathom her living a life with anything short of a husband who would protect her.


"I'm sorry, that part I can't help," I replied. "We don't have that kind of relationship, and I can't honestly say we ever will. But Kim knows that, and she wants to be with me anyway. All I can promise right now is that I WILL take care of her for as long as she needs me. If, in time, she finds someone else SHE would choose to marry, I will accept that. But until that day, I promise YOU, sir, that I will do everything I can to keep her safe."


Mr. Fukuzaki was breathing hard, and his lips were pursing and unpursing almost as if he were chewing on his own tongue. With his nostrils flaring, he looked at me, he looked at Kim, and he even looked at Mike, who merely gawked back at him. He blinked a few times, looked back at Kim, and for a moment appeared ready to start crying.


"Let HER choose," I said softly. "Isn't that what you always wanted for her anyway? Your daughter has grown up. She's about to become a mother in her own right. I won't ever try to keep her or your grandson away from you. But this is something you should let HER decide for herself."


Still breathing hard, Mr. Fukuzaki closed his eyes and grimaced, like his brain hurt. I knew the feeling. But after taking a deep breath, he walked forward, walked around me, and stood directly in front of Kim. Reaching his hands up, he closed his hand around one end of the collar and pulled it away.


Kim let him take it from her.


Adrienne inhaled sharply and covered her face with one hand. I swallowed thickly, worried that despite my best attempt at reasoning with him, Mr. Fukuzaki STILL wouldn't let her go.


But after a few seconds of staring at the collar, and specifically staring at the word 'Self-Interest', he sighed and handed the collar back to Kim. And then he bent forward, briefly held her cheeks, and kissed her on the crown of her head.


"You decide for yourself, my daughter," he said quietly. "You decide what is in your best self-interest." And then he turned and walked back to where he'd been standing before.


Kim was in shock. For a long time, she simply gawked at her father dumbly, eyes wide and mouth hanging open. But after a few more seconds, she looked at me, gave me a HUGE smile, and she put the collar on.


Only then did I exhale, releasing a breath I hadn't realized I'd been holding. Adrienne too sighed and let her shoulders sag from the huge amount of tension she'd been carrying. And she quickly walked over to me and wrapped an arm around my waist.


Smiling, I walked us both forward until we were right in front of Kim. She guided the end of the collar through the final loop and tightened it against her neck. And still wearing that big grin, Kim threw her arms around my neck and said, "I choose you."


And then she kissed me.


Chapter 33: Circumstances


-- FRIDAY, MAY 12, 2006, FINALS WEEK --



"Hey there, stranger," Bert greeted me with a fist bump at our usual intersection, and he hooked his thumbs into the straps of his backpack. "How are you feeling?"


"Been better; been worse," I replied with a shrug.


"You ready for this?" he asked, nodding his head up the hill toward Cheit Hall and the first of our last undergraduate Final Exams. Spring Finals Week was structured for graduating Seniors to start our exams early and finish by the middle of next week so that our grades would be computed in time before next Saturday's Commencement ceremonies.


I sighed, followed his gaze, and started walking in that direction. "Ready? Not so much."


"I take it you haven't gotten a whole lot of studying done the last couple of days," Bert commented as he fell into step alongside me.


"Barely cracked open a book."


"And yet you'll still get a higher grade on this Final than I will." Bert shook his head ruefully. "That's fairness for you."


I snorted. "I doubt it."


"Whatever. Not that it's important, of course. All that matters is that we graduate, right?"


I nodded. "Exactly. I'm just trying to survive the next few days."


"Well I'm sure you'll have plenty of help staying alive. I am led to believe there are a disproportionate number of ridiculously gorgeous females with a vested interest in your continued existence," he drawled laconically.


I rolled my eyes.


"And you also have one not-so-attractive but no less loyal male who wants to make sure you come out of the next week or so alive and kicking," he added with a smile. At my arched eyebrow, he chuckled and added, "Yes, me. I got your back, dude."


I smirked and shook my head. "And what has brought about this sudden declaration of bro-affection?"


Bert grinned. "Kim called me last night. Had quite the interesting story to tell. 'Self-Interest'? Really? That's corny, even for you."


I shrugged. "It's sincere. I gave her a choice, nothing more."


"You gave her a commitment, and that's serious."


"Well, it's not an engagement ring."


Bert gave me an odd look. "Maybe not, but it's not very far off, either."


I shrugged again. "She's pregnant with my baby. A commitment to taking care of both her and my son was the least I should do. Presenting her with that collar was the easy part."


"Presenting it in front of her father could NOT have been easy. Doing that had to take balls of steel."


I chuckled and shook my head wryly. "Well, I was a little amped up at the time. But I didn't do it just for drama's sake. It got the point across, and even with the challenge of doing it in front of her father, that was still the easy part."


"And the hard part?"


I set my jaw and gave Bert a serious look. "Following through. Recognizing that my life isn't just about my life anymore. Frankly, it never was. Like you said, there are people who have a vested interest in my continued survival, people who depend on me having a role in their lives. I've long talked to myself about being mindful of the consequences of my actions, but for too long I've been more concerned with the impact my actions have on ME and not enough on how they impact everyone else. 'What's the worst that can happen?' I told myself. Anything short of death, I figured, was survivable and a learning experience. But even though I somehow managed to NOT get myself killed six days ago, I still fucked up a lot of other peoples' lives. I can't live like that anymore. I have to do a better job of considering everyone else, chief among them: Kim and my son."


Bert nodded silently, processing all of that.


"By the way," I began, changing the subject. "I don't think I properly thanked you for handling the Capstone presentation without me."


"Thank Sasha. She pretty much took over all of your section."


"I did. Still, thank you."


Bert shrugged. "No biggie. Just one more thing I'm glad is out of the way."


"Well let's get this Final done, and then you'll have two things out of the way."


"And then I'll be halfway there," Bert muttered, almost to himself.


Bert had four classes this semester, but I knew him too well and something in his tone told me he wasn't talking only about being halfway done with those. "Halfway to what?"


Bert blinked in surprise, and looked over at me like he hadn't realized he'd said that aloud. Immediately nervous, he blushed and tried to shake it off, babbling, "Ah, nothing, nothing. C'mon man, we gotta get going."


"No ... what?" I pressed, my curiosity piqued. I reached out with one arm and stopped him.


"Seriously, we've got a Final in ten minutes and I don't want to distract you. It's nothing."


"It's not 'nothing', and you not telling me is going to distract me even more. C'mon, dude. Spill."


Bert sighed, glanced around to make sure no one was immediately around us, and he stepped in a little closer. "You can't tell anyone."


I snorted. "If you're gonna be this bad about hiding your little 'halfway there' comments, I won't have to worry."


"BEN!"


"Fine, fine ... I'm your best buddy. I swear I won't tell."


"Not even Sasha. Not even Adrienne. You sure you can do that?"


I smirked and shook my head. "Okay now you're hyping it way too much. All this build-up and you're gonna reveal some dirty secret that's not even gonna make me blink, aren't you?"


Bert rolled his eyes, dug into his pocket, and pulled out a black velvet jewelry box. With two hands, he opened it and showed me a sparkling diamond solitaire ring inside.


My jaw was on the ground, but I managed to pick it back up as I leaned forward and gawked, "Oh my gawd. I may have given Kim a commitment, but that is an engagement ring."


Bert nodded with a bit of a hopeful smile.


"For Lynne?"


"No, for Kady you dumbass."


"I ... but ... You guys have only been together for what..."


"Almost ten months."


"And you're already proposing?"


He smirked. "What, you're going to lecture me about rushing to the altar?"


"But when? How?"


Bert snapped the box closed and shoved it back into his pocket. "Not until after I graduate, at the earliest. I was thinking of waiting until Lynne's graduation in June, but to be honest I'm not entirely sure I can keep this under wraps that long. So now I'm wondering if I should do it over a nice dinner, or maybe after I get MY diploma and she meets me at the end of the ramp coming off stage. I've had this thing for a week already and it's been burning a hole in my pocket ever since. Might need to borrow those balls of steel if you know what I mean."


I blinked rapidly. "Does she have any idea?"


Bert shook his head. "I don't think so. Course, the longer I sit on this the more awkward I'm eventually gonna get. But I'm more careful around her, at least. Plus, I usually leave it at home, where no one can find it. But I wanted to bring it to school today as a memento of what's really motivating me to get through the end of school."


"End of school? Thought you were getting your MBA?"


"I am. And she's still getting her Masters at Stanford, too. But this is my commitment to her. I don't plan on rushing us into a wedding, and I'm perfectly comfortable having a long, long engagement if that's what's best for us. But I already know I'm never going to find a woman in the world any better than Lynne. Hanging around you I've had the opportunity to see quite a few other options, to have tempting thoughts about those ridiculously gorgeous females who are always orbiting around you. But I wouldn't trade any of them for Lynne, not even for the lot of them. Not for Adrienne, not even for Kim. Because Lynne means the world to me, and because – like you've told me over and again – she chose ME."


"Damn straight," I said with a smile. A sudden thought occurred. "Wait, do your parents know?"


"You kidding me? Like I would just spring this on them. I told my Mom what I was thinking of doing, and she was all for it. Mom loves Lynne just as much as everyone else seems to."


"Even though she's not Korean?"


"We live in a modern world," Bert replied with a shrug. "Have you told YOUR parents? About Kim and the collar?"


"Yes, I called in the morning and told them what I was planning to do about Kim and living together and raising our baby, and I also called them last night after everything was done. I think my parents expected it, but they knew I had some issues with Kim's dad and they're both relieved I've seemingly resolved them. But no, I didn't tell them about the collar. No reason to throw that in there."


"You called in the morning? What if they'd said no?"


I snorted. "They didn't, so it's a moot point. But even if they had, I'm a grown 22-year-old man making my own decisions."


"I just thought after what you said about your parents giving you that lecture and all..."


I shook my head. "I'll do a better job of keeping them informed, and I'm sure they would have said something on that phone call if I was WAY off, but my parents did raise me to be independent and make my own decisions. Besides, this is MY life. It's just like you and Lynne, or are you gonna tell me that if your parents disapproved, you wouldn't marry her anyway."


Bert thought about that. "Huh ... I guess you're right."


I nodded. "Well then. I suppose congratulations are in order for you."


Bert grinned. "And you. But first," Bert added, starting to walk toward class once again. "We've got to survive the next few days."


I smirked and shook my head. "If you really want to propose after you get your diploma, you'll have to survive the next WEEK. And if you keep bringing that jewelry box to school, there's no WAY you're gonna keep this a secret that long, not from Sasha or Adrienne."


"Doesn't matter in the end," Bert sighed. "I just need to keep it a secret from Lynne."


I elbowed him. "Well, and Lynne has to say 'yes'."


Bert gulped. "That too."





About three hours later, Bert and I walked out of the Cheit lecture hall feeling a little more haggard but still fairly confident in ourselves. Our Final Exam wasn't nearly as bad as either of us had worried, and since our Isakova Capstone was already over with as well, I patted him on the back, saying, "Two classes down, two to go, right?"


He nodded and patted his pocket. "Halfway there. Wish I had your schedule now; you've only got one more Final left."


"On Tuesday. Then I'm home free." I smiled and said, "Let's go meet the girls."


Bert nodded and gestured for me to lead the way. Sasha had an afternoon Final, and since Paige was an academic Junior she didn't have any Finals until next week, so both of them were meeting us at our usual Thai joint. But before we could walk out the front doors I heard my name being called.


"Benjamin!"


I turned around and popped my eyebrows in surprise to see Viktoriya marching quickly toward us. Although my most recent memories of her had been fictionally far-fetched ones of fucking her brains out over the desk in her office, I knew I hadn't actually seen her since leaving her office after class on May 5th, when she'd declared her profound disappointment in me not stepping up and commanding Kim to come home with me. With that disappointment in mind, I took a deep breath and prepared to go on the defensive, but before I could say anything she walked up and wrapped her arms around me in a fierce hug.


"Are you alright?" she asked right into my ear.


"Yeah, yeah. I'm fine." I returned her hug and patted her shoulder gently. I didn't feel embarrassed that a bunch of my classmates were watching Professor Ice hug me; pretty much everyone knew I was her Teacher's Pet by now. Besides, I'd been getting plenty of strange looks and awkward questions ever since I'd removed the baseball cap I wasn't allowed to wear during the exam and everyone had gotten a look at my new buzz cut and head bandage.


Breaking the hug, Viktoriya pulled back but kept her hands on my shoulders. Giving me a firm look, she took a deep breath and stated, "I owe you an apology. I was wrong."


I frowned. "Wrong about what?"


"Wrong about Kim. Wrong about you. I do not like to admit it, but even I can be mistaken about these things."


I smirked and shook my head. "You weren't wrong. Everything you said made sense, and I DID need to man up and go get her. Maybe she didn't need me to command her like you thought, but you were certainly right about everything else."


She thought about that and nodded. "I suppose."


"I still want to thank you, for giving me a kick in the butt. I needed it."


She gave me a wry grin and drawled in a mischievous tone, "I will be happy to kick you in the butt, anytime." Her Russian accent somehow made the statement even sexier than it already was.


I smirked and shook my head, and I looked around to find that my classmates had circled in a little too close for comfort. Inclining my head toward the exit, I asked, "Were you on your way out?"


She glanced around as well, noted the crowd, and nodded. Together with Bert, we headed for the exit and once outside, she looked at me and asked, "So what happens now?"


"With Kim?"


"With you."


"Well, first I've got to graduate. Then I get a job. Gonna have a family to provide for. I'm sorry, but that means I won't be returning in the fall for my MBA. I'll have my withdrawal paperwork in before the end of next week."


Viktoriya pursed her lips and nodded. "Kim told me as much. I cannot say I am pleased, but I understood your withdrawal would be likely should you ever take ownership of her."


I smirked and shook my head. "Not taking 'ownership' of her."


"You know what I mean." She sighed. "I suppose it was a lose-lose situation for me from the beginning. I would have been disappointed in you if you did NOT take responsibility for her, and now that you have I am still losing you as a student."


"I'd like to think it was a win-win situation for you. Either you got to keep me as a student, or you got to see Kim taken care of. As it is, I'm taking care of Kim and hey, you still get to keep Bert over there as a student."


Bert's eyebrows popped up at the sound of his name, and Viktoriya laughed. "That is true. You have been one of my favorite students, Robert," she told him.


I leaned in, covered my mouth with one hand, and whispered so that Bert couldn't hear, "But hands off him, okay? I'm rather fond of his girlfriend."


Viktoriya gave me a delicious smile and replied, "No need. In this win-win situation, you will soon no longer be my student, but this also means that you will soon no longer be my student."


My eyebrows popped, and suddenly that fantasy of bending Viktoriya over her desk didn't seem so far-fetched.





-- SATURDAY, MAY 13, 2006 --



The news of Bert's impending proposal, finishing off another academic course, and the promise of a future hookup with my gorgeous older professor were just the start of a really great Friday filled with friends, family, and fun. But the merriness of Friday eventually gave way to a much more solemn Saturday.


The bow of the sleek sailboat bobbed up and down with the swell of open ocean waves. Our departure from the San Francisco pier had been quite calm, but after passing beneath the Golden Gate Bridge and cruising out into the Pacific Ocean, the water had steadily become more and more tempestuous, although the boat's crew assured us the weather posed no threat.


We'd cast off amidst a typical San Francisco fog which hung around even this late in the afternoon. The sky had been overcast all day, somber weather for a somber occasion. But as we moved further and further away from the coastline, the omnipresent gray began to give way to patches of blue sky, until finally the setting sun itself began to shine through.


Eventually, the sun broke into full view, the clouds gradually retreating behind us as we moved on and on. As the bright star dipped toward the horizon, it painted the sky and cast the receding clouds with brilliantly warm colors that surrounded us with light. And only then did we finally come to a stop, bobbing gently on the waves.


Nestled beneath my left arm, Sasha covered her mouth and her cheeks bulged for a moment. I stroked her opposite arm and asked quietly, "Seasick?"


She blinked and looked up at me for a moment, replying, "Nauseous, yes; but not from the ocean."


I sighed and nodded my understanding. Our purpose for coming way out here had been weighing heavily on everyone's minds. We hadn't spoken our thoughts aloud much, but I could tell everyone was thinking about it at some point or another. We tried to focus on the good things in memory, the happy moments that defined the way Cameron and Elyse had lived, and not the horrible ways in which they'd died.


To that end, I'd done a lot of talking with our additional guests. Amber had told me that some of Cameron's friends would be joining us to scatter our dearly departed friends' ashes at sea, but I hadn't really known them personally, not even Rebecca. In addition to the one ex-girlfriend of Carter's I'd known about, I'd been introduced to Kelly, Mary, and Audrey. I'd been told that Carter's other girlfriends Judene and Jessica had already split town with some guy named Chad, but I didn't really care to follow-up on that topic.


Kelly had started the conversation, asking for my version of the events that transpired that fateful Sixth of May. She told me that she'd been one of Cameron's oldest remaining friends, that she'd also received a desperate text message, and that she'd also arrived at Carter's mansion that night looking for a way to help her friend. She'd been in the Ready Room with Rebecca, trying to get information out of her old co-girlfriend when the gunshots had gone off. She'd been one of the first ones on the scene immediately after, holding Cameron's lifeless body in her arms and pleading with her not to go away.


Kelly thanked me for trying to rescue Cameron, and wouldn't accept my apology for not saving her. I told her Cameron wouldn't have shot herself in the first place if I hadn't been there, but she brushed off my words by saying that only Carter could be blamed for the situation Cameron had been in. The rest of the girls agreed, although I thought I saw Audrey giving me some dark looks after that.


We switched gears and started remembering the good times with Elyse and Cameron. Adrienne and I recalled the gorgeous, confident young woman who'd taken an innocent, scared 12-year-old and molded her into the high school's next Queen Bee. Adrienne spoke of her one-time best friend, and she forgave that best friend for everything that had come after. Kelly and Rebecca talked about early life with Cameron and Carter, and I had to admit I felt bad for a guy who'd lost his mother and put so much effort and energy into caring for her comatose body. Plus, it was interesting to hear about a family dynamic that was in many ways similar to my own, and yet also so very different. A part of me didn't want to talk about it, wanted to just put everything behind me and forget it all ever happened. But a part of me HAD to talk about it, HAD to know just what it was about Carter and Cameron and their relationship that ultimately led to that night when everybody died.


Kelly told me about their "sibling" relationship. Rebecca, Mary, and Audrey told me everything they knew about life in the harem, about Cameron's imprisonment, and Elyse's return to Casa de Carter in a last-gasp effort to feed her addiction.


Our conversation ended when I started revisiting the memory of watching Cameron shoot herself, of witnessing the life flash out of her eyes as the gun went off. It was joined by a vision of Elyse, her eyes wide in terror as the meth lab around her exploded into flaming heat that burned the skin off her flesh and melted her face. Those two horrors haunted me, and in the end Adrienne and Sasha had to pull me back and reassure me that everything would be alright. They'd gotten my head screwed back on straight, and a little fresh air did wonders for clearing my mind. So did the spectacular sunset. But then it was Sasha's turn to get a little nauseous thinking about the ugliness of everything, and it was my turn to help her.


With the sails dropped, the skipper turned on the engine and steered the boat in a broad circle while the girls scattered flowers in our wake. Once a full circuit had been completed, the boat steered into the middle of the ring of flowers and we collected on the starboard side, facing the setting sun which was now only minutes away from touching down into the water on the far horizon.


Amber said a few words. So did Adrienne. When she came back, Adrienne squeezed my hand and gave me a look, asking if I wanted to say anything. I did, actually. In the morning I'd worked up a little speech about meeting 'Serena Grey' on my doorstep, a broken girl who had lost her way, and how that broken girl had saved my life, found redemption, and once again became the 'Elyse Laughton' I used to know. But the words caught in my throat, and in the end I simply mumbled, "I'm so sorry."


Adrienne squeezed my hand again, and Kelly stepped up to say something. Rebecca went last, and she went on a little longer than the others, although I don't really remember exactly what she said.


When Rebecca was done, the sun was about halfway below the horizon. Amber and Adrienne did the honors of holding the two handcrafted boxes that held Cameron's and Elyse's ashes, respectively. They bid their friends a final goodbye, opened the boxes, and poured out the girls' earthly remains.


Sasha cried the whole time. Adrienne held it together until we got home. But even she let the waterworks flow once the three of us were in bed.


Surprisingly, I didn't cry anymore. The next day, Adrienne joked that I'd probably cried more in the last week than in the previous twenty-two years of my life, and my tear ducts had simply run dry. But in the moment, I simply felt too tired to cry anymore. I was sad, yes. But I'd beaten myself up for a week already, asking myself what I could have done differently and swallowing the regret that came with realizing I hadn't done so.


Cameron was gone.


Elyse was gone.


Their bodies had finally been put to rest, and nothing I could ever do would bring them back.


So the only choice I had left was to move on.





-- SUNDAY, MAY 14, 2006 --



"Right pick, right pick!"


Hearing the warning, my foot moved forward as well as to the right as I stepped around the screen that Nick had set. Since I hadn't been picked off, I was in great position to turn and track Mike's right shoulder as he collected the ball at the three-point line and launched into his shooting motion. Twisting my shoulders, I extended my left arm out as far as I could into his path. And I was rewarded with the feeling of the basketball thumping off my left wrist as it was deflected out of bounds into the fence that separated the Fukuzaki's yard from their neighbors.


"Yes! Great block!" John Fukuzaki, the eldest son cheered as he raised his hand to me for a high-five.


I clapped John's hand with my own and smiled. It felt really good to be up and about again, really using my body without restrictions. Now a week since my little "incident", I was feeling just about normal. I'd stopped taking the painkillers that had been emblazoned with warning labels to not operate heavy machinery or drive a car. My head wound had healed to the point where merely turning my head rapidly in one direction or the other wouldn't cause me to wince as the skin was tugged. And free of the mind-fogging effects of my drugs, I actually forgot sometimes that I even had a head wound to protect.


"Hey! No fair helping out your boyfriend if you're not even on the court!" Mike complained in the direction of the barbecue island where Kim, Mr. Fukuzaki, John's wife Mary, and their son Samuel (Jesus) were hanging out while grilling dinner.


Looking anything but apologetic, Kim shrugged and replied, "You shouldn't have taken such an obvious shot."


Mike glowered at his sister before glancing over at me, complaining, "You're a bad influence on her, you know? I liked it better when she'd just stay quiet instead of talking back."


Mike's smirk belied any sense of actual annoyance, and as he returned to the top of the key he cracked at his sister, "Mind the kid, not the game."


Kim sighed and glanced at me for a moment. I'd noticed how her attention kept drifting over to the game, as "Jesus" was pretty well occupied in his toys. Plus, I could see the wistful expression on her face, the kind of look someone had when they wished they could join the game.


"How about next game we play 3-on-3?" I suggested. "We get Kim and you get your Dad."


Nick made a face. "Are you kidding me? Dad would kill us if anyone so much as touched her, let alone fouled her."


Mike added, "He hasn't let her play since she came home pregnant. Too dangerous."


"That's kind of my point," I replied. "C'mon, let her at least stand in the corner and shoot threes. You can have your dad guard her and then it's all on him."


"Yeah, right," Mike scoffed. "She knows we won't touch her and she'll just drive the lane for an uncontested layup."


"There's no fun in that, either. I get that she can't play 2-on-2, since there's no way to avoid contact," I agreed. "But 3-on-3? We could make it work. No contact, and at least she can participate."


Putting the ball on his hip, Mike looked thoughtful and exchanged a glance with his brothers. It was John, the eldest, who finally turned around and called out, "Hey Dad? What do you think about you and Kim joining us for 3-on-3?"


Mr. Fukuzaki had his back to us as he looked over the grill, but he turned and frowned at his son. "Kim? Playing?"


"Sure. You've kept her on lockdown for more than three months already." John didn't bother to explain any more. Despite having his back to us, we were all pretty sure their dad had heard every word of our little exchange.


At first, Mr. Fukuzaki glowered at me (with an expression quite similar to Mike's initial glower at Kim, actually). He knew I'd made the suggestion to let Kim play despite his standing orders that she not. Since I knew I wasn't exactly on his good side – and maybe it was too soon for me to start pushing his boundaries like this – I was prepared for him to shoot the idea down cold. But to everyone's surprise, after taking a deep breath he looked over at John's wife and said, "Mary, can you please watch the steaks?"


"Of course!" Mary replied and shot a glance at Kim with an almost giddy smile.


For her part, Kim was suddenly scrutinizing the patio tiles beneath her feet, biting her lip and not daring to hope for what she thought was about to happen.


But a moment later, Mr. Fukuzaki said calmly, "Go get dressed."


Though she kept her eyes downcast, there was no mistaking the way Kim's face lit up as a big smile split her face almost from ear to ear. "Yes, sir," she replied demurely, just managing to contain her delight. But before she dashed into the house, she glanced at me with a happy face that on its own almost made all the emotional turmoil I'd gone through to get her back worthwhile.


Watching his daughter go with such enthusiasm, Mr. Fukuzaki chuckled to himself before taking a deep breath and looking back at me. He didn't say anything. He didn't need to say anything. But before he went into the house to change himself, he inclined his head ever so slightly and gave me a little smile.





-- MONDAY, MAY 15, 2006, FINALS WEEK --



Spending Sunday with the Fukuzakis had done wonders for taking my mind off the past and letting me live in the present with hope for the future. Sasha and Adrienne had both encouraged me to go, and I was thankful for the break, but Monday was my turn to do something for them to take their minds off Elyse and Cameron.


Although Sasha had an afternoon Final and chose to spend the morning at the Tri-Delt house to focus on studying, I took Adrienne out on an impromptu wine tasting tour of Napa Valley wineries that included a picnic lunch on a blanket beneath a secluded, shady tree. Dessert was Adrienne's pussy on that very same blanket, and while "our way" of making love was usually pretty hot and heavy, that afternoon we were definitely more in a "soft and tender" kind of mood.


We returned in time for dinner, and afterwards a much refreshed Adrienne volunteered to stay home while I took my girlfriend out to go mini-golfing. Yes, I got my hole-in-one to win a free game. And yes, Sasha jumped into my arms squealing in delight as the bells and alarms went off around us. For a couple of hours, at least, we got to forget about our troubles and just enjoy being young. But only for a couple of hours, and then it was back home to study one last time.


For Sasha and me both, there was one more Final to go.





-- TUESDAY, MAY 16, 2006, FINALS WEEK --



I thrust forward a final time, closing my eyes and bowing my head as I grunted out my orgasm, feeling the delight of a quart of spunk flowing out of me and into Adrienne's suddenly spasming pussy. My pelvis pivoted forward with my knees as fulcrums such that my feet came off the bed, all of my weight and energy being put into that final deep thrust. And I kept my cock buried at full depth down the gorgeous supermodel's vaginal canal, straining with my back and leg muscles while I spat out glob after glob of boiling cum into the deepest recesses of the most desirable pussy in the world.


"Ohhhh ... migawwwddd..." Adrienne groaned in response while she pressed her right cheek into the pillow beneath her. She lay flat and face-down beneath me, her arms and knees both spread to the sides. A small puddle of drool darkened the sheets, and the quivering from her lower lip eventually expanded into a full shiver across her body as her orgasm rippled down to her toes and fingertips.


Like a light bulb going dim, I felt the energy of my climax fade from me, as did the tension in my shoulders and chest. Slowly, my fingers released their grip on the edge of the mattress where it met the headboard, and I relaxed my forearms from the strain of using them as the primary method of driving my entire body back and forth while pounding my cock into my lover's snatch from behind. I let my head fall all the way forward until my forehead was pressed against her right shoulder blade. And with a satisfied moan, I lowered the rest of my body down until my naked chest was pressed tight against her equally naked back.


"That one felt just about normal 'Big Ben'," Adrienne sighed in satisfaction. "You're getting your stamina back."


"Playing my way back into game shape," I mumbled while taking deep breaths. I extended my neck so that I could plant a tender kiss on her cheek.


She hummed happily and turned her face further so that our lips could meet. With my cock still snugly embedded inside her, I hooked my legs around the outsides of hers and drew them together beneath me. At the same time, I stretched my arms out to place my palms on the backs of her hands, interlacing our fingers together and drawing them toward her face.


"Mmm..." Adrienne hummed as she felt me giving her a full-body hug. "I wish I could feel like this forever."


"That WOULD be great, but unfortunately it's not gonna happen today. I've got one more Final this morning, the very last one."


Adrienne sighed and muttered, "And I've got to get to work, too."


"The go-go-go life of an in-demand supermodel."


"Yeah ... Always working. But you know what the bright side is now?"


"What's that?"


She turned her head and used her fingers to bring the back of my hand to her lips. "I get to see you again tonight."


"Absolutely."


"We'll celebrate the end of your academic career. Sasha's too."


I chuckled. "Absolutely."


"Gawd. Why the hell did I ever move away from you in the first place when I could have had this to look forward to every day of my life?"


"I have no fucking clue. But that's all in the past now. I'm here. You're here. And you and I are NEVER going to be apart again, right?"


Now Adrienne craned her head around enough to peck my lips again. "Never again, Tiger. Never again."





Feeling a gas bubble coming on, I sat up straight, tapped my chest twice, and then cut loose with a loud, "[BRAAAAAP]."


Adrienne giggled. Sasha rolled her eyes and commented, "Didn't we talk about this burping thing?"


Tapping my chest again to make sure I'd gotten it all out, I shrugged and replied, "When it's coming, it's coming. And it's not like I burped in your face."


"What happened to caring about how you come off in front of me and still trying to impress me?"


I waved a hand. "Ship has sailed on the burping. You should be glad that despite living with me for the last few months I still try to contain my farts until you're out of the room."


"Eww." Both Sasha AND Adrienne made faces this time, but both were also grinning moments later.


"If anything," I continued. "You should be appreciative. Burping after a meal is considered quite the compliment in many cultures."


"Yeah, not this one," Sasha commented dryly.


"Well then, I shall compliment you the old-fashioned way," I stated theatrically, with a rolling wave of my right hand and a short head bow. "Thank you very much for the waffles, my dear. They were delicious."


"You're most welcome," she replied with a smile and a head bow of her own.


I grinned. "Should I expect this treatment for the foreseeable future? One of you goes downstairs to make breakfast while the other stays with me for morning sex?"


The girls looked at each other, smirked, and turned back to face me. Adrienne adopted a wide-eyed innocent look and said, "I kinda like this rotation."


Sasha grinned and added, "I agree. Tomorrow morning YOU'RE making breakfast, and A.D. and I will stay in bed for sex. Good plan!" She raised her hand, and Adrienne clapped it in a high five.


"Hey!" I protested, but with a grin.


Adrienne shrugged. "You're pretty much healthy now. We're lifting Mom's moratorium on you defying death by being with five feet of an open flame, so no more excuses. Time for you to put those Project Ben skills back to work."


"Aww ... I was getting to like being waited on hand and foot."


Exactly why did I want to learn how to cook for myself again? Oh, yeah. Amber dared me to.



Stupid Amber.



"Well I'll continue waiting on you for today at least. I'll clean up the dishes," Adrienne offered. "You two had better get off to your last Final."


Sasha nodded at me and she turned around to get her roller bag. I started pushing back from the table as well, but I still had a final piece of waffle on my plate. I grabbed it, shoved it in my mouth, and stood up while simultaneously raising the strap of my messenger bag over my head and onto my opposite shoulder. "Shall we?" I asked Sasha with my mouth full.


It came out, "Shuhwee?"


With a chuckle, Sasha reached up to poke my full cheek, but I'd learned a little bit this year, and I kept my mouth sealed to prevent crumbs from dribbling down my shirt.


She grinned, pecked my lips, and nodded her head. "Let's go."





"Ace! Game! Set! Match! Boo-yah!" Dropping my Xbox 360 controller to the floor, I raised my arms in triumph.


"That's B.S. man," Bert sighed as he slumped in his seat. "I tried the safest return shot possible and didn't get a racquet on it? I think this game is rigged."


"Don't blame me. It's your game."


"We're switching controllers."


"What?"


"That's three matches in a row. We're switching controllers."


"And give up my lucky controller?" I snorted. "No way."


"Hellooo..." Paige drawled in annoyance from just a few feet away from us. "Somebody here still has Finals to study for. Two somebodies, Bert."


"Like YOU weren't goofing off thirty minutes ago," Bert cracked back.


"Yeah, well I've pretty much got my straight-A's in the bag." Paige smirked. "YOU on the other hand, need to actually do well on this test. It's your last one. Surely you can keep your focus long enough to survive just one more test."


"I DID focus for two hours already," Bert insisted. "I deserved a break."


"A break long enough to play three tennis matches in a row?"


He shrugged. "Final isn't until tomorrow morning anyway."


"Yeah, well it's starting to get pretty late," Paige muttered while looking up at the grandfather clock. "My tummy's grumbling, which means that you and I should be thinking about dinner and Ben should be getting ready for his hot date tonight."


"It's not a 'date'. Adrienne's just taking me and Sasha out to celebrate the end of our Finals."


"You, Sasha, and Adrienne ... having dinner at a nice restaurant ... and probably having sex together afterwards. Three people or not, how is that NOT a date?" Paige smirked and glanced over at Bert. "You want a ride to the BART station?"


"Ungh..." Bert clapped both hands over his eyes and sagged against the backrest. After rubbing his face a couple of times, he took a deep breath, sat up, and nodded. "Yeah, thanks. But this isn't over, Ben. I want a rematch tomorrow afternoon after MY Final."


I chuckled and waved at him. "Sure thing, dude. But I'm keeping MY controller. Gonna sharpie it with my name so you can't switch them up on me."


"You do that and you'll owe me fifty bucks to buy a new one."


I smirked and waved him on. He busied himself with putting his books into his backpack while I packed away the Xbox controllers beneath the TV. When I stood up, Paige was waiting to hug me, and I bent down so she could peck my lips. "See ya tomorrow, Red. Say 'hi' to the family for me, especially April."


"Sure thing," she replied with a grin before turning and heading for the hallway.


Bert fist bumped me and I gave him a serious look. "You'll do fine. One last test and it's all over. Well, the academics at least."


"Yeah, until August and then it's right back to the grind. Seriously, it's gonna feel weird attending classes without you."


"Relax. Isakova will be good to you."


"But not like she was good to you."


I smirked. "Maybe not, but you're still one of her favorite students. You'll be fine. Besides, you're getting ahead of yourself. Still have one more Final tomorrow morning."


"I know, I know. Last one..." He patted his pocket.


I glanced at Paige for a moment before leaning in so that she couldn't see or hear me, and I asked beneath my breath, "You decide when to do it?"


"Commencement, as I'm coming off stage," he muttered right back. "Xboxing de-stresses me from more than just academics."


I smirked and nodded, clapping him on the shoulder. "I'll see you tomorrow."


"Right. See you tomorrow." With a smile, Bert turned and headed out.


I followed my friends to the door, and Paige stopped one last time to give me another peck on the lips.


"You enjoy yourself tonight. I picked out the restaurant myself," she said brightly, a naughty twinkle in her eyes.


I frowned and growled in a warning tone, "Paige..."


"Relax. It's all good." She giggled and waved me off before waggling her eyebrows and adding in an ominous tone, "Trust me..."


Shaking my head, I waved my friends goodbye as they stepped off the porch and headed for Paige's car. I locked the door behind them, and was heading back down the hallway to return to the living room when my phone chimed to tell me I'd received a text message. I'd left the phone itself on the end table next to the sofa, so I retrieved it and flipped it open to read the message from Adrienne.


Chez Panisse. 7pm sharp.



I noted that the text had been sent to both me and Sasha. My girlfriend had spent the afternoon at the Tri-Delt house to hang out with her friends while I videogamed with Bert. Closing up my phone, I headed for the stairs to go get ready while wracking my brain for why Chez Panisse was setting off alarms in the back of my mind. I mean, of course I'd heard of the restaurant – everyone in Berkeley had – but the name was dredging up a very specific memory that I couldn't quite put my finger on. And three steps up the stairs, I finally remembered.


Valentine's Day. Freshman Year. It was the night I'd returned home expecting to take Adrienne out for a dinner at the expensive but highly-rated restaurant, only to find that she'd set me up on a date with Paige instead. It had been an incredible night during which Paige surrendered her virginity to me while Adrienne had gone out with Grace Choi. And the following morning I'd woken up to find Adrienne sitting on the couch apologizing for falling in love with someone else.


Although things had obviously worked out in the end, that night had been a turning point in my relationships with both girls. It wasn't a night I was particularly fond of, despite the incredible sex. And the thought of returning to the restaurant didn't particularly appeal until I thought about it a little more.


This was my second chance to have the dinner I'd planned with Adrienne. I'd never actually made it to the restaurant with her, and while a visit tonight would NOT be a romantic date to re-kindle our boyfriend/girlfriend relationship of freshman year, I didn't really mind the idea of FINALLY having the meal I'd originally wanted.


Having Sasha with us only made the idea sweeter. Bringing my NEW girlfriend to such a fine restaurant, especially when Sasha and I had been out on precious few formal "dates" as it was, did appeal to me. I especially liked the idea of the three of us sharing a romantic meal and then all three of us going up to my bedroom together. It wasn't about spending a special evening with Adrienne OR Paige anymore; my life had come to a point where there was room for more than just one special woman in it at the same time. There was some irony in the choice of restaurant, but it was a good choice, and I was glad Paige had thought to suggest it to Adrienne. And I figured there was no way in hell Adrienne would complicate THIS night with the involvement of a third woman.


Turned out, I was wrong.


Sasha came home, the two of us got dressed for a ritzy dinner, and we drove out in the Mustang before 7pm to meet Adrienne at Chez Panisse. When we arrived, we found that she'd already gotten a table.


But she wasn't alone.


Sitting beside Adrienne against the wall, chatting and giggling with a wine glass in her hand, was Amber.





"Oh ... my... fuck..." I grunted, straining at the edge of my control. Forcing myself to focus, it took all of my concentration to navigate Amber's black BMW 645ci convertible down the road without hitting either the cars parked on the curb or the oncoming traffic in the next lane. But despite my best efforts, I genuinely worried that we wouldn't make it home without incident, especially since the girl bobbing her head up and down on my prick picked up speed and tightened her lips while sucking even harder, her fingers scratching my balls as she attempted to coax out my load.


"C'mon, seriously! We're almost there!" I whined.


"Don't set him off just yet," Adrienne warned from the back seat. "He doesn't have his usual staying power and we need him to last as long as he can if we're gonna be fully satisfied tonight."


Sasha groaned around my cock and picked her head up. Wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, she looked into the backseat and continued to breathe heavily while watching the two gorgeous blondes continue to make out and paw at each other.


By now, Adrienne and Amber were practically half-naked. Though I'd done my best to concentrate on the road ahead of me, in simple fact the two of them were among the sexiest, most desirable females I'd ever met. Both were strong, aggressive, passionate women who simply exuded sex appeal through their pores. Both had stared at me like hungry predators smelling blood in the air, and I was only too familiar with the pleasures that could be had once they decided to wring every drop of sexual delight they could from my body. Listening to them attack each other in the back seat, stripping clothing, locking lips, and muttering words like "suck" and "juicy" and "nipples" had gotten me rock hard in my slacks. I could only imagine how much of a turn-on it would have been to watch them directly, instead of with fleeting glances in the rear-view mirror while hoping an oncoming car's headlights would provide enough illumination to see something. At least I could make an educated guess, given that Sasha had been watching and gotten turned-on enough to unzip my fly and start going to town on me.


Even after finding Amber at the Chez Panisse table with Adrienne, there was no way I could have expected the night to turn out this way. She was more or less a total stranger to Adrienne and Sasha, and the last time the four of us were together was three days ago on a sailboat as we put Elyse's and Cameron's bodies to rest. Not exactly the sort of factors that lent themselves to an orgiastic foursome.


But I hadn't factored in that Adrienne and Amber had already planned this evening, and had already spent the afternoon getting to know each other beyond the tragedy. The pair of blondes had bonded over the things they had in common, which included their fondness of me, and they'd apparently found their personalities and temperaments quite compatibly similar.


I also hadn't factored in the girls' highly-sexual natures, and that all three of them saw no problems with overcoming the emotions of personal tragedy through sexual healing.


And I certainly hadn't factored in plentiful alcohol. Adrienne and Amber had arrived early and were already a full bottle of wine down. Plenty more bottles followed after the first, and Sasha had been quick to join the party. Only I kept myself reserved, having a single glass upon arrival and then abstaining for the remainder of the evening with the knowledge that somebody would have to drive us home. In hindsight it was a very good thing I remained sober, because otherwise I wouldn't have been able to keep myself from fucking Amber that night. The last time I'd gotten drunk, I wound up sodomizing another man's girlfriend. And while Amber was technically a single woman, I knew her heart belonged to someone else.


As the only sober one of us at the end of the evening, I already knew we'd have to share one car. Now both Adrienne and Amber are 5'10", so we ended up in Amber's Beemer because Adrienne had the bright idea that the 645ci would have a slightly less-cramped back seat than the Mustang.


Not true. Turns out the Mustang's back seat is a tad bit bigger, but that's not the point. The point IS that Adrienne and Amber barely fit back there, at least until Amber climbed into Adrienne's lap behind the driver's seat while both women extended their legs behind the front passenger seat. The valet's jaw dropped when Amber turned her face and started making out with Adrienne right then and there, although she paused to glare at the poor guy and bark, "What the hell are YOU looking at?"


The valet stammered and averted his eyes, but couldn't help himself from looking back and gawking about three seconds later. Figuring I should get us moving before Amber got out of the car to bitch him out even further, I hustled Sasha into the front seat and drove off.


It wasn't a very long drive to get home, but it felt longer with all the audible thumping, moaning, and wet-smacking sounds coming from right behind my head. I also got an elbow or two against the back of my skull, and of course the driver's seat got jostled quite a bit. And then of course, Sasha got it into her head to unzip me and give me a blowjob for the final few blocks, so I found myself driving the razor's edge of getting home as fast as possible before I blew my nut without killing everyone inside, especially since I was the only one wearing a seatbelt.


I managed to park us safely, and the ladies were only too happy to get out of the cramped car and sprint into the house with their dresses rather hastily tugged back over exposed breasts and asses. I was the last one to leave the vehicle, actually, and as I locked up and turned to see Adrienne giggling as she excitedly shoved her key into the lock on the front door, I found myself deflating somewhat.


The LAST time I had dinner at Chez Panisse, I ended up having sex with another woman while Adrienne ALSO had sex with another woman, but the two of us weren't with each other. In hindsight, it hadn't been a very good night for our relationship, and even though I wasn't romantically involved with Adrienne anymore and even though my girlfriend was waiting for me, the déjà vu was putting quite the damper on my enthusiasm.


But the instant Sasha and I walked through the front door, I found Adrienne leaping into my arms. She's not a small woman, and I had to strain a bit to not drop her while she wrapped her legs around my waist and bent over to shove her tongue down my throat. And I wound up staggering over and planting her back against the wall where the Tri-Delt Charters used to be for support while I continued kissing her.


"Congratulations, Tiger," she finally gasped when we pulled our mouths apart, both of us panting for air. "You're finally gonna graduate."


"I was beginning to think you'd forgotten why we went to dinner in the first place."


She shook her head. "Nah. Just killing two birds with one stone. I knew I wanted to have a special celebration for you and Sasha, but Amber called me wanting to get together as well, and given the history between you two, I figured you wouldn't mind."


"Mind her being with us to celebrate? No. Dinner was fun, and it was really nice getting to talk to her without all of that ... sadness ... in the way. But if you were thinking of a foursome, I gotta tell you I don't think Amber and I can do that. Her heart belongs to David, and I don't wanna mess with that."


Adrienne grinned. "Don't worry; Amber told me the same thing. But even if you two don't hook up tonight, I don't think either of you would really mind watching each other, would you?"


I arched an eyebrow. "You're not scheming to set us up, are you? Like I can't see, and she can't see, and all of a sudden, 'Oops! Her pussy fell on my prick!'"


Adrienne laughed. "No, no. Nothing like that."


"You promise?"


Adrienne's eyes twinkled. "Trust me."


I groaned and promptly dropped her. Fortunately, she was expecting it and got her feet under herself in time.


Shaking my head wryly, I sighed and asked, "But were you sure Sasha wouldn't have a problem with Amber's presence?"


Adrienne rolled her eyes, grabbed my hand, and dragged me down the hallway. She stopped when we got to the living room archway, grabbed my cheek, and rotated it to face the nearest couch. Amber and Sasha were stretched atop it, arms wrapped around each other and sucking face. "Does that look like Sasha has a problem with Amber's presence?"


I chuckled and shook my head. "I suppose not."





I mentioned before about it being a good thing I was sober, because otherwise I wouldn't have been able to keep myself from fucking Amber. Thing is, even sober it was really, REALLY hard not to, because every time I felt my cock rise to full mast and my mushroom head began sniffing out fresh pussy, it felt like Amber's juicy wet snatch was within reach and oh so fucking tempting.


We started in the living room, with Adrienne bracing herself over the back of one couch and inviting me to just ram it into her from behind while we watched Sasha and Amber making out on the other couch. I pulled the shoulder straps of her dress down and filled my hands with those mouth-watering 36F melons, using them as hand-grips to really drive my hips forward while we watched my girlfriend peel Amber out of her dress and kneel on the floor to shove her face into the blonde's crotch.


Amber was the first one of us to climax, and she quickly divested Sasha of her clothing as well before laying the brunette across the couch beneath us and inviting Adrienne to bend over the backrest to suck at Sasha's boobs. In her heels, Adrienne was tall enough to do so without her feet leaving the floor, and I fucked her to her own orgasm, after which she reached back and gently pushed me away.


I took a break to catch my breath while Adrienne remained folded over the back of the couch, now molding her lips over Sasha's in wet, sloppy kisses. Meanwhile, Amber was kneeling on the floor returning the favor to Sasha with her face in the brunette's crotch, so when I circled around looking for somewhere to park my dick, it was Amber's juicy wet snatch that was most readily available.


But I couldn't do it. Couldn't even touch her, actually, because I knew that if I did so much as put my hand on Amber's naked back, I wouldn't be able to resist pinning her to the floor and slamming my dick as far as it would go inside her.


Fortunately, Sasha came to a quick climax with Adrienne and Amber working her from both ends, and she rolled off the couch to get to her feet and catch her breath. She was the only one fully naked at this point, since Amber still had on her bra and her heels while Adrienne was fully-dressed except for her panties dangling around an ankle. But the girls took care of that in quick order as Amber unsnapped her own bra before joining Sasha in stripping away Adrienne's clothing, until all three of them were as naked as the day they were born except for Amber's and Adrienne's shoes.


"Sasha, put your heels back on," I ordered in a deep, raspy voice.


My girlfriend glanced at the other two ladies for a moment before flashing me a grin, and she did as instructed while Adrienne and Amber sized each other up. The two of them had already made out and done quite a bit of petting in the car on the drive over here, but as yet they still had not had sex. And everyone in the room knew that little fact was about to change.


"Your room, Adrienne," I suggested with raised eyebrows. "You two can take the big bed while Sasha and I watch."


Grinning, Adrienne reached out with one hand and interlaced her fingers through Amber's. The slightly-older blonde from Stanford glanced back at me with a coy smile and raised her free hand to give me a teasing finger-wave as Adrienne led her across the living room, both sets of high heels making clacking sounds as they strutted on the hardwood floor.


"You've been fantasizing about that particular combination for a while, haven't you?" Sasha asked, elbowing me in the ribs.


I shrugged and replied, "I'd be lying if I said the thought didn't cross my mind almost immediately after Amber and I first hooked up. I'm sorry, I don't want to make you feel like--"


"Hey, don't worry about it. Same thought when through my head the first time I met Amber, only the thought was about ME and her."


I frowned. "But the first time you met Amber was ... at the hospital?"


Sasha shook her head and corrected, "At Lynne's pre-Thanksgiving party. I was quite horny that night, if you'll recall. And she's gorgeous."


"That she is," I said with a chuckle, remembering the sounds of Sasha having a threesome with Emily and Ricki in Lynne's bedroom, not to mention that being the night Sasha first seduced me. I interlaced my fingers through my girlfriend's and gave her hand a squeeze.


Sasha giggled and let me lead her into Adrienne's bedroom. The two blondes were already stretched across the bed, lying on their sides with their legs scissored together so that they could rub pussies while they made out. I tossed the daybed's pillows against the wall as a backrest before sitting against them. And Sasha was only too happy to straddle me reverse-cowgirl so we could both watch the show.


I wish I could explain how awesome Adrienne and Amber were together. Words can't describe it, really. I could try, but they'd only fall short. Maybe I could represent it as a visual: a 10-mile-away video of Berkeley, with a flash of light that fills the screen before fading away to reveal a glowing mushroom cloud rising into the air.


Maybe I could compare their coupling to the first time I saw Dawn and Adrienne make love to each other, in our clearing back at Morris Camp. But that was a different experience, the end-result of a lot of melodramatic angst after agonizing over having to choose between the two of them. It was also a union filled with love, a lot of raw emotions being shared between the three of us in a place that was almost sacred to us. And this was so much different.


This was lust: pure, unadulterated lust. Adrienne and Amber weren't making love because of me. They were FUCKING each other because they fucking wanted to FUCK. They took turns inflicting their sexual expertise on each other, Amber crowing about her medical training and Adrienne simply showing off the result of lots and LOTS of practice. There was no real emotion between them, just 100% passion. I groaned in erotic heat watching Amber gape her mouth open and moan ecstatically when Adrienne suckled on her neck while ramming a vibrator up Amber's snatch. I whimpered while Amber motorboated her face in Adrienne's massive melons. And I blew my load, my cock erupting into Sasha's tight cunt while she lay back against my chest and let me squeeze her big tits, at the sight of Adrienne and Amber screaming in mutual orgasm as they'd moved into a classic sixty-nine for their finale.


I lost count of how many times the girls came, including Sasha. All I really know is that it was a lot, because when they were done Adrienne rolled off of Amber and onto her back, gasping for oxygen while Amber looked like she'd passed out. Meanwhile, Sasha slumped bonelessly against my chest and pulled her fingers out of her crotch, pressing them between her lips so she could suck off the mingled juices from our mutual climax.


Adrienne was the first to recover when she realized I'd busted my nut inside of Sasha. She rolled off the bed, wordlessly knocked Sasha off of me and across the daybed, and nonchalantly stuck her tongue into my girlfriend's twat to hoover out the cumload.


Only after that was done did Adrienne turn and sit up beside me, sweat matting her hair across her forehead as she gasped and panted for breath with a silly grin spread across her face. Meanwhile, a groaning Sasha turned herself around and almost lazily slurped my cock back into her mouth, sucking at it like a pacifier.


Adrienne patted Sasha's head and grinned at me. "Congratulations, again. I realize there aren't a dozen Tri-Delts here with us, but I hope you don't mind celebrating the end of your academic career with just us."


"Wouldn't have it any other way," I sighed, shaking my head as I grinned right back. Gesturing to the dazed and naked blonde on the big bed, I added, "Having her here was surprise enough."


"You know Amber said she'd let you fuck her if you wanted," Adrienne commented. "She said she knew she shouldn't, but that celebrating this occasion with you is special. And maybe just this once wouldn't really count."


My cock suddenly jumped back to full hardness, enough that Sasha noticed and she giggled as she raised her head into a more upright position to bob up and down on my elongated shaft. But I took a deep breath and shook my head. "I can't, and she knows it. She's saving herself for him."


"But he doesn't want me," Amber muttered quietly, revealing that she wasn't unconscious, although her eyes were still closed. She was flat on her back, profiled to me left-to-right, and with a sigh she opened her eyes and also opened her legs, raising her knees into the air while letting her hands drift down to her crotch. "What's the point of saving myself if he won't take me back?"


"You don't know that yet," I stated firmly, although I hated myself for saying it.


"But I miss you, Ben," Amber replied, turning and staring at me with bleary eyes. Her left hand went up to cup her naked breast, and her right hand slid down to press her middle finger inside of herself. "I miss cock. I miss YOUR cock. I'm so drunk, and I'm so horny, and all those glorious orgasms Adrienne just gave me make me want your dick even MORE."


I inhaled sharply as Amber rotated on the bed, turning to face us and sliding her ass to the edge. She planted her stiletto heels on top of the mattress only inches away from her butt to either side, exposing her pink pussy to us and rather lewdly licking her fingers before pressing two of them into her canal. Her eyelids fluttered and she gasped at the penetration. And then she fixed that icy blue stare right at me as she whimpered, "Please, Ben. I need you."


My first instinct was to rip Sasha's head off my cock, leap onto the floor, and drive myself all the way into Amber's spread-open cunt. But I didn't. Instead I took a deep breath and sighed while replying, "You're drunk, and you're horny, and you're saying things you'll regret in the morning. Now maybe if I was drunk, too, I'd already be on top of you doing something we'd BOTH regret in the morning. But I'm not, and we won't."


Amber whimpered and added a third finger to her snatch.


Swallowing thickly, I gently cupped Sasha's cheek so that she'd look up at me, and gesturing with my eyes toward Amber I asked, "Can you? Please?"


Sasha grinned, pulled off my cock, and slid off the daybed. She took two steps over to the big bed before kneeling right between Amber's legs. The naked blonde shivered and pulled her fingers out of her snatch while the brunette brought her face only inches away from Amber's honey pot, but Sasha didn't close the gap. Instead, Sasha reached underneath the bed, retrieved an object from the already-open toy box Adrienne kept there, and abruptly shoved a thick dildo into Amber's cunt.


Amber screamed right around the same time Adrienne did. Even sober, the temptation to go over and fuck my ex-girlfriend was almost more than I could bear. So I slammed Adrienne flat on her back across the daybed when she wasn't expecting it, and a moment later slammed my cock nearly eight inches into her twat.


Ever since leaving the hospital and going through my recovery, I'd been a one-shot wonder when it came to sex. The combination of painkillers, antibiotics, lack of quality sleep, and general healing had sapped my staying power, but I'd been getting much better over the last few days. Still, I didn't expect to have three ejaculations tonight, not this soon after everything that had happened, but it turned out that I did. I suppose Amber's mere presence was motivation enough.


After pounding Adrienne to two climaxes, I pulled out and sprayed my second cumload all over her tits. After that, I slumped against the corner to watch Sasha enthusiastically lick it all up and snowball my semen back to Adrienne. Already pleased that I'd gotten off twice, I figured I was done for the night.


But just like before, the thought of porking Amber put some fresh lead into my pencil when she crawled over to me, put her face only inches away from mine, and whimpered, "Ben, please ... I need you deep inside me."


She didn't touch me. I didn't touch her. But her breath was hot on my cheeks and her lips got within millimeters of mine. Really, she was sexy enough that her mere proximity to me just about got me to give in. But just before we kissed, Sasha literally grabbed Amber by the shoulders and tossed the other girl onto the other bed while growling, "That's MY boyfriend, bitch!"


Sasha's face going from angry to giggly a split-second later removed any heat from her comment, but the words got through to Amber just the same. She curled into a little ball and started crying, and Adrienne went to her new friend with warm kisses and warmer words of comfort.


I caught my breath, realized just how close I'd come to losing control, and decided that the night was now over. But I've already told you I had three ejaculations tonight, and so far I've only told you about two.


See, after getting Amber calmed down and spending another minute whispering in her ear, Adrienne turned back to me with a silly smirk on her face.


"Hey, Tiger. I've got an idea."


"What's that?"


She giggled. "Trust me."





"Now Ben," Adrienne cooed. "She's ready..."


My hips had been undulating gently, sliding my cock in and out of Sasha's wet pussy from behind while we both lay on our sides, spooned together on the daybed and watching the action on the big bed. I pushed myself in to full depth and held myself there, and I leaned over my girlfriend's shoulder while she turned her face to meet my kiss. "You're such an awesome girlfriend, have I told you that lately?"


"No," Sasha replied with a giggle. "But I'm happy you said it now."


I pecked her again before slowly extracting my cock from her body. I slid off the daybed, took two steps, and climbed onto the big bed while Amber let her arms fall behind her and lay flat on her back, spreading herself open expectantly.


With glittering blue eyes, Amber stared dreamily at me. She smiled when I reached down to caress her cheek, and she turned her head to nip at my fingers playfully.


I parked my knees between Amber's legs. Fisting my cock, I aimed it at the moist pink hole before me. And after taking a deep breath to reassure myself this was what I wanted to do, I centered myself and started pushing.


Amber's eyes remained locked onto mine the whole time. She gasped as she felt the thick column of cock penetrate her pussy, and her eyelids fluttered while she moaned, "Ohhh, Bennn..." And then she reached up with her arms to wrap around the body lowering its weight down onto her chest.


Adrienne sighed as she braced her elbows on the mattress so that Amber didn't have to support BOTH our weights. Mashed between me and my ex-girlfriend, Adrienne moaned and forced herself to relax while my cock finished burrowing all the way down into her asshole. At the same time, my pelvic pressure pushed the fake phallus she wore strapped to her crotch deeper and deeper into Amber's pussy, until the two blondes' pelvic bones were pressed up against each other.


Slowly, I retracted. At the same time, Adrienne dug in with her knees to similarly retract her fake cock. And Amber kept her eyes locked onto mine as the three of us took up a slow sexual rhythm.


I wasn't fucking Amber, not technically. My cock was in Adrienne's ass and it was Adrienne actually fucking the other blonde. And yet I WAS fucking Amber, every thrust forward of my hips being felt on her end as the thick cock stretched out her vaginal canal. We both knew Adrienne's body was between us. Neither of us was so far gone as to forget something like THAT. And yet it wasn't all that difficult to discount Adrienne's presence, to momentarily think of her as irrelevant. Neither of us looked at her; we only had eyes for each other. And even with the knowledge that my dick wasn't actually touching Amber's pussy, I still felt like I was making love to HER.


Amber's hands rose up, slid beneath my armpits, and cupped my shoulders from behind. I let my own hands slide down, gripping her hips and tugging on them for leverage as I drove my dick back and forth.


She cooed, her lips parted as she softly panted and stared deep into my eyes. And I moaned, feeling the tight, lubricated constriction surrounding my shaft as I pushed forward again and again and again.


For a few moments, I almost could believe I was truly fucking her. For a few moments, I could imagine what life would be like if we ever got back together again. Our hearts had touched already once before, and we'd both been filled with such joy and contentment enough to realize that we could be very happy together for the rest of our lives.


Except that she had her David. And I had ... well ... whatever the future would bring.


Sasha. Adrienne. Kim. DJ.


Dawn...



I blinked, and when my eyes re-opened I found my tunnel vision pulling back. Instead of Amber's clear blue eyes and pretty face filling up my entire view, I now saw her entire head ... and the pillow behind it ... and the back of Adrienne's head with HER cheek pressed against the same pillow. I straightened my arms and saw Adrienne's naked back between me and Amber, and I glanced down to watch my cock plumbing in and out of my adoptive sister's anus like a pistoning oil derrick.


When I looked back up at Amber's face, she wasn't looking at me anymore. Her eyes were closed as she lost herself to the fantasy, mumbling over and over and over again, "Ben..."


"Ben..."


"Ben..."


I wanted to immerse myself in the sound of my name. As promising as this new relationship with Sasha was, some part of me longed for the familiar comfort of a previous love. It was why my "coma dream" had been filled with reunions from my past. The FUTURE was unknown. I had no idea what would become of me and my relationships tomorrow, let alone the next few days or months or years. I didn't yet know if Sasha and I were meant to last forever. But I already KNEW that if David indeed rejected Amber, that she and I could make each other very happy for the rest of our lives. Maybe I really DID have several "compatible souls" instead of a single soulmate, and if so I already KNEW Amber was one of them.


But then Amber's voice changed a little in pitch. "Fuck me..." she groaned, a deeper husk in her tone. "Fuck me ... Fill me ... Love me..." she added as her hips started thrusting back with more fervor.


Our rhythm got off a little. I was getting closer and closer to my own ejaculation as well, but the tempo of my thrusts into Adrienne's colon no longer matched Amber's thrusts onto her strap-on dick.


"Fuck me!" Amber whimpered. "Harder! Harder!"


Adrienne did her best to comply, driving her own pelvis down into Amber's body whether or not my cock was pushing her to do so. At one point, we almost became dislodged, but I let go of Amber's hips and grabbed onto Adrienne's instead, keeping my cock fully-lodged in her rectum as I focused on carving my shaft around her anal chute in a counterclockwise motion instead.


"Nnnghhh..." Adrienne moaned between us, her own pleasure catching up to her.


"Fuck me..." Amber groaned as she began thrashing beneath us. "Fuck MEEE ... Fuck me, David! Fuck me, David! Never stop loving meeee! DAAAAAVVIIIIIDDDD!!!"


Amber screamed out her soulmate's name as her entire body arched off the mattress. Her chest rose up as her head and shoulders rocked back. And it was all Adrienne could do to simply hang on for the ride.


"ADRIIIEEENNNEEE!" I howled right back, fully aware of whose body I was in while I rapidly rotated my hips like a coffee grinder within her ass, putting every last ounce of energy I had left into my legs. I raised my hands to palm her massive tits, squeezing them as handgrips until I felt the damn burst and my final load begin spraying down my lover's bowels. And with twitching hips and breathless gasps, I filled her up with every drop I could squirt out.


And then I fell.


Stacked like dominos, my chest slammed down onto Adrienne's back, the impact making her already wobbly arms and knees collapse. Her chest slammed down onto Amber's, flattening the other blonde beneath both of our heavy weights while all three of us went limp in the aftermath of incredible orgasm. And soon we were nothing left but a pile of naked, sweaty, satiated flesh.


In the end, Amber had screamed for her David.


In the end, I hadn't forgotten who I was with.


All was as it should be.





-- WEDNESDAY, MAY 17, 2006, FINALS WEEK --



For the record, yes, the girls stuck to the "rotation". In the morning, the girls kicked me out of my own bed to go make breakfast while all three of them stayed snuggled beneath the sheets of my Cal King for sex.


Stupid cooking lessons.


Stupid Amber.





Amber and I finally kissed, but it was just a goodbye peck as she walked out the door just before lunchtime. I knew we'd see each other again; Stanford didn't finish its academic year until early June. Of course, all that could change if David called her back, but while she said she couldn't promise that she wouldn't disappear to fly back to her hometown without telling me, she promised this wouldn't be the last time we met up. So it wasn't really "goodbye". It was really "see you later".


Adrienne had already left to go to work, so Sasha and I got together and made lunch before Bert and Paige arrived. Of course, "making lunch" included bending Sasha over the counter and fucking her from behind, but fortunately we'd finished with everything – and Sasha had swallowed my load to make sure there wouldn't be a mess – by the time they actually arrived.


Paige came over first, but she spent most of the meal staring into her notebook. Ten minutes later, Bert arrived feeling weary but content, as he'd finished HIS last Final, which meant that his road was now clear to work out the details of his marriage proposal.


So of course we played video games all afternoon while Paige went and took her Final.


Around three o'clock though, Bert decided to head home and take a nap as celebration for the end of his academic career before having dinner with his parents.


Meanwhile, Sasha went over to the bar, pulled out a few bottles of liquor, and decided, "You know what? This afternoon is the perfect time to have a drink."


I arched an eyebrow and asked, "And why is that?"


Sasha grinned. "Because it's 3pm on a Wednesday during Finals Week. A whole bunch of students all over this city are studying for boring exams, but between now and Graduation, WE have nothing better to do than get drunk, get laid, and enjoy ourselves."


Sounded great to me, especially since I'd had to remain sober last night.


So I loaded up "Wedding Crashers" on DVD, a relaxing comedy that wouldn't tax our brain cells, while Sasha mixed us a couple of cocktails to start the "getting drunk" process. We were in no hurry to get to the "getting laid" process; both of us knew that was an inevitability. Instead, we cuddled on the couch, fondled each other's bodies, and enjoyed both the drinks and the movie.


But about an hour into the movie, and about three cocktails down, the doorbell rang. Sasha and I frowned at each other, not expecting company. Adrienne had said she wouldn't be back until dinnertime, and Paige was supposed to head straight home after her exam. But I went to see who was at the door, and I was surprised to find Brooke and DJ standing on the front porch.


"Hey Ben," DJ began. She wore a familiar trucker hat and aviator sunglasses that hid most of her face, so it was hard to read her expression. "You got a minute?"


Taking a step back, I waved the girls into the house. "Something tellsh me thish ish gonna take more than a minute."


Brooke frowned and looked pointedly at the half-filled tumbler still in my left hand. "Are you drunk?"


Closing my left eye, I pinched my right index finger and thumb together in front of the right one. "Jusht a little."


Brooke winced and looked at DJ. "Maybe now isn't the best time."


"No, it's okay," DJ replied while keeping her gaze locked onto me. "We need to talk, and I don't want to put this off any longer. I've wanted to talk to you ever since you got out of the hospital, actually. But between Finals and working out your various relationships and dealing with Kim and everything, one or both of us has always been pretty busy."


I frowned, sensing the gravity of the situation as I stood up straight and tried to fight off the buzz clouding my brain. I wasn't that drunk, just in a playful mood, and if I just focused a bit I didn't need to lisp. "If it was important, Deej, I would have made time for you."


"I know, I know. But it wasn't anything that couldn't wait until now, and besides, I had a hard time focusing on anything but Finals until my last one that just finished like ten minutes ago. SOME of us can't just breeze through all our classes while barely studying." She poked me in the chest, hard enough to make me scowl and put my hand over the spot where she'd poked me.


I shrugged, replying, "Guilty as charged."


DJ smirked and shook her head at me. "Really though, the extra time has given me a little perspective and a chance to think about my feelings."


"Ah, so we're going to talk about 'feelings'. Do I need to go get a refill?" I asked, holding up my half-empty tumbler.


DJ removed her sunglasses, rolled her eyes, and led the way into the house. Brooke and I followed after, and the girls said 'hi' to Sasha.


"Sorry to interrupt," Brooke apologized.


"We just need to talk for a minute," I explained, gesturing with my free hand toward the stairs.


"Uh, sure," Sasha replied, looking surprised but not bothered.


DJ was already at the stairs, and she led the way up and into my bedroom.


I closed the door behind us and followed her over to the armchairs in my sitting area. I figured I was in for another melodramatically important conversation in this spot. I still had my one cocktail, so after sitting down I tilted it back and took a big swig, not enough to drain all of the remaining liquid but enough to put a good dent in it.


Sitting on the front edge of her chair with her legs crossed and her hands clasped together in her lap, DJ waited for me to set the tumbler down on the coffee table. Popping her eyebrows, she took a deep breath to collect herself and began, "I owe you an apology. I owe you a few apologies, actually, but I'm going to start with the first one."


I shrugged, still feeling a little drunk and not really in a mood for dealing with the past anymore. But even a little drunk I could tell this was important to DJ, so I gestured for her to continue.


"I want to apologize for my role in everything that led to you getting shot. I don't think it's egotistical for me to say that if Brooke and I weren't regular visitors to Carter's mansion in the hills, you wouldn't have had much reason to go there. Now I know the story about Amber calling you and asking you to find her friend, and I know that if you'd found out Elyse was there you'd have wound up in that place sooner or later anyway. But Amber only asked you to go because you'd already been there in recent weeks for US. It's because of us that you got drawn into that scene in the first place."


I shrugged again. "The two of you were just one reason out of many that I ended up there. But you can't blame yourselves for me getting shot."


"But I can still apologize for my part of it. I thought that place was no big deal. I thought it was just a rich guy's house with a fun vibe, free drinks, and free weed. To be frank, Carter's wasn't the first house Brooke and I have been to that was like that, and none of those turned out to be anything serious. I didn't recognize the seedy underbelly of what was going on there, had no idea people were doing crystal meth in the basement or anything, and when you first tried to warn me, I dismissed you out of hand. Even after you brought us home to meet Elyse, I let Lexi talk me into discounting your warnings. Brooke tried to tell me you had no reason to lie to us, that you were just being a protective big brother looking out for our best interest, but I didn't listen. I was too wrapped up in my own problems and my own insecurities to open my eyes and really listen to what you were trying to tell me. And for that, I'm sorry."


I sighed, REALLY not wanting to think about all that. After burying Cameron and Elyse at sea on Saturday, I'd truly done my best to just put it all behind me. "It's done. Everyone's dead. We move on."


DJ pursed her lips and gave me a sympathetic look, her bright blue eyes large and luminous as she looked at me with concern. I'm sure my face was pretty dour, because she got off her chair and sat herself sideways in my lap, wrapping her arms around my head and hugging it against her chest.


I couldn't help it; I looked down at her cleavage. DJ was wearing a spaghetti-strapped tank top with a plunging neckline that showed off the girls, and her position squished them up under my chin. I sighed and forced myself to not think about her boobs, and the end result was that I stopped pondering everything from Casa de Carter and instead thought only of her. "I'm fine," I said, leaning my head back so that I could look up at her face. "Really, I'm fine."


DJ gave me a strange look for a moment, and she abruptly tilted her head to the side like a bird. She stared at me and blinked a few times, clearly lost in thought. And after another moment, she leaned forward and almost experimentally tasted my lips.


I was surprised, but not shocked. Staring at her boobs for a moment had already put me in the right frame of mind for a kiss, and my alcoholic buzz had certainly kept me mellow, but I didn't kiss back. DJ pulled away almost as soon as she'd kissed me, and like that curious bird she began studying my face once more.


"Hmm..." she mused quietly.


I arched an eyebrow. "Penny for your thoughts?"


"I was wondering what kissing you would be like."


Now both eyebrows went up. "And what was it like?"


She sighed. "Like ... like always. You're Ben. You'll always be 'Ben'."


I blinked a few times, not understanding. "I'm trying to read your tone. You don't seem disappointed, but you're not happy, either."


DJ smirked. "Actually, I'm a little of both."


I frowned. "The 'happy' is cool. But 'disappointed'? What, that I didn't really return the kiss? Your ego expecting me to come crawling and groveling to try and win you back? To promise to leave Sasha and pick up where our old romance left off?"


She shook her head. "Our old romance left off with heartbreak and abortion. No, I'm not exactly in a mood to 'pick up where we left off'."


"You know what I mean."


"I do, I do." She sighed. "I guess ... The kiss was less about how you reacted and more about how -I- felt kissing you."


"And you said it was 'like always'."


"Like 'Family'."


"We ARE 'Family'. Always will be."


DJ sighed. "But that's where the 'disappointed' comes in. I've lost you. I've lost the 'you' that used to love me. As a wife. As a mother. As a partner for the rest of our lives. Now ... I'm the 'little sister' again."


"And that's a bad thing?"


"It's a step backwards."


"Deej--"


"I'm being silly, of course. It's obvious you've moved on. Sasha and you have been so sweet with each other lately."


I frowned. "This isn't about Sasha."


DJ shook her head. "It's not, and I didn't come up here to try and win you back or tell you to dump her or anything like that, honestly."


"Then what did you come up here for?"


"To ... talk..." She sighed with a resigned shrug. "To talk about feelings."


"And you're not sure how you feel about me right now?"


DJ snorted and looked away. "I haven't been sure about my feelings for you since I was fourteen and realized you and Dawn were having sex."


"Well I know how -I- feel about you."


DJ's head jerked back around to me. "You do?"


I nodded. "My feelings haven't changed: I still love you."


"Yeah, right."


"I mean it: I love you, the same as when we were engaged and expecting a baby."


"You're drunk and you're not thinking all that clearly about what you're saying."


"Maybe I'm a little drunk, but alcohol doesn't make people lie. If anything, it makes people tell the truth, and the truth is that I LOVE you."


"Stop messing with me."


"I'm serious. Look, our circumstances have changed: You're not pregnant, we're not together, and I'm starting a new relationship with Sasha. But my feelings for you have never changed. I love you, Dorothy Jean Evans. Always have. Always will."


"So what, if I wanted to marry you and have a family you would? Dump Sasha and walk down the aisle just like that?"


I shook my head. "No, of course not."


"Then how can you say your feelings for me haven't changed?"


"Because they haven't. The feelings I had for you before you got pregnant, the feelings I had for you while you were pregnant, and the feelings I have for you now are the same: I LOVE you."


"That's ridiculous. And that can only mean one of two things: that you love me as a wife and the mother of your child right now, or that even when I was pregnant and we were engaged you didn't love me any more than you did BEFORE I became pregnant."


I shook my head. "You're trying to measure my love for you like it's a volume of water in a graduated cylinder. It's not. Like I said: our circumstances have changed, and those circumstances impact the WAY I love you. But I'm trying to tell you that my feelings for you are the same as they've always been. You said it yourself: 'Like always'. You're DJ. I'm Ben. We're 'us'. And we always will be."


"That's bullshit. You think I forgot what life was like for me at the beginning of the year when we were just fuck-buddies. You think I forgot how worried and nervous I felt when you were still getting over Dawn and couldn't bring yourself to tell me where we were headed for our future. And you think I forgot how all of that changed on a dime when I got pregnant and you were suddenly SO committed to being with me for the rest of our lives. Don't you try to claim your love hasn't changed and has always been the same."


I slid my hands down to DJ's waist, and with gentle pressure I got her to slide off my lap and set her feet down on the floor. By sitting up and pushing forward, I got her to sit back down in her own chair. And I settled myself on the edge of my seat while bringing my palms together and gesturing with my hands as I asked, "Please hear me out. I'm going to explain this as best I can, and it might take a minute."


DJ frowned and shot me an annoyed look. But she sighed and popped her eyebrows expectantly, impatient for me to get on with it.


"This is something I realized when I was talking to Dawn," I began, and I caught DJ frowning as I brought her older sister's name into the conversation. "It was something I think we both realized when we talked that day before she drove back to camp. And it's that my love for HER hasn't changed, and will always be the same."


DJ's frown deepened. "Okay, telling me how you'll always love Dawn forever isn't exactly going to make me feel any better."


"Weren't you supposed to hear me out?" I raised both palms out to her and gestured with them for patience. Raising my eyebrows, I asked, "Well then tell me this: Is your love for Brooke ever going to change? I mean REALLY change? No matter where your lives take you, if you both get married, have kids, see other people, or even move clear across the country from each other, can you really see how much you love her, the depth of your love for her, the bond that's shared between you, ever truly changing? For better OR worse?"


"Well..." DJ put on a sideways frown as she thought about it. She'd put her hair into the familiar twin braided pigtails beneath that trucker hat, and she rather absentmindedly futzed around with the ends of the pigtail on her right. "I mean, I guess not."


"Best friend. Lover. Partner. Sister. Even soulmate. She's all of that to you and more, no matter what. Even if something BAD happens between you, something to make you HATE each other for a while, you believe you'll eventually figure it out and come right back to the same place again, don't you?"


DJ shrugged. "I guess so."


"And what if you got married and had a kid together?"


"We're not lesbians."


"For the sake of argument. Think about being married to Brooke for a minute. Would that necessarily mean you loved her any more than you already do now?"


DJ frowned, furrowed her eyebrows, and stared at me like my skin had turned neon orange. But I gave her an expectant look and she sighed and waggled her head while she thought about it. "I guess not. I mean, you'd think that being, quote, 'married', we'd feel differently about each other. But I can't really imagine loving her any differently than I already do. She's 'Brooke'. She'll always BE 'Brooke', whether as my wife or not."


I shrugged. "Same for me."


That 'my-skin-turned-neon-orange' look was back on her face. "So what are you saying? That whether or not you and I ever get married, we will always love each other in the same way?"


"No, no. The WAY we love each other WILL change, depending on our circumstances. If the circumstances are that we're just friends, we'll love each other in this way. If the circumstances are that we're married with kids, we'll love each other in a different way. But what I'm trying to say is that our core feelings for each other will always remain the same. Whether we are friendly or hate each other, whether we're intimate or not, we'll always be Family. And that means that when push comes to shove, I'll run through a brick wall for you and put everything on the line, just because you're you and that's what you mean to me."


DJ furrowed her eyebrows and studied me for a minute. "This is you saying that even if you and Dawn never get back together, you'll always be best friends and care about each other the same way as if you'd married and become the soulmate lovers we all thought you were gonna be."


I shrugged. "Kinda, yeah."


"And you're applying that same logic to me."


I nodded. "Pretty much, yeah."


DJ snorted and shook her head. "So even if you and I DID get married, I'd still be second-best to her."


I groaned and shook my head, "Gawd, NO."


"But you just said that married or not, your feelings for me wouldn't change. Not even by marrying you and bearing your children could I ever get to a level above Dawn."


"You're back to measuring love like it's water in a graduated cylinder. You can't compare the quantity of love. This is how it works: I love you, I love Dawn, and the two cannot be compared. They're different loves, and the WAY I love each of you can and will change depending on our circumstances. But I will always love you for you, DJ. And it's got absolutely nothing to do with the way I feel about your sisters. Or mine, for that matter. It's just between me and you."


"But my love for YOU changed," she argued. "When we broke up."


"Yes, the WAY you loved me changed. And the way -I- love YOU changed."


"Well that's all that really matters then!" DJ threw her hands up in frustration. "At the end of the day, your feelings for me aren't as relevant as HOW you feel for me – the WAY you love me. And that's what I lost when we broke up: you not treating me as a wife and mother and going back to treating me as 'just a friend'."


"You're absolutely right. Our circumstances changed: we broke up. But what I want you to feel reassured by is that I DO still LOVE you. You've been caught up in all this guilt that you somehow destroyed our relationship, that aborting our child was an unforgivable act that can never, ever be forgotten."


"It can't."


"I agree: it can't be forgotten. But it CAN be forgiven, and I already have. I didn't understand it at the time – Well that's not true, I DID understand it. I just didn't like it – but time and space have given me a better perspective on things. I'm not in such a hurry to settle down anymore. I'm not as scared of being alone anymore."


DJ snorted. "Because you found yourself a replacement baby, and a replacement baby mama."


I sighed. "Maybe Kim and our son has something to do with it, yes. But I've already told you I'm not marrying her. And Kim is not the point. We're here right now with the opportunity to talk about what happens to US from now on."


"What DOES happen? I go back to being Dawn's little sister? We forgive and forget we ever came within a hair's breadth of being married with kids? Life moves on and maybe the next time our families get together for Thanksgiving we find ourselves naked in a hot tub and revert to our old 'doesn't-count' ways of fucking each other?"


"While I can honestly say I wouldn't mind the 'doesn't-count' fucking part," I replied with a smirk while DJ rolled her eyes, "I think we both know it'll always 'count'. We'll never forget about coming so close to the 'married with kids' thing. But at the same time, I don't want you to think that you've ruined our relationship for all time. That's kind of where I was going with the whole 'the WAY we love each other changes but my core LOVE for you doesn't' bit."


"So what are you saying? That you and I could still get married down the road?"


"Sure. At least -I- think it's a possibility. Do you?"


DJ frowned. "Even after I killed our baby and broke your heart?"


I shrugged. "Even still."


"Even though you're currently dating a lovely young woman downstairs on the living room sofa?"


I smirked. "I think the possibility still exists, and even Sasha already knows that."


DJ's frown deepened, and she folded her arms over her chest and jutted her chin out while shaking her head slowly in disbelief.


"As for the other part," I continued, "I really think it's long past time that you stopped thinking of yourself as 'Dawn's little sister'. That's far too limiting a title to fit under, and you mean so much more to me than that."


DJ snorted. "Do I? That's not what it sounded like the last time I asked you why you loved me."


I sighed. "And I'm sorry for that. It wasn't my intention to make you feel that way. I did a piss poor job of explaining myself, but I'd like to think I've learned my lesson. Unfortunately, you're always going to face comparisons to her: that's the nature of actually being her little sister. But I, for one, won't do that to you anymore. You're DJ. And I love you for you."


She blinked, arched an eyebrow, and rather coldly asked, "So why DO you love me?"


I shook my head. "Nuh-uh. Not answering trap questions like that anymore. I'm done trying to prove through words that I love someone. Sometimes I felt that the entirety of our relationship was one big verbal 'proof' of trying to convince you I wasn't settling for 'Dawn's little sister' and convince you of being so much more to me than 'second-best'. I'm done with 'convincing'. I know how I feel about you, and I'll do my best to communicate how I feel about you. But whether you believe me or not is up to you."


"So DO you love me?"


"I do."


"Will you marry me?"


"Not right now I wouldn't." I shook my head and gestured toward the door. "Lovely young woman. Downstairs living room sofa."


"But if not for her?"


I shrugged. "Circumstances. Opportunity. Timing. Someday, maybe yeah. But you're just barely 20 years old. I'm not much older than 22. We've got some time to figure this stuff out, and you've got at least two more years of school. Let's take our time when it comes to worrying about the DJ-Ben romance. Maybe our circumstances will change. Maybe an opportunity to take things to the next level will present itself. Or maybe things won't, and we'll forever be 'Family' but ultimately end up in romantic relationships with other people. I honestly don't know what Destiny has in store for us, but one thing that never changes is how much I care about you. How if you ever need me, I'll be there. And how you honestly don't have to feel guilty over everything that's happened between us. I forgave you. I still love you. And I genuinely wish nothing but the best for you for the rest of your life."


DJ's eyebrows were furrowed, and she didn't say anything for a long while. Her eyes narrowed and she studied me while her right foot absentmindedly tapped on the floor and she tightened her arms over her chest. Her lips unpursed for a moment as she started to say something, but instead she remained silent and took a deep breath instead. And only after a several more long seconds of pondering did she finally speak.


"I want to believe you. I'm still trying to wrap my head around your whole 'our love stays the same even if the way we love each other changes with our circumstances' thing. But I want to believe you."


I shrugged. "Then believe me."


"I think I do. At least, I think this isn't so different from what happened between you and Adrienne: Ex-girlfriend, she broke your heart, but you've found this balance with each other as adoptive 'siblings'. I was there with you two at Morris Camp when I saw it change, dancing to 'A Moment Like This'. The WAY you love each other is different, but your core love for her is still the same."


I blinked, thought about that, and grinned goofily. "See, I should have STARTED with that example!"


DJ smirked, shook her head, and mimed me drinking from a tumbler. I laughed and shrugged, but she sighed and gave me a more serious look.


"The thing is," she began, "you and Adrienne are perfectly comfortable as 'siblings', and I think you two could very well love each other in this 'way' for the rest of your lives. But I'm not so sure I can do that. I still want to believe that I didn't irreparably damage our romantic relationship. I want to believe that the guy I've been in love with for as long as I've known what love is could still one day be mine. God help me, I love my sister and I know she will always mean so much to you. But I still hope with all my heart that your Destiny with each other is to be Best Friends the way Brooke and I are, which would mean that someday the 'way' you love me WILL change, and someday I'll get to be your wife."


I took a deep breath and shrugged. "Maybe you will."


"I want to believe that. And I think I do believe that. Because the one thing I'll always remember from our broken engagement is that you DID propose to me. Now I know that was surely influenced by me being pregnant and all, and in hindsight others might say that was a rash and ultimately wrong decision to make at the time. But I want you to know that I appreciate it. I tend to think that a person's first reaction is usually the true reaction, a reflection of a naked heart without second-guessing or over-rationalization. Yes, I second-guessed you a lot in the weeks after you proposed. Yes, I ultimately freaked out and ruined everything. But from the very first moment RIGHT when you found out I was pregnant, your naked heart committed to me. I'll never forget that part. You loved me like I always had dreamed of you loving me. They say be careful what you wish for, because you just might get it. Well I did and I wasn't ready for it. But I'm choosing to learn from that experience. And buster, YOU just might need to be ready for it. Because I think I'm gonna keep wishing, and maybe one day I'll get my wish once again."


I blinked a bit, trying to process everything she'd just said. In my silence, DJ bit her lip and looked nervous for a moment before her eyes hardened to steel. And she got up off her chair once again.


This time, she didn't sit sideways in my lap. This time, she didn't experimentally taste my lips. Instead, DJ straddled me, shoved her tits under my chin, and bent her face to ram her tongue down my throat, setting off a supervolcanic explosion of energy and passion that resonated through both of us.


It was over almost as soon as it started. By the time I got my vision back, she was already standing back on the floor beside me taking deep breaths for oxygen and giving me a goofy grin. The kiss had been "like always", but definitely a more exciting "always" than our previous kiss.


"I'll always love you, Ben," she sighed wistfully, still breathing hard.


"And I'll always love you, Dorothy Jean," I replied right back.


Taking a deep breath, she shrugged and said, "I know we both still have some growing up to do. But someday, I'll get to meet Future Ben and you'll get to meet Future DJ. Who knows? Maybe our future selves will see something in each other that brings us back to where we used to be: romantically in love, and on the path to marriage and family. Maybe they won't. Maybe you're right and it depends on circumstance, opportunity, and timing. Or maybe Destiny will find a way to make it work no matter what. I don't know, but I'm not afraid anymore. I'm not gonna dwell on our past failures anymore. I want to thank you: thank you for being so understanding, thank you for forgiving me, and thank you for always loving me the same. I'm going to try and think of myself as just 'DJ' when it comes to you and me, and to not constantly worry about you seeing me as 'Dawn's little sister'. Because for the first time in my life, I DO believe you when you say your love for me has nothing to do with her, and everything to do with ME."





DJ and I returned to the living room to find Brooke and Sasha deep in conversation. Brooke had a cocktail in her hand and she was using it to gesture rather emphatically while Sasha intently listened. But they broke off their conversation and both looked over at us when Sasha noticed our arrival.


"Everything alright?" Brooke asked with raised eyebrows.


DJ smiled. "Couldn't be better."


Brooke smirked. "Well we know you two didn't have sex, so clearly something could have been better."


DJ's eyes went wide. "Broo-ooke!" she complained while glancing at me nervously.


Brooke merely giggled, and Sasha smiled and shook her head. Brooke then said, "So we were thinking of sticking around for dinner."


DJ frowned. "We were?"


"Yes. We were," Brooke replied with an eye roll and a sigh. "Can't remember the last time we got a proper Project Ben meal."


I grinned. "You're welcome to join us."


"Great!" Brooke enthused, and she extended her right arm forward and up, dangled her fingers, and gestured rather dismissively with the back of her hand. "Go on then, Jeeves. Make us food."


I rolled my eyes and abruptly darted forward. Brooke was already squealing and flailing with her arms and legs before I even got to her, but I managed to dodge most of her attacks as I grabbed her waist, hoisted her face-down over my lap while I sat down on the couch, and proceeded to slap her ass three times in rapid-succession.


She laughed and squealed the whole time.


Three spanks done, I tossed her off me and got up, shaking my head wryly. "'Jeeves'..." I muttered derisively.


From the floor and rubbing her butt as she rolled onto her knees, Brooke chortled, "And yet he still meekly goes off to make dinner."


A moment later, Brooke was squealing in my lap as I gave her three more.





Brooke, DJ, Sasha, and Adrienne were neatly assembled around the dining table as I brought out the evening's meal. After I set down the large family-style platters, I sketched a short bow and stated proudly, "I actually made all three meals for this household today. Not bad for a guy who failed at boiling water less than a year ago, huh?"


Adrienne leaned forward, took a wide circular sniff over the platters, and turned to me with a beatific smile. "Well done. Now you have no excuse not to do the same thing tomorrow!"


I grinned and shook my head. "Nuh-uh. Rotation. It's your turn to make breakfast tomorrow morning while Sasha and I stay in bed and have sex."


Fortunately, Sasha joined me in grinning as she stuck her tongue out at Adrienne, complete with audible raspberry.


That set the tone for a wonderful dinner, as the four students were now all finished with our Final exams and Adrienne wasn't even a student to begin with. So we all relaxed and caught up on each other's lives, sharing the things we'd missed out on over the past semester and relishing the opportunity to be back in each other's company. Brooke and DJ talked about moving back into this house in the fall with Dawn, and that they'd already talked to Faye about becoming the fourth roommate. Adrienne, Sasha, and I discussed our plans for finding a place together once we figured out where I'd be working, and of course the place would have to have room for Kim and our son. And Brooke teased me and Adrienne about whether or not we'd gotten permission from Mom and Dad.


We reiterated that we were old enough to make our own decisions, but that yes, we'd informed the parental units of our plans.


After dinner, the girls stuck around as we moved into the living room. Brooke brought up Sasha's idea of it being the perfect time to get drunk and hang out, so I was tasked with mixing fresh cocktails for everyone.


After about an hour though, Adrienne wondered aloud why the girls weren't celebrating the end of Finals with their froshling friends, DJ explained, "Well not everyone is done with their Finals just yet. Most of us will be finished after tomorrow morning, though, and we wanted to ask you something about that."


Brooke swallowed her drink and piped up, "Would you mind if we had an End-of-the-Year barbecue here tomorrow for lunch?"


Sasha frowned. "Tomorrow? Tomorrow's Thursday. I'm sure some of your friends still have an exam on Friday."


"Just Joel and Tammy," DJ explained. "Everyone else will be done tomorrow morning. And on top of that, Meli, Beth, and Josh are flying home Friday morning, so rather than have them miss out entirely, we figured we'd just celebrate tomorrow. And this house does have a better setup for entertaining."


Sasha and I exchanged a look, and I shrugged. "Works for me. As long as you don't mind us old fogeys hanging around as well. Paige's last Final is tomorrow morning as well, and she and Bert were both coming over here for lunch to hang out."


"The more the merrier," Brooke chirped. "Well, sorta. It's really just our core clique coming by. Just ten of us. Not that big of a deal."


I shrugged. "Sure, sounds like fun."


"Cool." DJ smiled.


"So, now that that's out of the way," Brooke began with her trademark evil grin before downing the rest of her tumbler, gasping for air, and resuming her overly big smile. "Two out of the three things we came over here for are now complete."


"Two out of three?" Sasha inquired curiously.


"Yeah, what are you talking about?" DJ added with furrowed eyebrows.


"One, DJ had her little talk with Ben to put the past behind them and look to the future," Brooke explained. "Two, we got your okay to have the barbecue here tomorrow."


She paused, and impatiently, I bit first. "And three?"


Like the Grinch, Brooke's grin got impossibly bigger. She got off the couch, her legs just a bit wobbly for a moment as she drunkenly stood up, and she sashayed over to me before hopping into my lap with a knee to either side. I sat up straight and my heartbeat rapidly accelerated, for I recognized the naked lust in my little sister's eyes and was only too aware that Sasha was sitting right by my side. Brooke sealed her lips over mine, her tongue diving into the back of my throat while I practically tried to crawl away up the backrest. But she held firm on top of my shoulders and kept me pinned down while she finished carving her tongue around the entire perimeter of the inside of my mouth. And only when she was done did she back away and resume that trademark evil grin.


"And three," Brooke finished, "DJ and I need to get FUCKED."





"Oh! Ohhh! Right there! Right there! Fuuu-uuu-uuuck yeah!"


Holding my face just a fraction of an inch away from my little sister's pussy, I stiffened my tongue and starting vibrating my head left and right as I did 'that paint shaker thing' I knew she really loved. I used both hands to hold her thighs down and apart, but her heels were drumming against my back while I titillated her clitoris and sent her into orgasmic orbit.


"Fuck! Yeah! Oh, eat me big brother! I'm cumming! Fucking EAT me!"


I felt the gush of fluid run down across my chin as Brooke climaxed, and I immediately dropped my tongue to lap up her copious spending while mashing my upper lip against my little sister's love button to truly EAT her throughout her orgasm. I released my grip on her thighs and let her clamp them around my head like a Venus flytrap, and I re-gripped her legs from the other side and continued to munch her out with a fury while her entire pelvic area bucked and thrust at me spasmodically.


"Now fuck me! Fuck me, Ben! Fuck me NOW!"


Yanking down with my arms, I pried Brooke's legs open and quickly stood up on the floor. I kicked aside the cushion I'd been kneeling on and reached down to my little sister's waist, tugging it toward me so that her ass slid off the edge of the mattress. My throbbing erection was bobbing upright and almost hitting my belly, so I had a hard time getting the tip low enough to enter her. But curling her abs, Brooke reached down, grabbed my cock, and jammed it into her entrance. And when I dug in with my toes and slammed my whole body forward, she flung her arms over her head and flopped back across my bed while feeling her tight pussy get rammed full of incestuous brother-dick.


"Oh, shit!" Sasha groaned, her lower lip quivering as her eyes tightened, her abs clenched, and she started an orgasm of her own. Seated naked in one of my sitting area chairs with both legs thrown over the armrests, my girlfriend reached down with both hands and yanked DJ's head against her crotch. Moments later, she threw her head back and moaned to the ceiling, her mouth gaping open for just a brief moment before Adrienne covered it with a kiss while fondling Sasha's tits at the same time.


"Fuck. Me. Fuck. Me. Fuck. Me," Brooke chanted in rhythm with my aggressive thrusting. I'd thrown her legs over my shoulders and palmed her firm asscheeks while leaning forward and driving my hard dick into her at a forty-five degree angle.


"Oh. Shit! Oh. Shit! Oh. Shit!" Sasha groaned in rhythm with Brooke while turning her head to watch me and my little sister going at it. "I can't believe we're doing this. It is SO fuckin' naughty!"


I chuckled and threw her a grin. It certainly was naughty, and I couldn't believe we were doing this either. If you had told me at the beginning of the year that buttoned-up Sasha Serafian would be getting double-teamed by DJ and Adrienne and getting orgasm after orgasm while watching me fuck my little sister, I'd have said you were crazy. And yet here we were.


I'd wondered for a long time if Sasha would be able to handle the incestuous part of me. From the moment I began to seriously consider her as a girlfriend, I'd realized that the subject would eventually come up. Brooke was simply too important a part of my life, and sex too integral an aspect of our relationship, for the subject to NOT eventually arise. True, Brooke's extended absence after moving out of the house with DJ had taken away the urgency of any such discussion, but I'd always known I would eventually have to broach the subject.


Eventually...


But the girls hadn't waited for "eventually".


Adrienne had been the first to put out feelers for Sasha's opinion on the subject. My adoptive sister had recognized immediately upon her return how strongly my roommate felt for me, and how strongly I felt for my roommate. Over the course of the last couple of weeks, she'd subtly dropped a few comments here and there on the subject, beginning with Sasha's acceptance of the incestuous behavior displayed by the Holland sisters and the Schenke twins and eventually moving up to compliments of admiration for the physical beauty of someone like my sister Brooke.


Sasha was a smart cookie, and started to get an inkling of what Adrienne was getting at. When I'd gone upstairs with DJ and left her alone in the living room with Brooke, Sasha had come out and asked my little sister a few pointed questions about the nature of her relationship with me. After admitting that she wasn't sure about her feelings for the concept of male-female sibling incest, she said that the thought of ME and BROOKE having sex turned her on, and she got Brooke to confess a good portion of our sexual history together, a conversation that had still been going on when DJ and I finally came back downstairs.


That conversation eventually led to Brooke, Sasha, and Adrienne plotting tonight's encounter. We got drunk, Brooke announced her intention to get laid, and I wound up eating my little sister to a trio of orgasms while DJ did the same to Sasha.


But we were just getting started.


Having not had sex in a little while, Brooke's tunnel was very tight. Despite my aggressive thrusting, it took some time to stretch her out and I couldn't build up enough speed to get either of us off. Meanwhile, Sasha had two more climaxes watching us go at it, to the point where she pushed DJ's head away and whimpered that she needed a break.


So DJ came over to the bed and straddled Brooke's face while reaching down to play with my sister's tits. The busty blonde had removed her panties, but still wore a lacy baby blue bra, and I started fucking my sister harder while ogling DJ's wonderfully round and wonderfully huge swaying mammaries.


"Take it off," I grunted, my eyes fixed on the massive melons.


DJ giggled and crooked a finger. "That'll cost you a kiss-- MMPH!"


I didn't hesitate; I simply sealed my lips over hers and shoved my tongue into her mouth. DJ's hands went to my head, tilting it to the side while she tilted the other way so that we could deepen our liplock. And all the while I kept pummeling my sister beneath us.


Meanwhile, Adrienne took off her panties and replaced Sasha in the chair with her legs tossed over the armrests. My new girlfriend knelt where DJ had been and began eating out the blonde bombshell who had lately come to be one of her best friends.


Eventually, DJ broke our kiss and finally reached down to unclasp her bra. Once those hooters were free, I bent forward and buried my face in them while she held up her titflesh and rubbed her boobs against my cheeks for me. I groaned happily, sped up my thrusting, and after Brooke squealed an orgasm beneath me, her body relaxed and her pussy stretched out a little more, allowing me to speed up and really hammer my way into her.


"Fu-uck!" I grunted, pulling my face out of DJ's tits for a moment while I squeezed my eyes shut and focused on the pleasure. After three more thrusts, I grunted, "I'm gonna cum!"


"Cum inside her!" Sasha moaned out of the blue, having pulled her face out of Adrienne's crotch. "I wanna see you cum inside your sister!"


I wanted to FEEL myself cum inside my sister. Planting my hands a little wider on the bed, I clenched my abs and concentrated on pistoning in and out of her. Rapidly, I felt the build-up in my balls as they filled like water balloons beneath a faucet. And all at once, both balls exploded.


"AAARRGGGHH!" I growled and fired both barrels of incestuous sperm into Brooke's waiting womb. "Oh, FUCCCKKKK!!!"


Brooke screamed into DJ's cunt, her voice muffled by the pussy smothering her mouth. DJ squealed, squeezing her own nipples and throwing her head back as she came. And Sasha screamed in orgasm as well, furiously rubbing her clit while Adrienne nibbled on her neck and palmed both her breasts.


For some reason, I thought of Star Wars right then and there. Specifically, I thought of an Imperial AT-AT Walker, it's legs tied together by a tow cable, collapsing straight forward on its nose.


And then my face planted into the mattress next to Brooke's head.


With a groan, I rolled over onto my back. When I picked my head up, I found that Sasha had taken my spot kneeling between Brooke's legs, her brunette head wriggling as she sucked out the creampie.


Safe to say that Sasha would be able to handle my relationship with Brooke. One more happy thing from my coma dream to come true.


"I'm gonna suck your dick, Ben," DJ muttered from beside me. Kneeling atop the mattress, she took hold of my half-hard penis and stroked it with both hands. Giving me a pointed look, she informed me again, "I'm gonna suck your dick now."


And then she sucked my dick.


If you had told me about a month ago that DJ Evans would be sucking my dick, I would have told you ... You know what? Fuck it. Clearly I was terrible at predicting the future. Best to not expect ANYTHING and thus not be quite so surprised with the way things in my life turn out.


After a few minutes of DJ's warm, lavish oral attention, I found that I was getting some fresh lead into my pencil. But just when I started to think about rolling DJ onto her back and reintroducing my sperm to her fertile womb, she popped off me and gestured with her eyes. "Not yet. Your girlfriend needs to be fucked."


Indeed she did. Having slurped out all my spending from Brooke's cunt, Sasha had taken my little sister's place on the bed, although she'd slid a little higher up so that her head was supported by a pillow and her legs were on top of the mattress. As DJ moved out of the way, I rolled over atop the exotic brunette's lush body, pausing to suckle at both of her large breasts before climbing higher and sealing our lips together for a tender kiss.


My girlfriend spread her legs aside while holding onto my shoulders, her face radiant in its happiness and beauty as I nudged my newfound erection into her folds. "Make love to me, boyfriend," Sasha cooed.


So I did.





Having cum three times with Sasha, Adrienne, and Amber last night, I figured I had a pretty good chance of repeating the feat. The only question, really, was: In who?


Brooke had already gotten one injection, but she made it clear she wouldn't mind a second as she parked herself on all fours right beside us after I drove Sasha to her first dick-filled orgasm of the evening. So I pulled out of my girlfriend and stuck my cock back into my sister.


Adrienne then parked herself on all fours right beside Brooke, so after about three minutes of doggy-dicking my little sister, I slid over and pounded her.


Of course, Sasha turned herself onto all fours on the other side of Brooke, so I had to slide back over to my girlfriend and start rutting into her again, and ... well, you get the picture.


I fucked all three of them, eventually getting each one to climax on my cock. In the end, the answer to the question of "In who?" turned out to be none of them; I wound up spraying all over Sasha's tits. Adrienne and Brooke licked up every drop, feeding whatever they found directly into Sasha's mouth.


And DJ sucked me hard again.


But this time, DJ wasn't warming me up for someone else. DJ was warming me up for DJ.


I wound up sitting in an armchair, holding my ex-fiancée's waist in my hands while she straddled my legs and held my mushroom head at the entrance to her honeypot. Her eyes were closed in concentration, and her left hand held onto the backrest behind me while her right swabbed my cockhead through her already-creaming cleft. Behind her, the other three girls pawed and fondled each other on the bed, but I could tell all three of them were watching us intently.


Still with her eyes closed, DJ bit her lower lip and began to sink down. I'd thought that Brooke was tight after going without for a little while, but apparently the only things DJ had taken inside her since last having my cock were vibrators and dildos that didn't measure up to me, and it took a little while for her to get me fully imbedded. But once her ass was in my lap and her vaginal canal was stuffed as full of cock as I could go, she opened her eyes, let a few tears trickle out, and gave me a warm smile before wrapping her arms behind my head and kissing me like she'd never let go.


[bum-BUMP] [bum-BUMP]


"I can feel your heartbeat," I murmured quietly when she finally pulled her lips away to breathe.


Her eyes half-lidded, DJ shivered as she panted for breath with her nose still touching mine. "I feel so full," she muttered before giving me an experimental hip gyration.


"You feel so tight," I groaned right back as she carved my cock along the entire inner perimeter of her pussy walls.


Taking a deep breath, I steeled my nerves and murmured softly, "I have to ask: Are you protected?"


Only then did DJ's eyes fully open, and she pulled her face back just far enough to look me in the eyes. "Would you cum in me if I wasn't?"


My eyes sharpened, but I didn't hesitate before answering, "Yes. If that's what you wanted. In a heartbeat."


"Even after everything we've been through?"


"Because of everything we've been through. I proposed to you five months ago. I meant it, and I've never taken it back. As far as I'm concerned, you've already BEEN my wife and the mother-to-be of my child. We've already HAD that relationship, and while our circumstances have changed, well ... I've already told you I think we'd have had a wonderful marriage if we'd decided to go through with it back then, and it's NOT too late to change our minds."


"But Ben--"


I shushed her with a finger to her lips. "I'm not going to pressure you to have a baby with me right now, or to resume our old relationship. I just meant to say that if you did somehow become pregnant again, you already know I'd love you and our baby both."


DJ looked me dead in the eye and nodded. "I DO know." But after a sigh and a regretful shake of her head, she added, "But you've got a girlfriend. And I've got two more years of school."


"I didn't forget." I smiled and shrugged. "Circumstances. They are what they are."


"But if our circumstances were different?"


"Anything's possible."


DJ mused on that for a moment, and she kissed me again. Our lips were still fastened together when she started gyrating her hips again, and I had to pull away to moan at the pleasure she was causing in my prick.


"I love you, Ben. I'll always love you," she whimpered, her eyes closed again while she focused on her inner sensations.


"And I'll always love you. Lover. Sister. Friend."


"Mother?" she asked, momentarily stopping and opening her eyes to stare at me again.


I chuckled and smiled, but I didn't reply verbally. She already knew the answer to that. She nodded and started gyrating in my lap again.


"I AM on the pill, by the way," she commented, almost as an afterthought. "No, I haven't been with any other guys since you, but I always knew we'd eventually start doing this again and I wanted to be ready. I'm still too young to have a baby. I'm still not ready to have a responsibility like that, or to have my life settled down. But I always knew we'd start fucking again, because we're 'Family'. We'll always be 'Family'."


"Always," I agreed, pushing off my toes and holding onto the armrests to buck myself into her.


She started humping herself up and down as well. Eyes closed and gripping both hands on the top of the backrest, DJ moaned and started chanting, "Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck." Faster and faster she moved, and closer and closer to cumming I came. Once, just once, I found myself worrying a little bit about the possibility of her becoming pregnant again, birth control be damned. Not because I would regret such an act, but because I knew DJ honestly wanted to wait. Obviously, NOT pregnant would be ideal for both of us. But if it happened, it happened, and I knew we would be better prepared for it this time.


And maybe ... just maybe ... DJ and I would get a second chance.


So when DJ grabbed onto my neck for dear life, began screaming her orgasm, and started hopping up and down in my lap like a super-charged rabbit that REALLY needs to pee, I grabbed onto her waist, drove myself upwards as close to her womb as I could go...


... and I came.


Chapter 34: Graduation


-- THURSDAY, MAY 18, 2006, FINALS WEEK --



"Dead cow, dead chicken, or dead mystery meat?"


Using one hand to hold her empty paper plate, blonde Tammy Toth jutted her hip out to the side and put the other hand on it. Giving me a bemused look, she asked, "Haven't we done this before?"


I grinned and replied, "Yes we have." And without waiting for further response, I grabbed a grilled chicken breast with my pair of tongs and dropped it onto her plate.


Tammy grinned, got up on her tip-toes, and pecked my cheek. "Thanks, Ben." She also rubbed the fuzz on the top of my head while I rolled my eyes. Apparently Brooke had spread the word that doing so would bring everyone good luck. Not that anyone necessarily believed her, the froshlings just liked to have the excuse.


Bert stepped up next, proffered his plate, and ordered, "Dead cow with fried milk, please. And toast the buns while you're at it, my good man."


I rolled my eyes, Bert tried to rub my head, and I swatted at his offending arm with the tongs. He stepped back and smiled as I grabbed a slice of cheese and put it on top of the nearest hamburger patty. Then I tossed two bun-halves onto the grill to toast up as well.


"Me, too," Paige chirped from behind him. "Same deal, but make mine a double-double."


"Right-O," I replied while grabbing two more slices of cheese and another burger bun. Bert gave Paige crap about putting on pounds with the extra food, commenting that Everett must like his women chunky. Paige started lecturing the boy on talking to a woman about her post-baby weight. And I smiled while surveying the back yard.


The view before me looked perfectly normal: music pumped from Brooke's iPod into a couple of speakers on the patio, and people I'd known for years now occupied the patio furniture and lawn chairs. All in all, my classmates and the froshlings milled about for a typical End-of-the-Year barbecue, chatting happily and celebrating the (near) end of the school year. I'd really come full circle. After starting off the year in this very same barbecue fashion, I'd gotten DJ pregnant, gotten engaged, lost the pregnancy, lost the engagement, lost the froshlings entirely, gotten Kim pregnant, made a sex tape, lost Kim, gained a house-full of Tri-Delts, gained Sasha as a roommate, taken down Rutledge, lost the Tri-Delts, Adrienne had come back, Sasha had become my girlfriend, and now the froshlings were back.


Oh yeah, and I got shot in the head.


Again.


Just another year in my ordinary life, right?


It was a much smaller crowd than the early-September barbecue we'd hosted to kick off the new academic year. Instead of two dozen froshlings, there were only ten, plus Bert, Paige, and Sasha. Adrienne was in the City for work again. The food had recently finished cooking, and I was already almost done with the line, so I figured that in another minute I'd get to close the hood on the grill and take my own plate over to where my non-froshling friends were situated on a couch on the back porch.


But there were still two more mouths to feed: Meli and Lexi.


With a friendly smile, Meli held up her plate while tapping a finger on her lower lip, pretending to be lost in thought. "I seem to remember a requirement to kiss you in exchange for our food the last time we did this."


I smirked and shook my head. "No requirement. Maybe the head-rubbing thing Brooke keeps telling everyone to do, but I'd be happier if you didn't."


Lexi had already stepped around Meli and reached up to rub my melon. I rolled my eyes and let her do it before she stepped back with a smirk. "Dead chicken, please," Lexi requested.


"Dead mystery meat for me," Meli added before patting her belly. "And add in a dead cow, too. Gotta put some meat onto this stick figure."


I smirked. Meli could eat the entire cow and still look fit and slender; it was just in her genes. I served the girls their food, they both flashed me warm smiles, and the girls turned to rejoin their friends. Once they'd left, I loaded up my plate with one of everything, snagged a beer out of the cooler, and sauntered up onto the porch where it was nicely shaded.


With her back to me, and without even looking, Paige raised up her already-opened bottle in salute to me, and I clinked it before circling around her chair and taking the available seat next to Sasha. My gorgeous girlfriend opened her arm to me with a beaming smile and let me snuggle against her side for a moment before I grabbed my burger, sat back, and opened up MY arm so she could snuggle against my side instead.


Bert exchanged a look with Paige and shook his head. "If you'd told me a year ago that you two would become a couple, I never woulda believed it."


"C'mon, it's Ben," Paige snorted.


Bert chuckled. "Yeah, but you shoulda seen Sasha when we first met her. Acted like Ben and I were both covered in spiders whenever we so much as breathed on her."


Sasha and Paige both giggled at that, and Sasha pulled her legs up onto the cushion and tucked her feet beneath her butt while laying her head on my shoulder. "Yeah, well that was a different 'me' back then," she admitted. "And I couldn't be happier to see that version of me be replaced by this one."


"Ben's magic cock is what it is," Bert sighed. "Too bad most politicians, foreign AND domestic, are male. Otherwise with your ability to tame bitchiness, you might've had a good chance at creating World Peace."


Sasha kicked Bert in the shin. "Did you just call me a 'bitch'?"


Paige snickered, Bert hedged with "former bitch", and I wearily asked my friends to change the subject to something NOT related to my penis. Bert pretended to have great difficulty thinking of something, with Paige tossing out various random suggestions and Bert continually finding ways to relate the topics to my penis, but eventually they gave up and switched gears. Sasha mentioned Bert's continuing struggle to literally keep a lid on the jewelry box burning a hole in his pocket (well at least -I- hadn't spilled the beans), and all four of us went off on a new tangent.


Eventually, Bert and I got up to get second helpings of food and a round of beer for everyone. We returned to find that Brooke had taken my seat with DJ perched on the armrest to Sasha's other side. Instead of getting up, Brooke merely scooted aside to let me sit between her and Sasha. My girlfriend once again curled up beside me. And Paige made a couple of cracks about Bert's post-baby weight.


Brooke and DJ weren't the only ones to join us. While my little clique of four hadn't spent a whole lot of time with the froshlings, everyone still knew each other and nobody was shy about mingling a bit. Various others came by to hang out and talk shop with us, sometimes to discuss their future academic endeavors at the school and sometimes just to talk about whatever came to mind. Also, nearly all of them had been at Carter's house that fateful night May 6th and for most, today was the first time they'd seen me in person since then.


Some of them thanked me for opening their eyes to the dangerous situation they'd recklessly put themselves into. A couple of the others didn't really know WHAT to say to me and hung back to let their friends do the talking. But nobody wanted to talk about the subject for very long, and we all moved on to happier topics. And by the middle of the afternoon, all fourteen people in attendance wound up on that back porch in a large, amorphous "circle" occupying every available chair, couch, and flat-topped railing as three or four conversations went on at once.


The barbecue started to break up then. Beth Abelman was drunk and horny and trying to crawl into Josh Kohn's pants. Tammy Toth was drunk and horny and making innuendoes about crawling into MY pants. But Sasha's hands were already dangerously close to actually slipping into my pants while she was draped all over my side, and DJ told her blonde bimbo friend to cool it while the rest of the crowd started to clean up.


About thirty minutes later, half of the attendees were gone. Even Bert and Paige had left; Paige was driving back to Stanford and she'd given Bert a ride so he could spend the night with Lynne. The only ones remaining, besides me and Sasha of course, were Brooke, DJ, Faye, Meli, and Lexi. And that's when Meli and Lexi came over while giving me direct looks that told me they weren't just passing by.


"Hey Ben," Lexi began. Nervous, the beautiful green-eyed brunette looked like she didn't know what to do with her arms before sliding her hands up her thighs and hooking her thumbs into the front pockets of her Daisy Duke jean shorts.


Arching an eyebrow, I gave her a steady look and said, "Something tells me you're not about to say 'goodbye' as you head out."


Lexi blushed, briefly looked over at Sasha, and shook her head. "Do you have some time to talk with us?"


I chuckled, thinking of how many "talks" I'd already had in the last week alone. Since I'd done all the cooking, the froshlings had exempted me from all of the cleanup and I'd spent the last half-hour snuggled with Sasha on the couch. Removing my arm from around her waist, I stretched it into the air and sat up straight, turned to my girlfriend, and asked, "Do you mind me disappearing on you for just a minute?"


Sasha smiled and shook her head. "Not at all. Actually, the girls already asked me while you were at the grill if it would be okay to talk to you after the barbecue." She quickly leaned in to peck me on the lips, and she pulled back to stare at me with a little sizzle in her eyes, adding, "Take all the time that you need."


In hindsight, that little sizzle in Sasha's eyes should have tipped me off. But then, my cluelessness when not expecting these situations is already well-documented. I led the way upstairs to my bedroom with both Lexi and Meli in tow. Once through the door, without turning around I began saying, "If you want to apologize for what happened at Carter's, you should already know it's not your fault." Once I got to the sitting area, I started to turn around, adding, "Everything that happened was because I-- MMPH!"


My next words were cut off as Lexi's lips sealed over mine and her arms wrapped around my head. The taste of her tongue mixed with Corona Light invaded my mouth, and the sound of her inhaling sharply through her nose while pressing her face more firmly against mine filled my ears at the same time.


Just as suddenly as she'd kissed me, Lexi abruptly pulled away. I only had time to gawk at her in surprise and mutter, "Um ... okay..." before Meli jerked my head around. And for the second time in ten seconds a 19-year-old sophomore was cramming her tongue down my throat.


I was a little more ready to react when Meli let go of me and took a step back. Holding my hands up defensively to ward off any further attacks, I sputtered, "Girls, girls, hold up a minute."


Lexi shrugged and gave me an apologetic look. "You said we don't need to apologize, but we do. I do. Brooke and DJ would have listened to your warnings not to go there if I hadn't convinced them otherwise. They wouldn't have been at the party that night if it wasn't for me. YOU wouldn't have gone all overprotective-big-brother if not for them. And ultimately you wouldn't have been in a position to get shot."


I shook my head. "We're not getting into this again. Everyone who was in that house made their own conscious choices, and the only people responsible for those choices are themselves. That goes for me, too. You don't need to apologize because the fault for my actions lies with me. The person responsible for me getting shot is the guy who did the shooting, and he's dead now. I should be saying sorry to YOU, Lexi, for killing your boyfriend, and he's not the only one who wound up dead. Cameron, Elyse: I didn't save them either."


"And that's just the point," Lexi said as she slid up to me, ignored my warding arms, and wrapped hers around my waist. She pressed forward until I let her through, and she raised her arms up my back until she held me close in a firm hug, stating firmly, "DJ told me how down you've been about thinking you didn't save anyone. I want to remind you that you saved ME. I talked to Carter's girls after everything happened: Audrey, Rebecca, and Mary. They told me about getting sucked into his spiraling web of love, lies, and drug addiction. Some of them were scared to death about what they'd do with Carter gone; they're still addicted to the drugs and they're wondering who to turn to."


I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, feeling the White Knight instinct to think of something to help those other girls.


But Lexi slid her hands up to my cheeks to get my attention back, and when I opened my eyes she held my gaze on hers. "But you saved ME from that future. You've tried to apologize for killing my boyfriend, but let's not forget the fact that you did me a favor. You saved me from him. You saved me from myself and my own stupid decisions."


I sighed and glanced at Meli before bringing my attention back to Lexi. "By taking advantage of you, both of you. I had sex with both of you under false pretenses, and that's an unforgivable violation."


Meli snorted. "Do you have any idea how long I've been trying to get you to fuck me again? 'Unforgivable violation' my ass."


"Yes, your ass." I opened my eyes wide at the obviousness of it.


"Nothing to apologize for," Meli insisted. "You just got done two minutes ago saying that everyone in that house made their own conscious decisions, and the only ones responsible for those choices are themselves. I made my own choice, and I don't regret it. In fact, the only thing I DO regret about it is the reason you finally gave in and fucked me."


"And me," Lexi chimed in. "We both look back at that night and realize that you didn't really WANT to fuck either of us. Like you said, you had an ulterior motive: rescuing Cameron. And while that's noble and we don't harbor any bad feelings over your deception, we both felt a little cheated by what happened."


I blinked. "'Ulterior motive', 'deception, 'cheated' ... You're not exactly making me feel like I don't have something to apologize for."


Lexi giggled and tapped my nose with her finger. "Our only regret is that the three of us didn't have sex for sex's sake. You had another purpose in being there, but that other purpose doesn't exist anymore. Right here, in this room, it's just you, me, and Meli. No drugs. No Carter on the other side of a one-way mirror. We want to make love. We want to do it right. And your girlfriend has already given us permission."


I blinked, only NOW understanding the sizzle in Sasha's eyes. "Umm ... I see..." I drawled as that realization dawned on me.


Lexi and Meli exchanged mirthful glances. Meli slid up behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist while molding herself against my back. Lexi nuzzled my nose with the tip of hers, murmuring, "No putting on a show for the sake of a show. Just pleasure because we want to."


"No funky drugs messing with our feelings and giving us artificial highs, just the famous Big Ben magic I remember from when I was still in high school," Meli added.


"I always wanted to feel you fuck the shit out of me," Lexi breathed, rubbing her lips against mine with just the faintest of touches. "But you were so gentle and soft last time. I wanna feel you really POUND me."


"And finally, Mr. 'Ale ko'u kai'," Meli growled right into my ear, "You never actually made me swallow your cum!"


I'd been getting heated up while the two gorgeous sophomores rubbed themselves against me front and back, but Meli's last comment made me pause and recall the sequence of events that transpired in Carter's Showroom. I frowned, furrowed my forehead, and raced over my memory of the evening starting with my first explosion deep within Meli's bowels, my second all over Adrienne's face while fucking her tits, and my third into Lexi's womb.


That was it, and I realized she was right. "Huh..." I mused in surprise while Meli began kissing my neck.


At the same time, Lexi slid her hands into my shorts and circled a cool hand around my rapidly rising rod. "I shiver to think of what could have happened to me had I'd stayed with Carter, and I shiver with excitement to realize I'm here with you instead. You saved me, and I want to thank you for that."


"Lexi..." I sighed in one final, insincere protest.


Sliding down to her knees, Lexi took my shorts with her and breathed on my erection. She flicked her eyes up to mine, the emerald green irises crackling with electricity. "Let me thank you," she cooed.


And then she sucked me in.





Since Lexi and Meli were both roommates and occasional lovers, I would have thought they'd be more practiced at sharing a guy. But apparently that night in Carter's Showroom with Tiffin and Adrienne was their first time doing so, and tonight their inexperience showed.


Lexi started things off by bobbing her head back and forth on my shaft while Meli reached around to unbutton my shirt. But once my shirt was off, Meli grabbed my shoulders and rotated me around so that she could kiss me, apparently forgetting that my cock was in Lexi's mouth. So of course my dong got yanked away from Lexi as Meli turned me, much to Lexi's consternation. Meli apologized and Lexi stood up to kiss me as well, but then both girls tried to grab my cock at the same time and only wound up getting in each other's way until they finally agreed on sitting me in the chair and giving me a blowjob together.


Twelve days ago the pair managed to give me a dual blowjob, but that really was the two of them taking turns sucking on my knob while the other one stroked my shaft for the express purpose of getting me hard for Lexi. This afternoon they truly gave me a "dual" blowjob, licking their way up both sides of my shaft, kissing with my cockhead between their lips, and muttering instructions to each other about tickling my balls or licking a particular spot. But the eroticism of the moment kept getting interrupted when the girls would get crossed up, bump heads, or otherwise have to stop what they were doing to giggle at their own ineptitude. Still, it was a lot of fun and their laughter did wonders for easing the tension in the room.


After a while, the girls gave up and I told them I'd lay down on my bed and they could decide which end of me they wanted to sit on. The girls ro-sham-bo'd for it, and Meli hurriedly stripped her shorts and panties off before jumping onto the bed, straddling my waist, and attempting to shove herself down around my cock. She was still freaking tight, and she had a hard time fitting me into her narrow channel, but with Lexi reaching around to diddle her clit and Meli focusing on rocking her hips to take additional fractions of an inch inside with every thrust, we finally managed to get me fully imbedded inside her.


Once we were fully enjoined, Meli stopped and closed her eyes to savor the sensations. But I remembered the first time we'd ever done this, back when she was still a 17-year-old high school student, and with a naughty grin I sat up to help her remove the dark crop top she was wearing. Smiling, Meli let me lift the fabric up and over her head, but once the material was covering her face, I stopped my movement and instead left her shirt there to blind her, trap her arms, and generally leave her helpless to resist as I bent to swirl my tongue around her erect nipple.


"Mrf!" Meli squeaked into her shirt, and her whole torso wriggled when I stiffened my tongue and used it to tickle her nipple more than pleasure it. Meli started cursing me in pidgin slang while both Lexi and I laughed, and finally I helped Meli remove her shirt so that she could see once again.


"Jerk!" Meli spat while giving me a healthy shove to my chest, pushing me flat on my back again. She followed me partway, grabbing onto my shoulders and digging into the mattress with her knees so that she could fuck her body up and down on me a few times.


"Let me in," Lexi said, now naked herself as she climbed onto the bed beside us. Meli sat up straight, which gave Lexi room to swing a leg over my head and sit her crotch down on my face. I stared up right through the valley of the brunette's nice tits to see her staring down at me with a smile, and I reached up to grab onto those mounds while she slid her pussy onto my mouth so that I could eat her.


The three of us fucked like that for a good while, figuring out our rhythm. Lexi was the first to go off, double-teamed by my cunt-licking and Meli nibbling on her neck and palming her tits from behind. While Lexi took a break, Meli rode herself to her first climax as well, and then we all repositioned.


Lexi went flat on her back and Meli straddled her face, getting eaten out while she held onto the headboard for the ride. I entered Lexi missionary-style, drilling firmly and steadily while playing around with Meli's body in front of me, which included buzzing my fingers through her anal cleft.


After Meli came and dismounted her face, Lexi reminded me that she wanted to feel me POUND her. So I threw the green-eyed brunette's legs over my shoulders, grabbed onto her ass, and did just as she asked, laying down the lumber and folding her slender body in half until she screamed in cascading orgasms and passed out while I filled her pussy to the brim with scalding hot cum.


Meli and I left Lexi unconscious and leaking sperm on the bed while she sat me back in the chair and went down on me to prep for Round 2. My fingers buzzing through her butt crack reminded her of losing her anal cherry to me, and Meli wanted to try it again now that she knew for certain that it would fit. I knew that her previous experience and lack of nervousness should make it easier this second time around. But I also knew she would no longer be tripping on the high of crystal meth, so I made sure we were both well-lubed up and took my time easing my cock up the skinny Hawaiian babe's backdoor while she shivered and groaned feeling my entry.


Twelve days ago I never actually knocked Meli unconscious. Today I actually gave her the Assfuckxiation, and the girl screamed her pretty little head off while I growled animalistically and filled her bowels. When Meli went limp and I finished sperming her ass, Lexi started clapping from her position sitting up against the headboard. She insisted that the pounding I'd already given her hadn't been as hard or as violent as the one she'd just seen me give Meli, so now SHE wanted the Assfuckxiation as well. So that's how we wound up with the girls in a sixty-nine, Meli on the bottom with a close-up view of my cock ramming in and out of Lexi's rectal cavity and tasting the sweet nectar of no less than three of Lexi's orgasms dribbling out all over her face.


In the end, Lexi screamed HER pretty little head off and passed out, slumping onto her side as consciousness left her mind. In the coming days, she would complain quite loudly that she missed out on witnessing the grand finale, using that complaint to argue that she deserved an encore performance. I had to admit, as grand finales went this one turned out pretty spectacular.


Already brought to the brink of ejaculation by Lexi's anal muscles spasming around my rod for the fourth time, I was ready to blow when she abruptly went limp and fell over to the side. That was fine, since I'd never intended to bust my nut inside her ass. Meli had already told me many, many times what she wanted, and once Lexi was out of the way it was an easy matter for me to drag Meli's body toward me until her head hung off the edge of the bed, aim my prick at her gaping mouth, and ram my entire length down her throat.


Meli groaned at my invasion, her throat muscles vibrating around my shaft. I chuckled to myself, seeing the way her neck was obscenely dented out from the inside as if I'd given her an Adam's apple. And holding myself at full depth, I grunted one last time,


"Ale ko'u kai."





Eventually Lexi woke up, and the three of us took a playful shower together while Lexi extracted a promise out of me that this wouldn't be the last time we ever fucked, on account of her missing the grand finale and all. After cleaning up, we returned downstairs to find Sasha on the couch, watching TV.


Sasha greeted us with a knowing grin, and the girls politely said 'hello' and 'thanks' for letting them borrow her boyfriend. Lexi kissed me with a reminder that I'd made a promise, and the two of them departed.


Tired and satisfied, I slumped onto the couch beside Sasha while she gave me a smirk and asked, "Have a good time?"


I shrugged, smiled back, and replied, "Yeah, I did. Thank you for letting us do that. There was a lot of ... well, 'regret' isn't the right word ... but I don't think any of the three of us felt very good about ourselves for having sex at Carter's place under those circumstances. Getting a chance to do it right, to make this our lasting memory instead ... Well at least I know -I- feel better about it."


Sasha nodded. "I'm glad."


"Still, after last night with DJ, and after this thing just now with Lexi and Meli, I don't want you to get the idea that I'm going to constantly need to have sex with all these other girls."


Sasha chuckled and shook her head. "It's okay. You don't need to apologize."


"You sure? You're my girlfriend and I don't want you feeling left out. I mean, I'm pretty tired right now, but I'm sure I could manage for you..."


Sasha snorted, already recognizing the joke, and she replied on cue in a deadpan tone, "Take my breath away why don't you."


We shared a laugh and I reached forward to hug her. She cinched herself tight against me, and I sighed while burying my nose against her neck. But as I did so, a distinctly musky aroma filled my nostrils, and curious, I took a deeper sniff. Pulling back, I held my girlfriend at arm's length and arched an eyebrow at her. "Waitaminute. Did you... ?"


Sasha blushed and grinned. "What? You thought I'd just sit around down here twiddling my thumbs while you and the froshlings were fucking up a storm upstairs? I took Brooke, DJ, and Faye into the downstairs bedroom directly beneath you guys and we made our own racket together. You probably just couldn't hear us because you were otherwise occupied."


"You ... with..." I sputtered before shaking my head ruefully. "You realize that I've never even bagged Faye?"


Sasha's eyes sparkled. "Oh, you're missing out. She's really good with her little hands." My girlfriend held up her right hand and brought all five fingertips together for emphasis.


I barked a short laugh, and shaking my head I hugged her again. "You're amazing, you know that?"


"Sure, but it's still nice to hear you say it."


"I love you, Sasha."


She sighed rapturously, and hugged me even tighter. "I love you, too."





-- FRIDAY, MAY 19, 2006, FINALS WEEK --



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 bottle-blonde head bobbing up and down in my lap before my heavy eyelids closed themselves. I smiled, knowing that Andie would be looking up at me, and I was rewarded for giving her positive feedback by the sensation of her sliding my morning wood into her throat once again.


Just another morning in my ordinary life.


"Mmm..." Sasha moaned quietly in her sleep. I'd awoken in a typical position, cuddled up behind Sasha with my left arm wrapped around her. With my sexual arousal climbing with every passing second that Andie continued to fellate me, I began to fondle the naked breast I held in my palm. But all of a sudden, Sasha jolted awake, her entire body jerking upright in surprise, which simultaneously rolled me off of her.


We both looked down her body at the same time, somewhat surprised and somewhat not to find Adrienne between Sasha's legs, smirking as her tongue extended out and took a long lick up through Sasha's cleft. My girlfriend shuddered, moaned, and reached down to shove Adrienne's face a little harder against her crotch.


Meanwhile, I turned my attention to the mouth currently bobbing up and down my cock. Andie smiled around a mouthful of meat, and I reached down to caress my cutie's cheek for a job well done.


But my hand froze just an inch away. The morning fog was lifting from my brain, and only now did it hit me that although both Andie and I had certainly lost count of the number of times she'd woken me in this very fashion, she certainly hadn't done so since we'd broken up more than a week ago.


"Andie?!? What are you doing here?" I exclaimed, propping myself up on my elbows as I gawked down at her.


Without removing my dick from her mouth, my bottle-blonde cutie grinned and mumbled, "What duth it wook wike I'b doeeg?"


I rolled my eyes and sat up a little straighter, giving her an expectant look. But I made no move to stop her from what she was doing.


Finally, Andie popped off my prick and took it in her right hand, jacking the shaft while smiling up at me. "Surprise!"


"Yes, I'm surprised." Arching an eyebrow, I added, "Did you change your mind or something about breaking up?"


She shook her head. "As tempting as it would be to rejoin your harem, no. We both know it's best for me to move on. But today's a special day, one I wouldn't miss for the world."


I frowned. "Special day? What are you talking about?"


Adrienne now picked her face up out of Sasha's crotch, grinning like an idiot. "This is gonna be SO much fun."


My eyes went wide and I gave Adrienne a look of disbelief. "You're in on this, too?"


"Once a Tri-Delt, always a Tri-Delt," she replied with a smirk.


I blinked and looked back and forth between the two blondes. "Okay, somebody better explain to me what the HELL is going on!"


Adrienne grinned and nudged Andie. My little cutie beamed up at me, licked my mushroom head like a lollipop, and chirped happily, "Trust me."





BERT



"Ben's gonna kill me when I tell him."


From the driver's seat, Paige killed the engine and glanced up at me. "Why would he do that?"


"Well he's not gonna kill me. He's just gonna give me flack about it – make some sophomoric comment about premature ejaculation or something."


Paige giggled and shook her head. "So what? All that matters is that Lynne said 'yes'. Nobody's gonna care that you didn't wait until Graduation. And we both know that sophomoric comments aside, Ben's going to be super-happy for the both of you."


I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. "I know, I know. I just kinda feel bad for the guy. I mean, in so many ways he's got this incredible life that goes beyond anything I could have ever imagined. And yet at the same time, he's been through a lot since I've known him. First with Adrienne breaking up with him, the Cadence thing with rubbing it in his face, and then Dawn cheating and leaving town. This year was the whole mess with DJ and the abortion, and finally Kim and her father and all that. The guy's gotten his front teeth kicked in more times than anybody deserves, and all that has happened in the last three years alone. He's been through hell, and as much as I love Lynne and know for certain that she and Ben are nothing more than good friends, I still feel like I'm adding to his misery by taking her away from him."


Paige shook her head. "You're right: Ben and Lynne are just good friends. You're not taking her away from him. If anything, you're taking another step to ensuring that both of you will be a part of his life for a long time to come."


"I know, I know."


"Do you?"


I shrugged and replied, "Yeah."


Paige studied my eyes for a moment. "Nuh-uh. There's a little bit more than that. You're still not sure Ben's completely over Lynne."


"What are you talking about? They dated for like a month, and that was almost a year ago. He's hooked up with Sasha now, and Adrienne's back, and--"


"But you're still not sure," Paige cut me off.


I took a deep breath and sighed. "I guess I just want to see it in his eyes when I tell him. Even though he's one of my best friends in the whole world, I'm still a little scared of him."


"Scared of him?"


"I love Lynne, and I know she loves me. But the fact remains that Ben and Lynne are exes. C'mon, you know what that feels like. There will always be a bond between you and him, and even though she's already accepted my proposal, some part of me is always gonna worry just a little bit that he could work his Big Ben magic on her and steal her heart right back, you know?"


Paige stared out the windshield for a moment, lost in her thoughts as she mused over that. "I know," she replied quietly, her eyes still unfocused. But a second later she looked back at me and shook her head. "But I honestly think you don't have to worry about that. For one thing, -I- can certainly tell when Ben looks at an ex-girlfriend as just a friend, and that's the way he looks at Lynne. Beside, she could have had him, remember? But she gave him up and chose you. She agreed to marry you. At the end of the day, that's all that matters."


I took a deep breath and nodded. "I know, I know. Still, it'd be nice for ME to see it in his eyes when I tell him. I mean, he genuinely looked happy for me when I told him I was going to propose, and I didn't see any signs of jealousy in his eyes. But telling him she actually accepted is going to be a little different, you know?"


"Sure."


I sighed. "Still, I wish I was with her right now. Feels kinda wrong to be on this side of the Bay the day after we got engaged."


Paige shrugged. "Lynne's in class, and it's our last day on this campus before your graduation tomorrow. We agreed to come hang out with our friends, and that's what we're here to do, alright?" With that, she opened the driver's door and got out.


I nodded and opened my own door. Moments later, Paige and I walked up onto the front porch and I reached out and rang the doorbell.


Fifteen seconds later, the door swung inward. But instead of Ben or Sasha or even Adrienne greeting us, a familiar Italian brunette stood in the doorway, wearing a sheer lace bra that showed off her D-cup breasts with nearly-transparent matching panties that made it evident she was shaven bare beneath.


"Hey, Bert! Hey, Paige!" Jamie Miano greeted buoyantly, hopping to attention and standing perkily erect, a motion that made her round jugs jiggle enticingly.


I gawked at her boobs for a moment before dragging my gaze up to her face. Paige reacted a little more quickly than me, replying, "Hi, Jamie. Good to see you again."


Just then, two girls ran screaming past the end of the hall so fast that I couldn't identify either of them. Though they moved out of sight, I could hear their thumping footsteps as they scrambled up the stairs.


"Umm, that looks new," Paige commented as she stepped into the foyer and moved over to the wall. A familiar letter-sized frame was mounted at eye-level with a computer-printed notice held behind the glass. So I stepped up alongside Paige to read it.


ATTENTION! This house has been re-designated "Tri-Delt West". For the date of Friday, May 19, 2006 only, all sisters of the Delta Delta Delta Sorority that pass beyond this point are subject to seizure and sexual submission by Sorority Cock Ben and/or Sasha Serafian (preferably "and"). Also, Tri-Delt West has been designated a "Lingerie-only" zone for the entirety of this period. Sisters are required to remove all outerwear within the premises. Strict Laws will be enforced by the Sorority. Enter at your own risk.



Peyton Kent, President, Pi Chapter, Delta Delta Delta



Just then, a third girl went giggling past the end of the hallway, her thumping footsteps audible as she raced up the stairs. Immediately behind her, Ben was fully naked as he ran after her, growling fake monster noises and laughing as he too thumped his way up the stair treads. And finally, a fully-naked Sasha chased after them as well.


With a sigh, I turned to look at Paige. "You remember what I said about feeling bad for the guy? Please forget I ever said that. I take it back."


Paige giggled and replied with a shrug, "It looks like Ben and Sasha won't be hanging out with us today."


I nodded. "How about we go meet up with Gwen and Robin? Spend the day with them?"


"What about telling Ben about your engagement?"


I waved her off. "He can wait until the next time I see him."


"Can you wait? To read the look in his eyes when you tell him?"


I snorted. "Not so worried anymore. Ben gets all that." I waved down the hallway and stopped to slowly gesture up and down Jamie's fantastic, semi-clad body. "And all this. The least he can do is let me have one Lynne Arian, don't you think?"


Paige giggled. "Sure."


"Aww, you sure you two don't want to stick around?" Jamie pouted before giving me doe eyes, puckering her lips, and folding her arms beneath her breasts so that they were both squished together and lifted forward. She wrapped an arm around Paige's waist, tugging the petite redhead against her side with a grin before giving me an inviting smile. "You two might have some fun with us, hmm? I still remember how yummy your cum tasted, Bert."


I reached into my shirt and pulled out the silver chain I wore around my neck. Pinching my wedding ring between my thumb and forefinger, I showed it to Jamie and explained, "Just got engaged last night."


"Ohmigawd! Really?!? Congratulations!" Jamie squealed, let go of Paige, and launched herself at me, wrapping her arms around my head and inadvertently crushing my face into her cleavage.


I patted her back politely and escaped from her grip as soon as I could. With a glance at Paige, I muttered, "We should probably get going before I get tempted into cheating on my very first day as a fiancé."


Paige zoned out for a moment, ogling Jamie's cleavage. "Well ... maybe we could stick around for just a little while..."


I sighed and groaned, "Paige..."


She rolled her eyes and pouted. "Oh, poo."


Jamie's eyes sparkled. "Another time, perhaps. You're still a Junior, right, Paige?"


The redhead grinned, nodded, and stepped back. The two of us turned and walked out the door with parting 'goodbye' waves, but just as Jamie started to close the door, Adrienne ran up behind her, dressed in full costume as the Angelina Jolie dominatrix from Mr. and Mrs. Smith, complete with riding crop. Seeing us, she paused to chirp, "Hey guys. Excuse me, but I kinda need this right now."


I frowned. "Need what?"


Adrienne hooked an arm around Jamie's waist and bodily lifted the other girl off her feet. "This."


And the door slammed shut.





BEN



"Ohh ... my ... gawwwwnngghh..." Ever so slowly, Jocelyn Canilao's naked body slumped forward as all the tension in her muscles relaxed and she lowered her forehead down onto my mattress. The tightness in her shoulders slackened. Her upper body collapsed first onto her elbows before they too gave way. And her arms spread out to the sides as I gently lowered her down with my palms on her tits as handholds.


Only once Jocelyn was lying comfortably in post-orgasmic bliss did I finally extract my rock-hard erection from her sodden cunt. Sliding myself backwards, I turned and sat down on the edge of the bed with my heels perched on the frame and my arms planted behind me for support. Breathing heavily, I stared down at my traitorous cock, still hard after all this time. And with a grimace of pain, I looked over at Adrienne and said, "You know how the commercials say that if you have an erection lasting more than four hours you should see a doctor?"


Adrienne stopped her thrusting movements and shrugged. "Yeah, so?"


"Well it's getting close to 5 o'clock. That means I've had an erection for more than EIGHT hours," I groaned.


"It's not the same erection," Adrienne reasoned. "You get up, you go down, and we get you back up again."


I shook my head ruefully at my almost painfully hard prick. "Even dosed, it shouldn't still be coming up after everything we've done today."


"That's because I dosed you again at lunch."


My eyeballs popped. "Excuse me?"


Adrienne shrugged. "What? You can handle it."


I rolled my eyes and groaned again. "You remember me complaining about that kicked-in-the-balls-by-a-Pamplona-bull feeling I get the day after you guys dose me? Well I've had that feeling for two hours already."


"Stop whining and man up."


I rolled my eyes. "I still think I need a break."


"We've already taken lots of breaks: for breakfast, for lunch ... around two o'clock to rehydrate and watch The Notebook while you took a nap..."


"I'm still the only male here trying to service more than a dozen girls."


"Which is why I'm helping you out!" Adrienne pulled her strap-on dong halfway out of Whitney Arvidsson's saturated snatch and pointed at it.


"Mmm, and you do a great job, A.D.," Whitney moaned, thrusting herself back to re-impale her cunt on Adrienne's fake dick. "But it's still not Big Ben."


Nora Cavaday dropped her head down from Whitney's crotch in their sixty-nine position, her upside-down face shiny with girlcum as she looked over at me. "Nothing's ever been able to measure up to Big Ben."


"Oh, I don't know about that..." Adrienne drawled with an evil grin.


I knew that look and growled warningly, "Adrienne ... What are you up to?"


She beamed back at me. "Do I even have to say it?"


I rolled my eyes, already hearing her 'Trust Me' reverberating inside my skull. I sighed and shook my head.


"I was planning on saving my surprise for after dinner. But you're right: maybe you DO need a break a little earlier than I would have thought," Adrienne said with a shrug.


"A little 'earlier'? I've already cum twelve times today after more than eight hours of fucking."


"Not continuously," she rationalized.


I groaned and dropped flat on my back, my traitorous cock still hard and angling upward.


"Tell you what, just one more cum and I promise we won't try to get you hard again right away," Adrienne offered. "Then we'll get the girls all assembled downstairs so I can show everyone my surprise."


I sighed, figuring it was the best deal I was going to get. Yeah, I'd let the girls pretty much walk all over me and use me as a cum-spurting hose for the entire day, but I'd be lying if I said I didn't enjoy it. So with a rueful smile, I extended both arms toward her and gestured with my fingers, saying, "Bring it on."


Misa Ng suddenly landed like a frog beside me, her knees splayed out to the sides which opened up her already well-fucked pussy. "Ooh, goodie!" she chirped happily.


I groaned. One more. Surely I could manage one more, right?


But of all the girls – when I was this exhausted – why did it have to be Miss Tasmanian Devil herself for lucky thirteen?





True to her word, Adrienne didn't try to get me hard again after I squeezed out perhaps a teaspoon of cum into Misa's tight cunt. Thank goodness, because I was sore. Every step down the stairs hurt my balls, and I winced for the entire journey to the living room. Sasha fetched me an ice pack from the freezer, and I sighed in blissful relief when I sat down on the couch and pressed it to my crotch.


Tri-Delts filled the room around me. Andie snuggled up against my left side while her little sister Kirstie sat beside her. Jamie cuddled up to my right side, and Jocelyn perched on the armrest beside her. Whitney, Nora, Misa, and Tonya Brackett squeezed onto the other couch. Jayden and Jordyn Schenke, Lakhi Sharma, and Misty Madsen (yes, THAT Misty) took chairs at the dining table.


None of the girls wore very much clothing, although all of them had put something on. Six of the girls hadn't even participated since lunch, a little worn out themselves. But all of them were curious about Adrienne's surprise.


Speak of the devil, Adrienne sauntered in front of the television wearing an open gossamer pink chiffon peignoir over the same lacy lingerie ensemble she'd worn on page 9 of the latest Victoria's Secret catalog. Her golden blonde hair was messy but artfully pinned up in what I'd call a "morning after" look, and overall she looked good enough to eat, despite my bone-aching weariness.


Sasha walked up beside her wearing a hunter green robe over a black and green teddy/panties/gartered-stockings set from page 10 of the same catalog. Her lush dark hair was more elegantly styled over her shoulders and she also carried a large silver suitcase which she placed onto the coffee table before us.


"So about twenty minutes ago, Nora complained about nothing else measuring up to Big Ben," Adrienne began with the kind of smile that sold bazillions of magazines and resulted in gallons of cum being spurted into tissues and other assorted man-made receptacles. "And with him graduating tomorrow and moving away, I know you are all going to miss him – and what he can do to you – quite dearly."


"Hear, hear!" Jamie cheered. The rest of the girls tittered, and Andie cuddled herself up against my arm, whimpering sadly.


"So I wanted to give you all a parting gift before we leave. Call it 'something to remember him by'." And with a flourish, Sasha bent over, unlatched the suitcase, and opened it up.


No ... She couldn't have ... She didn't actually ... Ah, shit.



My jaw dropped to the floor as I saw – neatly packaged into slots cut into black foam – two rows of dildos. Adrienne bent over and lifted out the top layer of foam, revealing it to be a sort of tray that hid a second tray beneath it with more rows of dildos. And when Adrienne fished out one of the surprisingly lifelike objects, I felt a pit in my stomach as I recognized the specific shape. I should recognize it. After all, I looked at the damn thing nearly every day.


"You actually made copies of my penis?!?"


"Hey, it was your idea." Adrienne beamed at me.


"It was a dream."


"And you dreamed up a very good idea!"


Andie, Kirstie, Jamie, and Jocelyn had already slipped to the floor, kneeling around the coffee table. Whitney, Nora, Tonya, and Misa gathered on the other side. And the Schenkes, Lakhi, and Misty had already gotten up from the dining table, eager to see what else was in the suitcase.


Not all of the dildos were the same. Besides the color-matched silicone copy of my erection Adrienne held in her hand, there were some that apparently could be filled with hot water to simulate the heat of a real cock. Several of them were vibrators, and a couple were made of chrome-plated steel. Two or three of them were even textured in a way no real penis could hope to match. And finally, three of them were double-ended strap-ons designed to let two girls feel my cock inside them at the same time. All in all, there were twenty-four copies of my penis in that suitcase, and Adrienne told the girls that they could each take one home with them whenever they decided to go home, plus a few extra for the harem girls who weren't here.


"When the heck did you even GET a cast of my penis?" I complained.


"Last Thursday," Adrienne replied with a guilt-free smile. "While you were sleeping, so I could make it a surprise."


I gawked at her. "While I was sleeping? Okay, seriously, did you drug me? I can sleep like a log sometimes, but surely I would have woken up for that."


Adrienne smirked and shook her head, but it was Sasha who volunteered, "You were pretty out of it. You'd spent the afternoon at Kim's house and you looked absolutely drained when you got back. We fed you, fucked you, and put you to sleep. And ... well... technically we drugged you, but nothing you weren't already taking regularly; you were still on painkillers and Benadryl, remember? I figured we'd just tell you what we were doing if you woke up, but you didn't wake and the secret was too delicious to reveal before now."


I glowered at my girlfriend, my eyes promising revenge before I remembered that it was almost certainly Adrienne who'd been driving the plot. And as my blood boiled and my adrenaline spiked, I felt new energy building in my loins, never mind that I'd already ejaculated thirteen times.


"You ... are gonna pay for this," I growled, jabbing my index finger right at Adrienne.


She extended both arms toward me and gestured with her fingers, saying, "Bring it on."


But just as I got to my feet, Misty shot up and turned to me, grinning wildly. "I have GOT to know how this compares to the real thing," she announced, holding up one of the standard silicone models.


"Me, too!"


"Me, too!"


"ME, TOO!"


I suddenly found myself surrounded by horny Tri-Delts, many of whom had already spent the last several hours resting and recuperating, and were now ready and eager to go again.


Sasha gave me a rueful smile and shrugged her shoulders. "Face it, Mister. You're not going to sleep tonight until all twelve of them have gotten the chance to compare."


Fourteen girls who want to do comparison tests? After everything you've already done today? Damn, dude. You might actually suffer Death By Fucking tonight.



Exhaling slowly, I rubbed my face with both hands and resigned myself to my fate. But first, I fixed Adrienne with a withering glare and growled, "We are NOT naming them 'Ben Junior'."





-- SATURDAY, MAY 20, 2006, COMMENCEMENT DAY --



I came awake before my eyes opened, and despite an instinctive attempt to raise my eyelids, for now they didn't rise. Through the translucent patches of skin covering my vision, I was aware of illumination around me. But it wasn't so intense as to make me shy away from it.


The last time I felt like this, I'd been rising from a ten-day coma. True, that coma wasn't real, but after the day I'd just had, I wouldn't have been terribly surprised to learn that it was now June and I was only now waking up from another coma.


I wasn't spooned up behind anybody. I held no warm, round breasts in my hands. I lay flat on my back, every ounce of flesh on my body feeling like it weighed a hundred pounds which pinned my skeleton to the mattress and promised to never let me arise.


"Urrrrgggghhhh..." I groaned, my head thick and my mouth feeling like cotton. I couldn't move my arms, couldn't move my legs, and even if I could, the very idea of attempting to move a limb made me feel even more tired.


"Nnngh ... Ohh ... Fuckme ... Fuckme..." a voice whimpered just to my left.


"Ugh-ugh-ugh..." a second voice grunted, rhythmically matching the whimpered "fuckme"s.


The voices were familiar, but muffled, as if my ears were trapped beneath the same force field that pinned me to the bed. But after what felt like an eon of slowly regaining consciousness, I managed to pry my eyelids open and turn my head to identify the voices.


Not unexpectedly, I found Sasha and Adrienne fucking each other on my bed. Sasha was flat on her back, folded nearly in half with her legs hooked over Adrienne's shoulders while the golden blonde supermodel pounded away at her pussy. It didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out the girls were using one of the new double-ended 'Big Ben' strap-ons, and from the sounds they were making it was clear they were enjoying themselves quite a bit.


Taking a deep breath despite the immense weight on my chest, I inhaled and let out a long, slow exhalation. The girls noticed I was awake, and briefly paused their fucking so that Sasha could reach out with one hand and stroke my arm.


"Hey there, Sleeping Beauty," my girlfriend greeted tenderly.


I groaned and shook my head. "Prince Phillip. THAT'S Sleeping Beauty," I replied, gesturing feebly at Adrienne.


"So who does that make me?" Sasha frowned.


"Um, Belle? She's the only brunette I can think of," Adrienne offered.


"Which would actually make you 'The Beast'," Sasha giggled.


I groaned, shook my head again, and turned my face away from them.


From behind me, the sounds of kissing and murmured endearments reached my ears. Moments later, I turned back to find Adrienne unbuckling the double-ended strap-on and sitting back on her heels. She shivered as she slowly extracted the life-size version of my cock from her own pussy.


"There was something else about my dream I remembered," I said, gesturing to the device. "Please tell me you haven't mailed those things off to my family."


Adrienne snorted and shook her head. "Of course not. Don't be ridiculous."


I breathed a sigh of relief.


"Why would I mail them when they're all coming HERE today? I'll give them theirs after the commencement ceremony. Suitcases are downstairs in my bedroom. All the girls are getting a full set of each type."


I blinked and shot upright, weighted-flesh be damned. "Oh, no-no-no-no-no."


Adrienne giggled. "Why not? You seriously thought I'd give these out to all the Tri-Delts but not your own sisters? Let's get real here."


I put my face in my hands. "And the Evanses, too?"


"Of course. Even Dawn's getting a set, if she wants it. If not, I'll leave hers with Deanna ... and we'll see what Mama Evans does then."


I pressed my palms even tighter into my eye sockets and muttered, "Just please tell me you're not--"


"Yes, even the twins are each getting a set," Adrienne drawled. "They're sexually active and like sixteen-and-a-half. You remember what WE were doing at sixteen? They're plenty old enough to have toys."


"Perhaps, but they don't have to play with MY penis."


"Are you kidding me? They'll LOVE these. Make 'em feel 'squishy' inside."


Already I had vivid memories of pumping my cock in and out of Misty Madsen, only to slide over a couple of feet before pumping my cock in and out of Jayden Schenke ... and then in and out of Jordyn ... and then in and out of Nora ... and Whitney and Jamie and Andie and ... well you get the picture. Each time, my actual penis was both preceded and followed by one of the assorted replicas, with the girls vocally comparing and contrasting the various sensations as if they were wine tasting or something.


And the idea of my sisters and the Evans girls doing the same? Of Emma shyly asking for the real thing so she could compare me with her new toys?


"Oh, I'm going to hell," I groaned and flopped onto my back again, this time pulling the blankets up and over my face.


Adrienne giggled. "Happy Graduation Day."





Several hours later, I found myself milling about backstage at the Hearst Greek Theatre with the rest of my graduating classmates, at least those from the Undergraduate Business Major. UC Berkeley was a large enough university that having ALL of its graduates participate in a single ceremony was outright impossible, so instead the school held a morning convocation followed by multiple department ceremonies held all over the campus at different times.


Sasha and I had opted to not even bother attending the campus-wide convocation. Sure, it was a momentous occasion to be graduating, but rather than be trapped for several hours while stuffy old people talked and talked and talked, we'd rather stay home and recuperate from Friday's activities. Sasha had no family to come see her anyway, and I'd already attended Brandi's convocation two years earlier and knew how much of a waste of time it could be. But we still wanted to walk across stage and get our diplomas with our department, and so we stood together with Bert and Casey and the rest of my fellow graduating Undergraduate Business Program classmates, making small talk and killing time until the ceremony was ready to start.


Holding Bert's new wedding ring between my thumb and forefinger, I scrutinized the platinum band and shook my head wryly before letting it fall back on its chain against his chest. "Congratulations, man. Lynne deserves a good guy like you. I'm only sorry I didn't get to tell you that yesterday."


"Thanks, and don't worry about it," he told me with a bit of a twinkle in his eye. "Gave me the opportunity to meet up with some other old friends I haven't seen in a while."


I nodded. "When do Gwen and Robin have their ceremonies? You think we'll have time to get there?"


Bert nodded. "Gwen's is after this one right here and Robin's isn't until 5pm."


I nodded. "Cool, cool."


Bert gave me a strange look. "You've barely seen either of them all year and you want to go to their ceremonies?"


I shrugged. "Sure. I know we drifted apart with the Dawn-thing this past year, but they were still my friends for a long time. Least I can do is say 'congratulations' and 'goodbye'."


Sasha nodded. "Rod has the same major as Robin. I'd like to be there, too."


Bert grinned. "Well alright then." But moments later, his eyes went wide as his gaze darted behind me.


That was all the warning I had before my head was abruptly jerked around, and I found myself being passionately kissed by a beautiful blonde. Peyton Kent's tongue speared its way into my mouth and her right leg slid up to hook around my waist, but the slick material of our graduation gowns didn't let her leg find purchase, and in the end she had to settle for wrapping her arms around my neck while we continued making out right there amidst a sea of my classmates.


It felt so good that I didn't care who saw, and I had no intention of stopping. But after a while, I noticed Sasha reach over and tap Peyton on the shoulder until the dirty-blonde Tri-Delt President finally pulled her mouth away from mine.


Sasha smirked at us and folded her arms across her chest. "Good thing Ben doesn't have a jealous girlfriend, huh?"


Peyton smiled and promptly planted a kiss every bit as juicy right on Sasha while my girlfriend gleefully wrapped her arms around Peyton's head and kissed right back.


That got more than a few whistles from the crowd, most of whom still remembered the buttoned-up, reserved young woman Sasha used to be.


Eventually, Peyton and Sasha separated, with both girls sighing and pulling strands of hair over their ears. Peyton licked her lips and flashed a wink at Sasha, saying, "I'd love to keep doing that, but I did actually come over here to see him." She jerked a thumb back at me. "Do you mind if I borrow your boyfriend for a bit?"


"Not at all, go ahead." Sasha gestured for us to go.


"Thanks. Oh, and in case I don't run into A.D. later on, tell her I said 'thanks' for the presents. My girls are definitely putting them to good use."


Sasha giggled and I blushed pink. Peyton took my hand and tugged me away, and as we left I heard Bert asking Sasha, "What was that about 'presents'?"


Complete privacy was an impossibility with so many students crammed into the back area of the theatre, save for going outside. But there wasn't that much time before my ceremony and I didn't want to miss it, so we didn't go very far. I spotted an out-of-the-way alcove that would give us at least a little bit of isolation, and I led Peyton in that direction.


Once there, I turned and Peyton pressed herself into my arms again. We kissed just as fervently as before, and not for the first time I wondered where we might have gone on the path toward a relationship had other factors not intervened in my life.


Eventually, Peyton sighed and dropped back down onto her heels, her eyes closed as she savored the feelings of that last kiss. Eventually she blinked and those brilliant green irises beamed back at me.


"So what's up?" I asked. "Why the sudden arrival right before I go onstage?"


"Well I actually can't stick around for your ceremony," she apologized. "Natalee's commencement is at the same time just around the corner, and I'm going to see that. And I've been so slammed this whole week with Finals and Sorority business and handing things over to next year's executive staff and all, plus I actually went to the convocation this morning, so this is the first chance I've really had to get away."


I shrugged. "It's okay. I didn't expect to see you and I'm glad you made the time to come here now."


"I had to see you before we went our separate ways. My family is in town and I'm sure yours is too, so we might not get another chance. But really this'll be short. I just had to say 'thank you'. For everything."


I shrugged. "No biggie."


"YES biggie. You heard the news, right?"


"That some of Rutledge's ex-students came forward and now he's facing criminal charges? Yeah, I heard. But I thought that stuff wouldn't affect you at all."


Peyton shrugged. "It won't, but that's not the point. The bastard's going to jail, and it's because of you."


I held my hands up. "I hardly did a thing. It was all Samantha and Casey and you. If anything, you should head over there and thank Casey more than me."


"But you got everything started. You gave me the confidence – no, you dragged me into taking action that I don't think I could have done on my own. I still can't assure myself 100% that I wouldn't have given him what he wanted to save my own skin, and I know for sure I wouldn't have launched an investigation all by myself."


"Oh, I think Miss Tri-Delt President would have been just fine taking action if you'd suspected foul play like I did. I know you."


"Maybe you don't know me as well as you think you do," she replied, looking a little haunted. "And I barely know you. It's been less than two months since I showed up at your house the night I put up the 'Lingerie-only' Charter, and yet you've changed my life in so many ways. But bottom line: I don't graduate today if it wasn't for you, so thank you. Thank you, thank you, thank you."


I smiled. "It was my pleasure."


"And mine," Peyton crooned, pressing herself into my chest again and just barely grazing her lips against mine. She sighed, adding, "I've been so busy I haven't gotten properly laid since leaving your house, not counting those toys you sent the girls home with."


I smirked while she giggled and finally kissed me again.


"And I'm not going to be able to, now that my family is here," she grumped as well.


"Sorry."


"Not your fault." She sighed once more and leaned forward, pressing her forehead to my chin. "And even if I never get to feel another Big Ben Experience for the rest of my life, I'll always remember the lengths you went to for a girl you didn't really know, a girl who'd even been pretty cold towards you for the past few years."


Taking a deep breath, I hugged Peyton a little closer to me before reaching for her face and tilting it back. Looking into her eyes, I frowned and said, "Don't hate me, but I didn't do it entirely for you."


Peyton looked back at me, shrugged, and replied, "I know. I've always known taking down McDouche was personal for you, but that still doesn't change the fact that -I- get to graduate, and that I didn't have to fuck a slimy bastard to do it."


I arched an eyebrow and smiled. "'McDouche'?"


She thumped my chest. "You called him that when we got home the night we got him fired. It kinda stuck with me. But the point is that I already figured he must've done something like that to your ex-girlfriend, to Dawn. If not her, then someone else close to you, because there were no other rational explanations for why you'd be so driven to see him go down in flames."


Pursing my lips, I took a deep breath and picked my head up to stare off into the distance over the heads of my assembled classmates. "Yeah, it was Dawn," I replied thickly. "I don't have any proof that he messed with her grades, but I know deep in my heart that he did. She didn't sleep with him, and I can't even say for sure that we'd still be together if he hadn't done what he'd done. But I know that what he did to her played some part in our break-up, and for that alone I had to get my revenge."


Peyton too was staring off into the distance behind me, but after a moment she blinked, squeezed me tight, and gave me a serious look. "Does she even know what you did for her?"


I snorted and shook my head. "No, actually; she's been out of town. She came by after the shooting and all," I explained, miming over the right side of my head where the bandages were off but my graduation cap covered the scar.


"But you didn't tell her?"


"No. Not sure why, actually. I thought about it for a long time, about what I'd say to her when I finally saw her. But in the end it sort of didn't come up. What we had to say to each other had a lot more to do with putting the past behind us, with putting our mistakes and failures in the rear-view mirror and moving forward, you know? And in a way, I think I did it more for ME than I did for her. To have that feeling at the end of the day like I did something to fight for our old relationship, after standing by watching helplessly as it fell apart right before my eyes."


"But you are going to tell her someday, aren't you?" A hint of a smirk spread into Peyton's expression.


I nodded. "Of course, of course. She deserves to know that all those feelings of failing, the frustration of trying to swim to the surface of an ocean that kept rising higher and higher and higher no matter how hard she kicked, that it wasn't her fault. And I will tell her the next time I see her, I just don't know when that'll be."


Peyton smirked at me, and rather pointedly moved her gaze past my right shoulder. "How about right now?"


Frowning, I turned my head to follow Peyton's gaze. And standing right behind me with a bashful smile and her hands clasped together in front of her legs...


... was Dawn.





"Holy shit, did you two plan this?" I squawked, my face flopping back and forth between the blondes to either side of me.


Peyton's hands went up immediately. "Nothing planned, I swear. But she walked into the room about a minute ago while you were explaining about not having any proof."


I narrowed my eyes and scrutinized her for a moment, as if I could pull off my Mom's 'Lie Detector 3000' look and get Peyton to admit it was a set-up. But Peyton didn't cave, and I finally turned back to Dawn.


"Hey there," she began a little nervously. "Talking about me, it sounds like?"


"How much of that did you hear?" I asked without a greeting.


Dawn pursed her lips for a moment before replying, "Just the last bit, about swimming to the surface of an ocean and you telling me something the next time you saw me. So ... What did you want to tell me?"


I looked back at Peyton, who raised her eyebrows and gave me a silent but obvious gesture with both hands to tell Dawn. So with a sigh, I shrugged and explained, "About Henry Rutledge getting fired."


Dawn blinked and furrowed her forehead. "Oh, I already knew about that."


I gawked at her. "You did?"


"Gwen told me. Sent me an email with a photo she said got posted onto the 'Net of him with his pants down in his office." Dawn glanced at Peyton briefly, clearly unsure of how much this total stranger knew about her situation, so she added only, "Gwen knows what happened."


I frowned and asked, "Did Gwen tell you about my involvement?"


Dawn blinked. "Your involvement? What?"


I took a deep breath and was still trying to figure out how to explain everything when Peyton slid an arm around my waist and hugged me again. I looked down at her, and she got up on her tip-toes to peck my lips. "I gotta get over to Natalee's ceremony. But in case I don't see you again, I just wanted to say 'thank you' one more time, alright? I know you've got more than enough female complications to deal with, and plenty of women to keep you occupied. But you have my phone number and if you ever need to use it, do so. I can never repay you enough for what you've done for me." And she kissed me again, this time much more than just a peck.


It took a long time for Peyton to remove her lips from mine, and I wasn't in a terrible hurry for her to do so. But in the end, she pulled back, gave me the briefest of lip caresses with her own, and murmured, "See you on the flip side." And then she turned away.


Dawn was waiting patiently for us. She gave Peyton a sheepish shrug and a smile as the Tri-Delt President strutted away without a hint of bashfulness for what had just taken place. But when Peyton was gone, Dawn turned back to me and commented, "She's really pretty."


I shrugged and said, "Wasn't expecting you to come back so soon."


Dawn gave me a 'well, duh' look and replied, "It's Graduation. Of course I came back. Not just for you, but for Gwen and Robin and Bert and all my other friends."


I nodded. "But how did you get in here? Only Graduates are supposed to be allowed backstage. It would have been easy for Peyton to get in since she's wearing a cap and gown, but you're in street clothes."


Dawn grinned. "Viktoriya saw me. Called for me to come through and pointed me straight to you."


"Ah." I took a deep breath and looked around. The hour was getting late and it was close to showtime. Already I could see teachers and other staff getting the students lined up in alphabetical order. "We don't have much time."


Dawn noticed and nodded. "I'll wait and see you after the ceremony, but first: Can you tell me what you meant about 'your involvement'? And who was that girl?"


I chuckled. "Well this wasn't how I'd planned on telling you, but the short answer is: That was Peyton Kent. She's the Tri-Delt President, an Econ major who enrolled in Rutledge's Corporate Finance course this semester. We figured out he was artificially lowering her grades for the express purpose of forcing her to have sex with him in order to graduate. In the end we got a confession on tape, she never had to put out for him, and Peyton took that picture of Rutledge herself. The guy was pretty much gone by morning."


Now it was Dawn's turn to gawk. Her jaw had dropped, and she blinked at me several times. "You did that?"


I shrugged. "I barely did anything, really. I kinda started the process, but there were other people involved who really did all the work."


Dawn blinked at me repeatedly. "But YOU got him fired?"


I waggled my head uncertainly before sighing and saying, "Well ... I'm really not trying to take the credit--"


Dawn was suddenly wrapped around my body, her arms gripping me so fiercely I started to wonder not if she'd let me go before I needed to walk across stage, but if she'd let go before I suffocated to death.


When I stopped to think of it, getting hugged to death by my Dawn wasn't such a bad way to die.


But well before we got to that point, Professor Isakova tapped Dawn's shoulder and gestured toward the line of students. "My apologies. But time is up."


Dawn let go of me immediately, and she even reached up to adjust my graduation cap while I took deep breaths of air. Professor Isakova likewise adjusted her professorial robes and stood up straight, bidding Dawn, "Good afternoon, Miss Evans. We will see you after the ceremony. Benjamin, time to go."


I nodded and started walking where Viktoriya pointed. But I did glance back just once, to see Dawn hugging herself with tears in her eyes...


... and a happy smile on her face.





I don't remember much of my own graduation ceremony. A couple of others since then have told me their memories of certain special events – like weddings, graduations, and the birth of their children – are fuzzy due to being swept away by the emotion of the event. But I didn't get swept away by the emotions of getting my degree. Fuck, I couldn't really care less about walking across that stage, shaking some old guy's hand, and getting a fake diploma of rolled-up/ribbon-tied blank paper. The whole thing was a photo-op for my dad with the super-zoom lens, but while I went through the motions like everyone else, my mind was a million miles away.


Scratch that: My mind was a couple hundred feet away, to wherever Dawn Evans happened to be in that amphitheatre.


I could have skipped the walk across the stage and nothing would have really changed. My real diploma and final transcript would still get mailed to me in the next few days. My academic career had ended with my last Final, and the rest was ceremony for the sake of ceremony.


But the smile on Dawn's face, and the way she'd hugged me ... well ... I'd thought I'd gotten some closure with her when she came to talk to me last August before driving off to Morris Camp. I'd thought I'd gotten better closure with her last Wednesday when she'd visited to wish me well after I'd gotten shot. But this was different.


We'd barely spoken for two minutes, but something between us had changed with the revelation that I had started the process that led to Rutledge's downfall. I knew it. I felt it. And even though I still knew both in my heart and in my head that there were hundreds of things to regret, things I could have done differently that might have saved our relationship before it died, at least now I could point to ONE thing and tell myself I'd accomplished something ... for her.


And she KNEW it.


If you feel so damn good right now, why the fuck didn't you tell her SOONER?



Because I'm a moron.


Damn straight. Just like waiting all that time to give Kim the collar. THAT felt good when she put it on, didn't it?



I know, I know.


You SAY you know. But I'm still gonna have to remind you of this the NEXT time you pussy out and sit on your hands with indecision instead of taking action.



Please do. Seriously, PLEASE DO. Live and learn, right? If you promise to remind me, I promise I'll listen.


Deal.



The next thing I knew, I was getting mob-hugged by an overabundance of "sisters": blood-related, legally-warded, and plain "understood to be sisters" Evans girls. I also found that Peyton wasn't the only Tri-Delt at the Greek Amphitheatre, as no less than six harem girls had shown up to witness my ceremony. And technically they were "sisters" too, right?


My parents were a little more chaste in their congratulations. They'd already congratulated me this morning, actually, when they came to the house before lunch. So had the Evanses – without Dawn – which was why I'd been so surprised by her sudden appearance, although they explained that she'd only left Morris Camp this morning and had just arrived.


Bert found us, with his family and Lynne and Paige in tow. The girls all went nuts for Lynne and I'm surprised her fourth finger didn't get fractured the way everyone grabbed at it while they swooned over the engagement ring.


Sasha wasn't around, but after a little hunting I found her with Rod and his family. They'd come to see her ceremony and congratulate her, as proud as if she'd been their own daughter. Sasha introduced me to Rod's family as her new boyfriend. Rod's father squeezed my hand a little extra-hard at that, but he grinned and patted me on the back. I also shook hands with Rod and his little brother Kit. But Rod's new girlfriend, a cute, petite blonde, avoided eye contact with me entirely. Better that way for everyone, I figured. In the end, Sasha hugged each one of them, thanked them for coming, and kissed Kit on the cheek. And she left with me to return to my family.


On the way back, we saw Casey McCahill with Carolyn and Chevelle. The girls collectively blew me kisses and/or waved with teasing winks. Sasha and I waved back and moved on.


And that's when I got quite the pleasant surprise, something that momentarily made me feel bad for Lynne. One minute, all of the girls around were fawning over her new ring and going on and on asking her questions about how Bert popped the question and when the wedding would be and what colors she was thinking of and blah, blah-blah, blah-blah ... The next minute, she was virtually ignored.


Because everyone was fawning over 20-weeks-pregnant Kim.


Dawn had both hands on Kim's belly, which was rounded enough on her slender figure to make her "condition" quite obvious. Dawn smiled in delight while they talked about something I couldn't hear. Dayna giggled something and stood next to Dawn with both arms around her sister, rocking Dawn side-to-side and hopping up and down in her excitement. Brooke, DJ, and the twins chittered animatedly at light-speed while pointing and gesturing. And I watched Brandi drop to her knees and reach up with both hands to gently caress Kim's belly as well.


I knew immediately that Kim could not have come alone, so I scanned the crowd and quickly spotted Kim's father. He was with the other four parental units, talking about something or other.


Mike Fukuzaki spotted me, and he came over while extending a fist for me to bump. I bumped him and said, "Hey, glad you guys could make it."


He shrugged and thumbed back at his sister. "Kim insisted. Put her foot down and told Dad we were coming to the ceremony. Dad was so surprised he didn't even resist."


Adrienne, who had one arm looped through Mike's, added, "But he did have something to say when Kim tried to wear her new collar."


Mike glanced at Adrienne, hedging, "I didn't say she actually tried to wear it. She just mentioned it and Dad sorta grumped and that was the end of that. Still, she's here, and that's a big deal in and of itself."


I grinned and replied, "I'll say." And then I pushed my way through the crowd to get to the mother of my son.


Brandi had stood back up by the time I arrived, and she glanced at me for a moment and immediately stepped aside when I gently nudged her with a hand on her hip. Kim turned, gave me a coy smile, and opened her arms in response to my invitation for a hug.


I held her, she kissed me, and I placed her head against my chest while wrapping her up tightly in my arms. Neither of us even said a thing. We didn't have to.


Best. Graduation. Ever.





Kim and her family didn't stay long. They hung around the reception, picking at hors d'oeuvres, cheap coffee, and lemonade while chit-chatting with my family members. But after only about a half-hour – right after Viktoriya stopped by to congratulate us, say hello to Kim, and move on – Kim told her father she was ready to go. I'd kept her by my side for the entirety of those thirty minutes, enjoying any opportunity to be with her after far too long apart, particularly for a special occasion like this. But I think she left because she thought I wasn't paying enough attention to everyone else, and knowing that I'd never even think of sending her away, she took it upon herself to do "what was best for me" by removing herself and her family from the scene. Certainly, everyone else seemed to loosen up a bit once they were gone, and the six Tri-Delts who'd come to see me miraculously returned from wherever they'd disappeared to over the previous thirty minutes.


But even the six of them left shortly after to see other friends at other ceremonies. The rest of us students did the same, and I got the chance to say 'goodbye' to Gwen and Robin, although they seemed to be gawking back and forth between me and Dawn most of the time, watching to see how we interacted with each other.


After all the ceremonies were done, Bert and his family went out to a restaurant for dinner with Lynne, and Paige went with them since she would be driving Lynne back to Stanford afterward. The other fourteen of us filled up the living room of the Berkeley House and ordered pizza.


NOW my academic career was done.





"Hey, little brother. Come give us a hug."


I stood over the kitchen sink, washing off the finger-grease from my last slice of pizza, and glanced over at the doorway. Brandi and Dayna both stood just inside the kitchen, Dayna with her arms folded beneath her breasts and Brandi with her arms already outstretched for that hug she'd just asked for.


Reading her tone, I frowned while I dried my hands and asked, "Are you two leaving already? It's still early."


Brandi took three steps toward me and wrapped her arms around my neck and shoulders while replying, "We're meeting up with some friends. And there's this guy I kinda wanna see again." She stepped back with a shrug and a smile while brushing a lock of her bangs behind her ear.


"'This guy'?" I arched an eyebrow at her before directing a questioning glance at Dayna.


"He's nice. Nothing's happened yet, but she likes him," Dayna explained while she stepped forward to hug me as well.


I patted Dayna's back before frowning and complaining, "Aww, does this mean I don't get a repeat of your graduation night?"


The blonde grinned at me, put a finger to her lips, and gave me a coy look. "Why whatever are you implying? Were you expecting all six of us to stick around here and bury you in girlflesh all night?"


I blinked at her, mentally counting up the two of them, Adrienne, Sasha, Brooke, and DJ, and replied quite plainly, "Well now that you mention it ... sounds pretty good to me!"


The girls both giggled, but I rapidly waved them off.


"No worries," I added. "Wishful thinking perhaps, but I honestly never expected anything. You two enjoy your evening and I know I'll see you both soon. And Brandi? I really hope things work out for you with 'this guy'."


"Thanks, Ben," my older sister replied with a bashful smile. She gave me a final wave and the pair of them headed back into the living room.


But right after they went out through the doorway, Brooke and DJ walked in. "Hey Ben, we're leaving too," Brooke explained.


I felt my heart sink just a little bit in disappointment. While I honestly hadn't expected a wild orgy tonight with Brandi or Dayna, I had harbored some hope that Brooke and DJ would stick around for a repeat of Wednesday night's "Let's show Sasha our real relationship" fivesome. DJ caught my look, and she was the first to come over and hug me.


"Hey, relax," she told me with a smile while buzzing her nose against mine. "It's Adrienne and Sasha out there. You know you're getting laid tonight."


"Of course, of course," I replied, but I still gave moon eyes to DJ.


She smiled warmly at me and kept her hands around my back as she partially pulled away. "There will be a time for us again – we're 'Family' after all – just not tonight. Not all of the froshlings have left town yet, and we're meeting up with them before everyone goes their separate ways. Besides, the lease on Faye's apartment is up at the end of the month, and you already know Brooke and I are staying in the Bay Area for our internships. So you'll see us soon, and we'll be back here to visit before you know it. So stop looking all disappointed."


I smirked and buzzed her nose with mine. "I know, I know. The last thing I want to do is come off like I'm 'entitled' or anything. But can you blame me for wanting to celebrate with you?"


DJ giggled. "Of course not. But like I said: your 'celebration' is already taken care of tonight."


I grinned and leaned in for a kiss. DJ seared my lips for just a moment, short enough that I didn't get any ideas but long enough to remind me that she still loved me, and she let go and stepped back.


Brooke promptly shoved her tongue down my throat. She moaned and rubbed her crotch against my leg, dry-humping it for a moment until DJ tapped her shoulder and muttered, "Ahem."


Only then did my randy little sister drop back down onto her heels and sigh in resignation. "You. Me. Fucking. Soon." Brooke's eyes sizzled.


I chuckled and rubbed her cheek. "Yes, ma'am."


Brooke took a deep breath and the fire left her eyes. All of a sudden, she looked ready to cry, and the next moment her face was buried in my chest while I wrapped my arms around her with my left bicep cradling her head.


"Hey ... hey ... What's wrong?" I asked, stroking her back with my right hand.


"I'm sorry. This semester ... this whole year ... hasn't really been the best for us. I should have done a better job communicating with you when I was busy taking care of DJ, should have done a better job telling you how I felt BEFORE DJ got pregnant, should have done a lot of things better..."


"Hey..." I soothed, stroking her again. "You don't have to apologize. You're my sister. You'll never have to apologize."


Brooke squeezed me tighter, tight enough that I had a little difficulty breathing, and she mumbled into my chest. "I want you to trust me again."


"I do. And I did. Always have. Always will."


She picked her head up, looking at me with moist eyes. "You really mean that?"


"Of course, little one. Always. I love you."


"I love you, too." And she got up on tip-toes to kiss me again.


When we finally separated, I felt a little moisture in my eyes as well. But I blinked it away and goosed Brooke's ass before she got out of reach. She giggled and glanced back at me, saying, "We'll see you tomorrow, okay? Both of us. Call it 'continuing your celebration weekend', huh? I'll clear it with both of your ladies."


I chuckled and waved her on. "Sure thing. I look forward to it."


Brooke went out, but DJ paused in the doorway, tossed her hair as she glanced back at me, and gave me one of the sauciest, sexiest poses I'd ever seen from her. "See you tomorrow," she intoned in a raspy bedroom voice.


I grinned and blew her a kiss, and once again I was alone in the kitchen. But just as I started to push off the counter and follow them out, Dawn stepped into the doorway. First Brandi and Dayna, then Brooke and DJ, and now Dawn. I resumed leaning back against the counter and shook my head with a wry grin. "Did you all plan this?"


Dawn blinked at me and looked after Brooke and DJ for a second. "Plan what?"


I chuckled and waved her off. "Nevermind."


Blushing, Dawn walked into the kitchen and came to a stop a few feet in front of me. She looked nervous and glanced through the doorway to where both sets of parents and the twins were finishing their goodbyes to our sisters and Sasha. She looked back at me, shrugged, and explained, "So it looks like everybody's leaving."


I nodded and replied, "So I gathered. Are you staying with your parents tonight?"


"No, actually. I'm spending the night at Dayna and Brandi's place. They said we're going to go to a nightclub downtown for a bit to enjoy the rest of our evening and also do some catching up. I've spent precious little time with my sisters lately."


"Makes sense," I replied with a nod. "And you won't see them again until school starts in late August, right?"


"The 27th, although Dayna was talking about a weekend trip to visit in July, just like you guys did last year."


"Huh. I'll have to ask her about that and maybe tag along."


Dawn brightened. "I'd like that."


I arched an eyebrow. "But would your boyfriend like that? Having an ex like me drop in on your little paradise?"


Dawn shrugged. "Nick knows all about our history. Believe you me, we've done a LOT of talking about you."


I snorted. "And he still wants to date you? I could be wrong, but I thought that spending a lot of time talking about an ex is a fast way to NOT be in a relationship."


Dawn gave me a bemused shrug. "He's a very understanding guy."


I blinked. "You really like him, don't you?"


She nodded. "I do."


I arched an eyebrow. "Do you love him?"


She arched an eyebrow right back. "Would you be jealous if I did?"


"Of you? Absolutely. But that's just because I will always love you, and I want to be sure you're happy. If Nick ... and Deedee ... make you happy then I'm all for it."


"Thanks ... I think." She chuckled and sighed, running a hand through her hair while staring away for just a moment.


I arched an eyebrow at her reaction and asked curiously, "So does he?"


"Does he what?"


"Make you happy."


"Well yeah. I mean ... I guess so."


"'Guess so'?"


Dawn sighed. "We certainly like each other. There's plenty of affection. And I definitely feel like we fill a hole in each other's life."


I arched an eyebrow. "But not love..."


She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. "It's hard for me to get a good read on my feelings, you know? On the one hand, it's a very small group of people up there, all of us young and with X number of girls and Y number of guys. Everyone is hooking up with someone, and I think a big part of that is the need for companionship. Nobody wants to feel alone, and it's been really nice having someone to confide in while I've been gone. But in three months I come back here for college, and he's got family and a life down in Los Angeles. And while Deedee and I have become close friends and even lovers, to be honest we're kind of bonded to each other more through Nick than to each other. I honestly don't know what's going to happen to the three of us in the future."


"Fair enough."


Dawn wrapped her arms around herself and looked out the doorway for a moment. We both saw that while our sisters had come in here to say goodbye, none of them had actually left just yet. If anything, they were milling around waiting for us.


Dawn sighed and said, "I realize that I'm in a relationship, but at the same time I know I'm not ready for anything serious. I've spent a lot of time trying to get a grip on my feelings after everything I've been through, and while spending the last nine months at camp has helped give me space and time to clear my head, I'm still not sure of where I'm going with this, or who I'll really be when I hit the real world."


I shrugged. "It's called being twenty-two, or still twenty-one in your case. I don't think you're supposed to have it all figured out just yet."


Dawn smirked at me and said, "Then maybe it's the old perfectionist in me. I've set a goal to do just that – figure it all out – by the time I get back, and with that late August date getting closer and closer I feel like the pressure is on."


"Then think of it this way: When you return here in late August, you'll have our sisters and me and Adrienne and your parents and everyone else around to help you figure it out."


Dawn frowned. "Huh?"


I smiled and gestured out through the doorway. "You're not alone. You've never been alone, except for when you chose to be alone and took off for camp. Now I'm not saying that was the wrong decision. Clearly, we've both made some progress in the time we've been apart – the fact that we're standing here talking about it without all the angst and pain of our break-up is proof of that – but I hope you remember when you go back to camp that this is your home. Everyone outside in that living room is your Family. We all love you. We all want what's best for you. And we're all here to help you."


"I know that."


"Do you?" I leaned forward. "Are you sure about that?"


"I'm not stupid."


"Not saying you are. It's just that I've spent the last year trying to figure out how to get over you, to get over the failure of our relationship. I couldn't have done that by myself – no way. Now I'm not claiming it's all been smooth sailing, but I've been helped immeasurably by having friends and family around me. It's not that I'm dependent on others to tell me what to do. It's that the process of talking to people who genuinely care about me helps me figure out what's really important. And that's what everyone out there will love to do for you – what I'll love to do for you – whenever you finally come home. Because no matter what happened to us in the past, I'm your friend. I'll always be your friend. Your 'brother' even, right?"


Dawn chuckled and gave me a nod. "The 'way' you love me may have changed, but your core love for me will always stay the same."


I furrowed my eyebrows in surprise. "Have you been talking to DJ?"


Dawn giggled. "She told me about your little 'chat'. It made me feel better about where you and I stand."


I nodded. "It should."


Dawn added, "Made me feel better almost as much as finding out you were involved in taking down Rutledge."


I blushed and looked down, "Back to that."


Dawn stepped forward and raised my chin with her hand. When I looked at her again, she stared into my eyes with her sparkling blue irises boring into the back of my skull. "You don't know what it means to me to know you were a part of that. The day Gwen sent me that email was a turning point for me, the last piece of the puzzle in my recovery after spending all year trying to learn how to forgive myself. Spending all year thinking about the things I'd done, the mistakes I'd made ... the people I'd let down..."


She choked up for a moment, her lower lip quivering as she blinked a couple of times, moisture shining in her eyes. I raised my hands to her waist, just holding her while she gathered herself.


Fighting back tears, Dawn shook her head and continued, "You've never been one to struggle with your academics. It always came so easy to you, so natural and intuitive. It took a lot of hard work and studying to keep up with you, and in hindsight it's easy to see I made a bigger deal out of it than it was worth. You wouldn't have loved me any less had I gotten a 'B' or 'C' here and there, but at the time it was just so important to me, as if maintaining a perfect GPA was a requirement for being the perfect person."


"You never had to--"


"I know I didn't," she cut me off. "I know that NOW. But with everything else about our relationship crumbling around me, I clung to my academics as something separate from you and me. My grades had nothing to do with you – it was just me against the books. Maybe if I could figure out the Finance material, maybe if I could somehow repair my grade in that class and prove to myself I could fix something, then maybe I could figure out how to repair our relationship, figure out how to fix what was wrong with ME."


I lowered my forehead until it was pressed against hers, and with a sigh I muttered, "At the time, I didn't even realize our relationship needed repairing."


Dawn grimaced and whimpered, "Because I hid that from you, hid my true feelings. I couldn't let you see the cracks, couldn't let you realize your perfect Dawn wasn't the girl you thought she was. I loved you SO much, loved the idea of US so much, and I wanted nothing more in this world than to be with you like that forever and ever and at the same time I was terrified of being trapped forever and ever and I had these two sides of me going to WAR in my mind and our families' expectations weighing down on me while I second-guessed if it was really what -I- wanted while these urges started festering inside me until all I wanted to do was build a perfect porcelain statue of Perfect Dawn and grab a sledge hammer so that I could--"


"Hey, hey!" Having raised my hands to her shoulders, I shook her firmly and planted my face right in front of hers, demanding that she look at me. When her wild eyes managed to focus for just a moment on mine, I stared right into them and stated, "We are NOT getting into that again."


Multiple tears rolled tracks right down her cheeks. Dawn was pale, and with wide-open blue eyes filled with sadness and regret, she shook her head very slowly and added, "I couldn't control my feelings OR fears when it came to you, but I thought I had a grip on my academics. I challenged myself to make at least ONE thing right, telling myself 'I can DO this!' But no matter what I did ... no matter how much time I put into it ... I could never get my scores to come up. You mentioned that analogy of trying to swim to the surface of an ever-rising ocean. That frustration of studying more and more and trying harder and harder and still coming up short ... It gutted me ... I couldn't fail. I HAD to find a way to pass. Even if it meant ... No matter HOW wrong it would be to ... It ... I..."


She trailed off again, but this time the anguish on her face was so immediate and her eyes so haunted as she stared into the past that I couldn't help but raise my hands behind her back and pull her against my chest in a hug. She raised her fists to her own jaw and held her chin while she shuddered within my grasp. And I squeezed her tightly while she put her face down on my shoulder and broke down into sobs.


Neither of us said anything for a minute. Dawn kept crying on my shoulder while I held her, stroked her back, and whispered soothing words in her ear. Movement to the side caught my eye, and I glanced up to see Brooke inching into the room by the doorway until DJ rolled her eyes and jerked my little sister back by her collar.


Eventually, Dawn got her sobbing under control. I stroked her spine and repeated into her ear, "Hey ... It'll be okay ... It'll be okay..." Her heart rate slowed, and she took deeper and deeper breaths. She slurped up the drool that had been leaking out the corner of her mouth, and since her arms were still trapped between us, she used them to gently push herself off of me and stand up straight.


With a wince, Dawn gestured at the wet spot on my shoulder and mumbled, "Sorry about that."


I glanced down at the drool puddle and smirked. "Payback."


Taking a deep breath, she shook her head and muttered, "I'm sorry to dump this on you."


Taking her waist in my hands, I pulled her toward me, looked her in the eye, and said, "I'm happy you're sharing."


Sniffling, Dawn nodded and gave me a wan smile. Taking another deep breath, she exhaled and said, "I spent a lot of time working through all those demons, thinking about what I could have done differently and what I should have done better. I also spent a lot of time wracking my brain to try and figure out what I'd missed in that Finance course to deserve a failing grade. Did you know I had my mom mail me the textbook so I could go over it again?"


I blinked. "Really?"


"I HAD to know. HAD to figure it out. I was learning to forgive myself and move on from the failure of our relationship. But that Finance course stuck in my craw and wouldn't budge, not until Gwen sent me that email."


I nodded. "Must've been quite the revelation."


"Didn't change a thing about you and me, to be honest. It's not that we would have stayed together if only Rutledge hadn't done that to me – there were other, bigger issues with our relationship than just that – but like I said, it was the final piece of the puzzle. To realize that the perverted bastard was most likely playing me, manipulating me, it ... I ... I felt less like a failure, you know?"


"I get it."


Dawn shook her head. "Maybe you don't. There were a lot of other things going wrong in my life, things that while I think I've forgiven myself for, I can't forget that they were still my fault. The failure of our relationship, first and foremost, was mostly MY fault. Don't argue with me on this one right now."


I froze with my mouth open, my protest cut off while Dawn held up a finger at me.


"MY fault," she repeated. "Jaron: MY fault. Not communicating with you: MY fault. But Rutledge?" She stopped, stood erect, and started beaming at me despite the puffy red eyes and tear tracks on her cheeks.


"Not your fault?"


Dawn grinned. "Not my fault. ONE thing, at least, wasn't my fault. And maybe I wasn't a total failure. Like I said: It was a turning point. Changed my life. To realize HE was responsible for my grades, not me ... To realize that he got caught and lost everything because of what he'd done ... To hear that he's facing criminal charges ... And now to realize that you're the one that did it for me--"


"I hardly had anything to do with it," I interrupted. "Really, it was other people who--"


"It was you. I talked to both Sasha and Bert. They both said it was all you in getting things started. Yes, it was Casey McCahill who actually got the incriminating audio, and it was Viktoriya who brought in Samantha, but they both said none of that would have happened if not for you. So thank you, Ben. Alright? Stop trying to deflect and let me thank you." And with that, Dawn wrapped me up in that same 'suffocating-to-death' hug from the commencement ceremony.


Thankfully, she let go before I asphyxiated, and I gasped for breath while she chuckled and patted me.


"You had my back," Dawn said with a smile, fresh tears in her eyes, although this time they were happy tears. "Thank you for that."


I managed a smile while catching my breath and replied, "Anytime. You're my Dawn."


She smiled and replied, "And you're my Ben." She hugged me again.


We remained like that for maybe a minute, enjoying the simple embrace with neither of us willing to be the first to let go. But Brooke poked her head into the doorway again, this time muttering, "Time to go, lovebirds."


We broke apart in surprise and both blushed. Dawn flapped her arms against her sides as if not sure what to do, and in the end she shrugged and said, "I'll see you ... whenever."


I nodded and said, "Bye."


Dawn turned to head out through the doorway, but just before she got out of reach, I snagged her hand and stopped her. Pulling her back while stepping forwards myself, I wrapped her up in a hug from behind with my arms around her belly. Finally, I bent my head down to kiss the back of her neck. "I love you, Dawn. Even if only as Best Friends. I'm your Ben, and I'll always love you."


She shivered beneath me, and then turned her head to smile while she reached a hand up to caress my cheek. "I love you, too. And I'm your Dawn ... forever."





"Let's get more comfortable," Adrienne sighed after closing the door behind our departing family, leaving just me, her, and Sasha alone in the house. "Change into our PJs, maybe watch The Notebook again, you can give me one of your famous backrubs..."


My eyes lowered to mere slits.


Adrienne cracked, her laugh exploding from her mouth while her hazel eyes gleamed golden and she turned her face almost bashfully into the door. "I'm teasing ... I'm teasing..."


"Of course you are," I drawled without losing my frown.


Sasha moved in front of my face and took in my glowering expression. "Jeez, one might think you'd gone months without getting laid instead of having plowed through a dozen Tri-Delts – AND us – all day yesterday."


I shrugged. "That was yesterday. Today is today. I've graduated, I haven't gotten off once, and I wanna celebrate! Don't you?"


Sasha grinned. "Of course! I just hope you won't be disappointed if it's just the three of us. I mean, Adrienne told me about the wild five-way you guys had with Dayna, Dawn, and Brandi two years ago. I know we're two girls short this year, but--"


"It's fine," I interrupted with a smile, raising my fingers to Sasha's lips to quiet her. "We all know I enjoy having a bunch of girls around – and don't pretend like either of you don't like having a bunch of girls around, either – but I'm perfectly happy for it to just be the three of us tonight. I love you both, I love being with you both, and even if we never have another woman with us ever again, I'll still be the luckiest man alive to be with the two of you."


Adrienne and Sasha exchanged a look. Adrienne was the first to look skeptical. "'Never'? That's a pretty strong word given your personal history."


I shrugged. "I very much enjoy the variety – I won't claim that I don't – but if the three of us spent the rest of our lives having sex with only each other, can you really say you'd be unhappy?"


The girls glanced at each other, and Adrienne grinned while Sasha blushed pink. "Okay maybe not," Sasha admitted.


"Then you have your answer."


"Okay, we get it, we get it," Adrienne groaned while taking me by the hand and leading me down the hallway and up the stairs. "You love us both, you think we're very special in our own ways, and you can't imagine living the rest of your life without either of us. You're super-happy that we get along so well, and even more happy that we get along intimately, because it means you get to have both of us without jealousy or competition. And if it came down to it, you could be perfectly content being monogamous – well 'bigamous', I guess – with just the two of us with no regrets or blah-blah-blah-blah-blah."


I chuckled and let Adrienne lead me into my bedroom and shove me toward the closet. At first, I turned around and arched an eyebrow, wondering if the girls were going to pounce on me and initiate the sex I'd been craving all day. Sure, the Tri-Delts had done their best to wipe me out all of yesterday, and I'd woken up thick-headed and cotton-mouthed. But I'd slogged through all the ceremonies and the visits from family and everything else today expecting to get properly laid tonight, and well ... I was a little impatient.


But dammit, Adrienne was serious about changing into our PJs, as she came up to me and once again pushed me toward the closet with instructions to return downstairs appropriately dressed. She then left and headed downstairs to her own room without even bothering to say 'Trust me', and Sasha had never even come into my bedroom.


So I got dressed. And I went downstairs. And I waited.


And waited.


And waited.


Later, the girls would tell me they'd texted each other to coordinate their appearances. Sasha had waited in her room to hear my footsteps going back down the stairs before she went into the bathroom to put on her makeup and fix her hair, and Adrienne of course still had the vanity I'd built for her.


Adrienne walked into the living room first, wearing the exact same outfit she'd worn after our sophomore year: a spaghetti strap lace camisole with built-in underwire to support her massive breasts. The cami dropped just past her hips, but was short enough to show that she wore matching lace panties for bottoms. And with a saucy grin at me, she settled onto the opposite couch and pulled her legs up onto the cushion, flashing me a seductive smile.


Sasha waited two minutes, giving me ample time to ogle Adrienne first. When I heard the sound of her high heels clacking on the stair treads, I turned and caught my breath to see her dark hair curled and piled into an elegant up-do that left her shoulders bare. She wore a satin short-sleeved pajama set in the same Mediterranean turquoise as her china poblana, but only the top button was fastened while her big tits pushed out the fabric and revealed some impressive cleavage down the middle. Matching turquoise short-shorts barely covered her ass, and even the strappy heels with a horizontal band circling her ankles were in the same turquoise color.


"Wow..." I breathed, reaching over and pinching my forearm to make sure I wasn't imagining that I had such a gorgeous girlfriend.


"You're gonna love this next part," Adrienne said, reaching over and patting my knee. "I just want to say that the entire thing was her idea. Just so you know."


"What entire thing?"


Adrienne merely gestured with her eyes for me to return my attention to Sasha.


My girlfriend grinned, placed both hands on her waist, and cocked one hip to the side. "I've already said that Adrienne told me about the five-way you had two years ago on Graduation night. She said it was a celebration for the 'roommates' of the house after everything you all had been through. And when I thought about doing the same for us this year, it occurred to me that even though they were never formally 'roommates', there are two very special girls who spent the majority of their nights here with you and me."


I caught movement out of the corner of my eye, and saw Adrienne putting away her cell phone. Moments later, I heard the front door open, the sounds of more high heels clacking on the hardwood down the hall, and the front door closing.


I knew who they were even before they came into view, of course, and I merely grinned when Andie and Jamie appeared at the living room archway, both of them wearing bulky trenchcoats.


"Surprise!" Jamie enthused while yanking open her trenchcoat to reveal a completely transparent pastel purple nightie that left absolutely nothing to the imagination, showing off her big, round D-cups which were capped by shiny purple star-shaped pasties over her nipples and revealing the dark purple G-string she wore beneath.


Andie, meanwhile, didn't bother to open her trenchcoat. She'd waited ten seconds to let me ogle Jamie, but apparently those ten seconds was the maximum she could restrain herself before she ran forward and vaulted herself into my lap.


In the split-second before Andie's tongue invaded my mouth, I recognized that she wore the same white lace teddy/garter/stockings ensemble she'd worn a few other times, but then my view was full of excited, horny bottle-blonde cutie. We kissed for what felt like ten minutes, even though it couldn't have been that long. And when we finally broke for air, we grinned happy grins, both delighted to be with each other one last time.


"Tomorrow, I'm just your friend," she told me breathlessly. "Tomorrow, we go back to being broken up. Yesterday was playtime, just messing around with the whole harem. But tonight... tonight ... I'm your girlfriend, got it?"


I grinned. "Got it."


Andie giggled happily. "I'm Ben's girlfriend!"


And my Graduation five-way was on.





-- SUNDAY, MAY 21, 2006 --



"Gawd. Fucking. Damn. Andie!" I grunted in rhythm with the bottle-blonde currently bouncing her asshole up and down my upright cock. "The-fuck. Are. You. Doing. To-Me?!?"


Face-up on all fours above me, my cutie locked her arms and really worked her abs, glutes, and quads to almost violently thrust her pelvis to the air and just as violently sit back down. Her hair was clipped up by a couple of bobby pins, but tendrils still fell loose into my face every now and again while she gasped with the effort of vertically sodomizing herself.


"I'm. Making. Sure. You. Never. Forget-Me. Ever!" she grunted right back.


"Ohhh ... shittt!" I groaned, feeling my balls coil in the last few seconds before eruption. While my hands had been clamped onto her hips, they'd merely been along for the ride while Andie did all the work. But now I tightened my grip and took over, violently jerking her body down against my crotch three times in rapid succession <Bam-Bam-Bam!>


The dam burst, and pinning her body against mine with my dick at full depth I began spitting wads of hot jizz into her rectum. Sliding my hands up her ribcage, I palmed her tits and squeezed them while raising my head to bite down on her neck, intent on leaving a mark that would last as long as possible. And as she felt my cock filling her colon with cum, Andie rubbed herself off to a screaming climax as well.


Long after we'd both finished cumming, Andie remained naked, sweaty, and limp on top of me with my schlong still stuck up her ass. Panting for breath, she cradled my hands on top of her titties, directing my palms to rub them firmly. And after a moment's thought, I turned my face to whisper directly into her ear.


"I wish I could keep you," I sighed.


"You could, you know," she replied.


"But we both know I shouldn't."


"I know, I know ... Still ... I'll never stop loving you."


"Sure you will. With time and absence, you'll move on. You've gotten way too used to getting regularly pounded these last few months. Your libido isn't just going to go away once I move out of town."


She turned her head and gave me an intense look, one that told me she was coming up with some compromise to give her just a piece of me, like a request to only visit and fuck her once a week or something crazy like that just so she wouldn't lose me. But she didn't ask, and I didn't have to reject her. Instead, she turned her face to kiss me.


So I kissed her back, and when we pulled away I looked her straight in the eyes and said, "I want you to promise me something."


"What's that?"


"Never get a boob job. Ever. I love these puppies just the way they are," I said, squishing them in my hands again. "I love how sensitive they are. I love how I can practically give you an orgasm just by playing with them. And of course I adore the girl they're attached to. These are your boobies, Andie, and I wish you'd come to love them as much as I do. You're the whole package just the way you are, and one day you're going to make someone a lucky man. You deserve nothing less than a man who will devote himself to you, who will worship the ground you walk on and thank God for the privilege of giving you his love. You're worth it. Never forget that."


She blinked and stared at me for a long moment. In the end she didn't respond verbally, but she gave me a firm nod and leaned in to kiss me again. And only when we pulled apart did she sigh, "I'll never forget you."


"And I'll never forget you. And hey ... I'm not going away forever. My sister is here. Bert and Paige are here. I'll be back. Maybe I'll come knocking on the front door of the Chapter House one day, and if you're still single – now don't STAY single just for this – maybe a couple of old friends can have a good time."


"I'd like that," she replied and kissed me again.


"Aww, you guys are so cute together," Jamie giggled as she poked her head in above us. "Now can you please pull out so I can slurp up the creampie?"





-- SATURDAY, JULY 1, 2006, SIX WEEKS LATER --



Entry was difficult. I'd eaten her out to three orgasms and stretched her vaginal walls with three fingers. She was copiously lubricated and horny as hell. But still her pussy was skin-peelingly tight.


She was bent over in a modified doggy-style position, her ass in the air while she hugged a pillow beneath her chest with her cheek resting on the mattress. I watched her breathe shallowly, concentrating on relaxing her inner muscles to allow my entry as she felt my cock slowly burrow its way inside for the very first time in our new home.


It wasn't our first time having pregnant sex. That had been the Sunday night after I got the ball rolling on letting Kim play basketball with us. It had been a moderately successful encounter, but to be honest she was a little too keyed up and excited to make it last. Even though doing so had been my idea, I still felt a little weird knowing that Kim's father and older brothers were also in the house, and I was still quite emotionally-drained after the previous day's funeral ceremony. But I figured Kim had waited long enough to be intimate with me, and while our orgasms may not have been what we both knew we were capable of, they were still satisfactory.


Besides, I recognized that orgasms weren't the most important part of lovemaking; it was the connection to each other that truly mattered.


Subsequent visits to the Fukuzaki home also included lovemaking. Kim had a lot of pent-up passion to release, and pregnancy had apparently made her extra-sensitive, just one more thing to come true from my coma dream. Our enthusiasm was tempered by my respect for her father, and I'd rather have not done it in his home, period. But hey, it wasn't MY rule to keep Kim in the house. Of course, Mike had to go and crack that it wasn't like I could get Kim pregnant again, which didn't exactly make things less awkward.


But we weren't in the Fukuzaki home this morning and there were no fathers or brothers on the other side of the door. We had plenty of time, so we'd paced ourselves. She'd swallowed my cum. I'd eaten her to those three orgasms. I'd ordered her into this position. And then I'd reached forward to fasten a hot pink collar around her neck.


"Tell me if this hurts," I'd commanded as I nudged my cockhead against her folds.


"I will," she'd replied.


Her response was a far cry from 'I am yours to use, Master', and it made me smile. So I was gentle. I was patient. And I wondered how in the hell she would ever deliver a baby through this canal.


They say a woman's vagina is never the same after she's given birth. In this case, I rather hoped they were right. Lovemaking would sure be easier if it didn't always take five minutes to get fully enjoined.


Thankfully, Kim's whimpers were the sounds of pleasure, not of pain, as I slowly pushed in and out of her tight cunt. With my hands on her hips, I drove myself forward and back, relishing the exquisite friction while simultaneously angling myself to put extra pressure on her g-spot. And together we made love.


I gave her an orgasm in that position before her arms and legs got wobbly and I turned us both onto our sides. I entered her again in a spooned position, sliding my left arm beneath her pillow and using that hand to play with her breasts, which were a little rounder and a little fuller now that she was well over halfway through her pregnancy. My right hand diddled her clit and tweaked her erogenous zones, causing sensations across her skin she hadn't felt in a long, long time. And finally I brought my lover to a second climax, nothing earth-shattering but still plenty wonderful for a girl whose only orgasms had been self-inflicted for far too long.


"Cum in me..." Kim crooned as soon as she caught her breath. She took my right hand and rubbed it directly on her bare belly. One might think that such a powerful reminder of the fetus would put a damper on my enthusiasm, but it was just the opposite. The time we'd had sex a month-and-a-half ago in her father's house I'd been in too much of a hurry to really think about it. But now the gentle curvature of my baby mama's belly gave me a feeling of euphoria that simply blew my mind.


Kim was pregnant ... with MY son. I was making love ... to the mother of my son. Together we celebrated our procreation ... by repeating the very act that had led to this result. And I felt my heart fill with joy that she and I could share this level of intimacy, to feel a kind of closeness that could never truly be surpassed.


"I'll take care of you," I promised, and this time I felt like I actually KNEW what I was promising. It wasn't a concept anymore, a hypothetical made in the heat of the moment while the rest of my world crumbled all around me. I'd come to an understanding with her father, she wore my collar around her neck, and she was even here, in our home, without any of her family members standing guard or otherwise hovering over her. I had a job, I had a plan, and above all I finally had Kim.


"And I'll take care of you," I promised, although this time my words were directed to the little banana-sized life growing inside of my lover's womb. I rubbed Kim's belly for emphasis, and she giggled before putting her left hand on top of mine. With her right arm, she reached back to grasp my head and pull it toward hers, and I leaned over her shoulder to meet her lips with mine.


After our kiss, Kim started thrusting her ass back at me with a little more fervor. I gripped her breast with my left hand and held onto her belly with my right as I met each thrust with one of my own. Closer and closer to release I got, until finally I felt myself tipping over the edge. And at the last moment I gasped into Kim's ear, "I'll take care of you."


And then I came.


I thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into my lover's ear as a quart of spunk flowed out of me to splash against the now-closed entrance to her womb. Moaning with me, Kim reached back with her right arm to tug our spooned bodies even closer together as she felt my pelvis grind against her ass while cum flowed 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.


When I could spurt no more, I groaned and bent my head down so I could tenderly kiss the back of Kim's neck as I cuddled up behind her. Sliding my left hand down, I rested both palms on top of her belly. And imagining I could actually feel my son's heartbeat through his mother's skin, I caressed the round globe with an upwelling of emotion that practically brought tears to my eyes in the aftermath of our intimate lovemaking.


And then Kim repeated back to me, "I'll take care of you," and I actually DID form happy tears in my eyes.


We cuddled for a while, and my roommates left us alone until the time we'd agreed upon for them to come fetch me. Sasha even gave us an extra five minutes to tickle each other and mumble sweet endearments, but then she finally knocked and entered at our invitation. "Sorry to interrupt," she apologized. "But you wanted me to get you both ready before your families get here."


"I know, I know," I sighed, burying my face into Kim's cleavage before sitting up, taking a deep breath, and swinging my legs off the bed. "We're getting up, we're getting up."


Sasha smiled and left, closing the door behind her, no doubt to oversee final preparations for our housewarming party. It was more of an "apartment"-warming party, really, since this wasn't a "house". It was a 35th-story corner unit in the heart of San Francisco, within walking distance of both Sasha's and my offices and in the same apartment building as Brandi and Dayna (albeit 18 stories higher). And in another hour, we expected to pack the space to the gills since my family and the Evanses would be stopping by on their way to Morris Camp and the Fukuzakis would be coming over to inspect Kim's future home.


No, we hadn't managed to swing a palatial single-detached house literally across the street from my sisters in Berkeley, but I was no less happy with this place. It may have been a little bit smaller than the old house, but then I wasn't planning on hosting a harem of a dozen Tri-Delts here. And I knew the apartment would more than fit our needs.


Having been through the housewarming drill once before (well, not technically but I still felt like I'd already done this), I reached a hand out to the mother of my son and said, "C'mon. Let's go take a shower."


It wasn't exactly a command tone, but I already knew Kim would obey. She got up and let me lead her into the adjoining Jack-N-Jill bathroom. There, I sat her down on the newly-installed shower bench and proceeded to give her a full-body soap down, with extra-special attention paid to her belly. I then commanded her to do the same for me, a process which she decided must include a taste test to ensure that her Master's penis was perfectly clean, not to mention ensuring that her Master's testicles had been fully emptied of sperm. Once we were both clean, dressed, and presentable we left the room to rejoin the others. And that's when we found out that despite settling on a specific time when my family was supposed to arrive, it turned out that Mom, Dad, and the twins had gotten here early.


Everyone stopped what they were doing to greet us, and everyone of course fawned over Kim and rubbed her belly. But once we got the initial pleasantries out of the way, and Dad explained about having great traffic in addition to an early departure, Sasha resumed giving the grand tour while Adrienne called Brandi to let her know our family had arrived early.


"So my room is in here," Sasha explained, gesturing like an airline stewardess. "Adrienne has the Master bedroom of course – she's the one who got us this place. And Ben and Kim are splitting the Jack-N-Jill rooms. Once the baby comes, Kim will want to sleep next to the crib. And Ben will be just through the adjoining bathroom to help out in the middle of the night."


"And I know what Ben will be 'helping out' with in the middle of the night before the baby comes," Eden cracked to her twin sister.


"Girls..." Dad admonished.


"This place is incredible," Mom breathed, stepping away from the bedrooms for a moment as she walked toward the floor-to-ceiling windows offering a commanding view of downtown San Francisco. The ceiling was also vaulted in the room, about two feet higher than in the rest of the unit since there wasn't any ductwork or electrical wiring directly overhead, and of course it was decorated in only the most stylish and modern (but baby-friendly) décor Adrienne could design. "It must cost a fortune in rent."


"That's the best part," Adrienne began proudly as she closed her phone and returned to the group. "We're paying twelve hundred dollars a month in rent, plus utilities."


"That's it?" Dad frowned with an arched eyebrow as he glanced around. "How many square feet?"


"Sixteen hundred."


"In this part of the City? This is a million-dollar home, maybe two, and you're only paying twelve hundred a month in rent? Brandi and Dayna must be paying twice that for a place half the size!"


Adrienne giggled. "I know the owners."


I explained, "She signed the contract with Taylor's agency last month, and this is one of Jonathan Kwong's units."


Adrienne shrugged. "Hey, it's all about who you know in this business. What's the point of making connections if you're not gonna use them?"


Dad nodded and pointed at her, drawling, "She's got a point."


Just then, the doorbell rang. Adrienne perked up and looked over with a smile, saying, "Ooh, that'll be Brandi and Dayna. No one else could have gotten here this fast."


Everyone followed Adrienne over to the front door, but wrapping my arm around Kim's waist I steered her over toward the living room windows. Cuddled together, we looked out across the view. No, I couldn't see our old Berkeley house right across the street. And no, I wouldn't be able to see Brooke, DJ, or Dawn anytime I wanted.


But I was moving on. WE were moving on: Adrienne, Sasha, Kim, and I. College was over, the memories left to be just that: memories. Now we had a new home, new jobs, and new responsibilities that included parenthood for me and Kim.


Our childhoods were past.


Our college years were past.


Our Adult Years were just beginning.





"Hurry uuuup!" Eden whined from the last row of the van.


"Yeah!" Emma chimed in from opposite seat. The twins were stuck in back because Jack and Deanna Evans were riding with my family to Morris Camp rather than take a separate car. "We're ready!"


"Seriously, girls," Brooke groaned. "That got old before you were twelve."


"Leave 'em alone. They only get to be young once," I said, waving the girls off. I opened my arms and hugged my little sister while she buried her face against my chest. "You take care of my baby now, you hear?"


Brooke took a step back and grinned as she tossed the Mustang keys up before snatching them out of the air. "You betcha. And you take care of your baby – and by that I mean baby."


"You know what I mean. If anything goes wrong – leaking oil or a check engine light or anything like that – you let me know and I'll come check it out so--"


"Yeah, yeah, let my Mr. Fix-It handyman brother save the day," she drawled sarcastically. "I got it, alright? You're not the only one in this family who knows how to stick their nose under a hood, remember? How do you think I kept that beater Corolla going all those years?"


I clapped Brooke on the back one more time. "Attagirl."


She smirked and circled around to the driver's side, eager to get behind the wheel of her new ride for the drive back down to the Evans house.


Meanwhile, DJ stepped alongside me on the passenger side of the car. Wrapping her arms around my neck, she kissed me firmly on the lips before asking, "When are we meeting up again? It's been a while and I'm getting antsy."


"Antsy? It hasn't been that long. And what happened to that cute Senior who was hitting on you in the coffee shop the last time we talked?"


"Psht. One date," DJ snorted. "Guy couldn't keep his eyes off my tits. I sent him home disappointed."


I promptly fixed my head at a forty-five degree downward angle and ogled the melons on display in DJ's scoop-necked tank top. "Well, these ARE worth staring at..."


She lightly slapped my cheek and breathed, "Don't start something you're not gonna finish right now."


"Fine, fine," I chuckled as I hugged her once more, pecked her cheek, and stepped back as she got into the passenger side of the Mustang.


But just as I was about to close the door, DJ looked up at me and asked, "So seriously: When are we meeting up again?"


"Umm, I dunno. You guys free next weekend?"


Dayna was just behind me, and she turned to say, "Actually, we were just thinking that would be a good time to visit everyone at camp. A weekend trip, like last year?"


I arched an eyebrow. "Last you mentioned this, weren't you thinking of going at the END of the month, like last year?"


Brandi explained, "Yeah, we'd talked about that. But Dawn's birthday will be the following Monday, so maybe we could celebrate early. The parentals have already said we're welcome to come by anytime, so long as we call first."


Dayna, Brandi, and I all shared a smirk at that, and Dayna added, "Just kind of a spontaneous idea to go early. We don't have to go next weekend."


I stepped back and glanced at my roommates. Sasha and Adrienne were still hugging and saying goodbye to the parentals, and Kim had already gone back home with her family. It wasn't that I was against the idea of a spontaneous visit to camp, especially for Dawn's birthday, but for some reason I found myself rather hoping either Sasha or Adrienne would have a conflict that prevented us from going.


Meanwhile, Brandi leaned over to say to both DJ and Brooke, "We can all go. It'd be nice if you could get off a little early on Friday so we can be there by dinnertime, but it's not the end of the world if we leave after work, too."


Brooke and DJ exchanged a look, Brooke shrugging like she was okay with it. But just as DJ said, "Sure, we're in" I also spoke up and said, "You know what? I think I'll pass."


The girls had started to look at DJ, but at my unexpected response everyone turned to look at me instead. Dayna was the first to inquire curiously, "Is this a 'Dawn' thing? You were okay going later in the month but now you don't want to go around her birthday?"


"What? No, no, nothing like that. It's just ... I actually don't think I'm going to visit at all this year. Don't get me wrong: I LOVE Morris Camp. It's a magical, special place full of so many good memories. It's meant so much to me as a part of my past, shaping both me and my relationships with all of you. And yeah, it's a place that's always been special to me and Dawn. Even though we only spent a month there out of each year, I feel like I can summarize my entire childhood just by highlighting each of those annual visits."


I trailed off for a moment, and the girls looked at each other before Brandi led me, "But..."


"But I feel like it's time I did a little growing up, you know? Today was our housewarming, and even though we've been in this new apartment for a while now, it felt like today was my day to announce to the world that I'm an adult. I've got a job, and I've got a baby on the way, and I honestly don't think I should drag Kim all the way up there with me – not with how overprotective her father is. I've got responsibilities here, and I've only had my job for two weeks. I don't want to go asking my boss to leave early on Friday just yet, you know?"


"But you can't not be there," Brooke protested, leaning across the center console of the Mustang. "Do you remember the last time we ALL were together at Camp? If you're the only one missing ... that's just... wrong."


"It's just a weekend, not the whole month."


"But we NEED you," my little sister whined.


By now, the rest of my family noticed the commotion and had circled around us. Even Eden and Emma had come out from the van.


I turned, looking at each of my family members whether blood-related to me or not. They were ALL my family, and the truth was that if I only said the word, we really would have everyone at Morris Camp for the first time in years.


But I knew what I wanted, and I knew what I didn't. And I simply didn't want to go to Morris Camp this year. I didn't want to disappoint everyone, but I didn't fear disappointing them either. "I'm sorry," I said with a shrug.


"Not this coming weekend? Or not at all?" Brandi asked for clarification.


"Not at all, not this year. Next year, maybe, and beyond. But not this year. I'm focusing on the future, not the past."


"So what, Dawn is part of your 'past' and no longer in your future?" Dayna frowned. "Or is it that you can't stand to see her and her new boyfriend together?"


"This has nothing to do with Nick," I said, shaking my head. "Dawn and I are fine, and she will always be part of my future whether I go up there or not. We've talked, and we're comfortable with where we're at in each other's lives. I'll call her to wish her a Happy Birthday, and I'll see her again in August. But until then, I've got my own stuff to deal with."


There were a lot of odd looks exchanged between everyone, but no one seemed inclined to try to talk me out of it.


Still, I added, "But I'm looking forward to seeing her again when she comes to Berkeley to finish school. Please tell her I said that when you see her, alright?"


Dayna said she'd pass that along, and ultimately Brooke and DJ agreed to go with the elder sisters next weekend. Dayna also invited both Adrienne and Sasha to go with them, but Sasha smiled and politely declined, stating that she'd rather stay with me, and Adrienne opted to stick around as well. Nobody was terribly surprised; both of them had far stronger connections to me than to the camp.


So in the end we all said our final goodbyes. My parents, the twins, and the Evanses loaded into the van. Brooke drove off with DJ in the Mustang. And Brandi and Dayna rode the elevator up with us until the 17th floor before getting off and leaving.


Once the three of us were back in our new apartment, Adrienne and Sasha turned to me with inquisitive expressions. Adrienne folded her arms across her chest, arched an eyebrow just like me, and asked, "So what was that all about? We've already talked about the idea of going up to camp to visit. Why the sudden change of heart?"


I'd been thinking about that myself ever since the words had come out of my mouth. In the elevator, I'd been lost in thought while the girls chatted with each other. And even now, I was sort of staring into space as I tried to process everything I was feeling.


Adrienne and Sasha continued to look at me expectantly, so even though I hadn't completely wrapped my head around my emotions, I stood up straight, looked right at Sasha, and asked the first thing that popped into my mind.


"Would you marry me?"





Watching Sasha and Adrienne simultaneously freak out and start babbling incoherently over each other snapped me out of my trance, and I immediately raised my hands and began gesturing for both of them to calm down while explaining that my question hadn't come out the way I meant it. Eventually, I managed to get them to sit down with me in our living room, the two of them on a couch and me sitting atop the coffee table in front of them.


"I'm not asking you to marry me and that wasn't meant as a proposal," I began. "We both know it's way too early in our relationship for that sort of thing and I'm sorry I just blurted it out that way."


"Jeez ... Give a girl a heart-attack why don't you?" Sasha put a hand on her chest and she was breathing pretty hard while glaring at me with wide eyes.


Adrienne reached out and smacked the side of my arm. "Don't you know better than to say something like that? Especially with your history?"


I frowned and looked back and forth between them. "Is the thought of me marrying Sasha really so offensive to both of you?"


The girls looked at each other, and Sasha's jaw flapped up and down for a moment while Adrienne sort of grimaced and waggled her head.


"Well ... like... eventually," Adrienne hedged. "This isn't the same situation as DJ being pregnant, and you certainly haven't known Sasha for nearly as long as you knew the Evans girls."


I raised both hands and made rapid downward waves to squelch that line of thought. "I know, I know, and I'm handling this all wrong. Let's try to forget the crap I've blurted in the last two minutes and start from the beginning. You wanted to know why I don't want to go to Morris Camp this year and--"


"And you asked if I'd marry you," Sasha cut me off with a 'well that happened' sort of shell-shocked expression.


"I didn't mean like right away." I bowed my head and clasped my hands, pleading with them for patience. "I want to make absolutely clear that I'm not rushing you, not rushing us, and I'm not trying to put any pressure on this relationship."


She looked skeptical and deadpanned, "You're not?"


"I'm not. What was going through my head while you two sort of stared at me expecting 'a' response, was whether or not you think that someday, in the future, you and I might get married and raise a family and all that. Someday, but not today."


"Really? That's what you were thinking?"


I nodded.


Adrienne put in, "Then what was all that about not going to camp because you wanted to focus on the future?"


"Everything I said down there about not wanting to revisit the past so I can focus on the future was absolutely true. Morris Camp is a wonderful place that has been an instrumental part of my life and my development, but I honestly think that going back there would only lead me to dwell on what's happened in the past, to get nostalgic about old memories, and yeah, I'll admit that I'd think about all the time Dawn and I have spent growing up together. Thinking those things while she's working as a ranch hand and living in a staff cabin instead of with us? Seeing her with her new boyfriend and not with me? Yeah, I guess that IS part of it. It's not that I can't handle it or that I'm avoiding it – okay, maybe I am avoiding – but she and I really are in a good place right now. This ISN'T about Dawn."


"It's apparently about Sasha," Adrienne commented while popping her eyebrows.


"Because I don't want to think about Dawn or what could have been or what we might have lost. I don't want you to think that I'm still hung up on her, because I genuinely believe that I'm not. But Morris Camp and Dawn Evans are just so inextricably linked in my mind that it would be impossible for me to visit and NOT think about her." I reached forward and rubbed Sasha's knee. "I'd rather think about YOU and what we're building together HERE."


"We've just barely started dating. And you're fucking her every night." Sasha jerked a thumb at Adrienne.


I smirked. "So are you."


"Touché."


I shrugged. "We're not in a traditional relationship with each other, OR with Adrienne, for that matter."


"Certainly not. And I'm not expecting that to change now that we're dating. I know full-well that Adrienne will always be a part of your life, and so will Brooke. They're both your family, and I understand that while the level of intimacy you share with each other is maybe a little more than what polite society is used to, it's something that works for you all. It's not my place to interfere with that."


Adrienne sat up. "So you're really okay with me and him?"


"Of course!" Sasha took a deep breath, gave me a shrug, and added, "And really ... I think I'd be okay with you porking just about anyone."


That got eyebrow raises from both me and Adrienne. I blinked and repeated, "Anyone?"


"Well, maybe not anyone," Sasha conceded. "But after spending all this time with you and the Tri-Delts and Adrienne and Brooke and DJ ... Having you to myself has never been a part of our relationship."


"So we're back to the 'parameters of our relationship' we talked about a month ago."


Sasha giggled. "I guess so."


I furrowed my forehead and thought back. "So we talked about a Green List and otherwise getting permission ahead of time."


Sasha frowned and shook her head. "You know, I'm actually gonna say you don't need my permission ahead of time."


Adrienne's head jerked up. "Wait, WHAT?"


Sasha shrugged. "My relationship with you should not be about monogamy and 'permission' – it should be about communication and trust. TALK to me. Be HONEST with me. If you find yourself in a situation where you can't get a hold of me but you genuinely want to have sex with somebody – at least somebody you don't think I'll have a problem with – well... go for it. Just TELL me about it. Don't hide anything about your emotions or feelings or try to pretend that lying to me is in my best interests. Frankly, my entire relationship with Rod was spent tiptoeing around the truth trying to protect each other's feelings. It felt like living a lie."


I blinked, took a deep breath, and said, "Well then this is gonna sound patently unfair, because I don't want you hooking up with any other guys without express permission. Hell, I don't want you hooking up with any other guys period."


Sasha smiled. "I already told you: that's fine. You're you, and I accept you the way you are. I'm me, and to be honest the only variety I'm interested in is other girls."


Adrienne wrapped an arm around Sasha and squeezed her. "Just like me!"


I chuckled and shook my head in mild disbelief at my good fortune. "Still, I want to be fair about the 'fidelity' issue. I have to give you the same rights as me."


Sasha snorted. "No you don't."


I frowned. "I don't? Don't you deserve fairness?"


"We can be equal but different. Our relationship shouldn't be about being fair, but rather about understanding what we each need. You and I are different people and trying to balance what I 'deserve' against what you 'deserve' is emotional accounting. And the last thing I want is to spend our relationship saying, 'Well I let you do this so you have to let me do that.'"


I grimaced. "That sounds like hell."


"It does. Fuck 'fair'. I'm telling you I'm a big girl and I can handle your varied sex life. Now if you want to give me the right to hook up with another girl without getting your express permission, then that's fine; I'd like that. But again, I don't want our relationship to be about permission."


"But rather communication and trust. Got it."


Sasha grinned. "I trust you. I respect you. I believe that you'd never deliberately hurt me. And I hope you believe those same things about me."


I nodded. "I do."


"Fidelity is about emotion, not sex. If you want to bang somebody, then go ahead, as long as you're honest and open about it. But if you're developing feelings for somebody ... like... love feelings ... I don't want you to hide that from me."


"Of course not."


"It's easy to say that right now. The true test will be when such a situation comes up in the future."


"Sasha..."


She waved to cut me off. "I'm not going to get clingy and overbearing about it right now. We're very early in the relationship and neither of us can truly know if this will last."


"But I'd like to think you hope that we'll last, don't you?"


Sasha took a deep breath and briefly glanced at Adrienne. Her expression was such that Adrienne tighted her grip around Sasha's back and added a second arm across Sasha's chest to make it a hug. Within the reassuring warmth of Adrienne's embrace, Sasha took another deep breath and gave me a worried look.


"I hope that we'll last, I really do. But I worry. I worry that I'm just a placeholder."


"'Placeholder'?"


She shrugged. "Destined to keep you company until you don't need me anymore and replace me with ... well ... with one of them."


The tension in her eyes and the way Adrienne sighed made it obvious that we were all on the same page. I didn't even need a mystical connection to know Sasha was talking about the Evanses.


"Sasha, I can't--"


"You can't make me any promises, and I wouldn't believe you if you did. You just got done telling us about how you can't go to Morris Camp with the rest of your family because as a place it is inextricably linked to her, to them. There's something special between you all, something that still exists even though you've gone through these horrible break-ups with both Dawn and DJ. I was there when you broke down over Dawn, crying so hard you couldn't see straight and were drooling and leaking snot all over one of my favorite sweaters. I've spent the last several months living here and watching you avoid the mere concept of a relationship after the pain of DJ and the abortion. But it's obvious that you and DJ are still incredibly close, that it would be really easy for the two of you to fall back into a romantic relationship like you had before. And you have this 'best friends since birth' bond with Dawn that I don't think will ever be broken."


I swallowed thickly and nodded my head. "It's..."


"Complicated," Sasha finished for me.


I took a deep breath. "Dawn is and will always be one of my closest friends. You see the bonds Dayna and Brandi have, that DJ and Brooke have. That's kind of what it's always been like for her and me."


Sasha nodded.


"But that doesn't mean I'm using you as a placeholder. Being with you and being Dawn's friend are not mutually-exclusive, nor does having sex with DJ mean that I don't love you."


"I know that. And I'm not saying that I believe you'll break my heart for one of them. But can you blame me for considering it a possibility? For maybe thinking I shouldn't put my heart on the line just yet? Open communication, remember? I'm telling you how I really feel."


"And I'm telling you how -I- really feel. You're right: DJ and I have resumed a physical relationship, but she's still a student and I'm still with YOU. Dawn has come back to visit and we've had some talks to clear the air, but we still have a long road back. And even once we get there, I genuinely believe it will be as friends. We're better that way, I think."


Sasha glanced up at Adrienne, reading HER reaction, and Adrienne sort of shrugged but also nodded her agreement.


"I won't tell you that I love you more or less than I did either of them," I continued. "You and I have agreed that our relationship is still just getting started. But I do commit my emotional fidelity to you, to finding out what we can be together and seeing how our love can GROW. The Evanses have always shared my past, but I want us to share our future. Because even though I didn't spend the last twenty-two years of my life growing up with you, I think I can spend the next twenty-two years and more of my life growing OLD with you."


"Okay, okay there, Tiger," Adrienne cut me off. "Laying it on a little thick now. Weren't you just saying you weren't going to pressure her into a lifelong commitment?"


I chuckled, rolled my eyes, and sighed. "It's hard for me to not be optimistic about this, okay? What, you're gonna tell me you don't think Sasha is wonderful and special and wouldn't make a fabulous life partner?"


Adrienne blinked and stared at Sasha for a moment. "Okay. You're right," she replied with a grin, still staring at her.


Sasha blushed and giggled while shaking her head. "You're trying to reassure me that you don't see me as just a placeholder to keep your bed warm until Dawn or DJ comes to their senses and returns to win you back."


"I really don't. I honestly think those two and I will be friends – and 'sisters' – forever. But I honestly think you could be my wife ... eventually. And no, I'm STILL not asking you to marry me and that's STILL not meant to be a proposal. I'm going to repeat that I'm not trying to pressure you about getting married or having a family anytime soon."


"But you still asked if I would marry you."


"Well ... You wanted to know what I was thinking about, and well ... I'm trying to do better with this open communication thing. You're right: we've barely started dating. And it's hard for you to emotionally invest yourself into being with me long-term when you're not entirely sure if I'm truly over my exes. But I'm asking on a purely thirty-thousand feet conceptual level: Is marriage and family even on your radar? Someday? With me or even anyone else? And let me add that I've sorta already had this conversation with Adrienne, and her answers to both were rather definitively 'NO'."


Sasha raised her eyebrows at Adrienne, who shrugged and gestured back to the brunette. Sasha took a deep breath and looked back at me. "I ... guess ... I mean, yeah. I always thought that someday I'd get married and have kids. Eventually. And yeah, I'll admit that I've at least thought about those things with you."


"There? Now was that so hard?"


Sasha rolled her eyes at me. Then she took a deep breath and seemed to be gearing herself up to add something, so I waited patiently while she composed herself, and finally she explained, "But I've never thought about any of that in any concrete form. I'm not one of those girls who planned out her wedding when she was fifteen. I haven't spent hours daydreaming about white houses with picket fences and 2.5 kids and all that."


"Unlike Ben here," Adrienne commented dryly.


For that I smacked her in the arm.


Sasha smiled and continued. "To be honest, my life has been such a mess these last few years that it was hard for me to really think about the future. First it was my dad going to jail and my mom leaving. Then it was being taken in by Rod and his family and then breaking UP with Rod and not being sure where I stood with his family. Adrienne's been super-helpful in that regard, and we've certainly bonded over our common experiences."


Adrienne smiled and squeezed Sasha's hand.


Sasha took a deep breath and returned her attention to me. "I spent so much time living paycheck to paycheck, finding peace with my stripping profession, and then coming to terms with these two sides of my personality that you've shown me, that I haven't really had much time to think more than a month ahead. My goal was a job and financial security, and not much beyond that. Even when I thought of being together with you, my 'hopes and dreams' kinda only extended as far out as becoming your girlfriend. The idea of marrying you and having kids ... well that was just so distant into the future as to be irrelevant."


I nodded. "Okay, okay. That's fair."


Sasha suddenly leaned forward and took my hands in hers. She interlaced her fingers through mine, parked her face just in front of mine, and gave me an earnest look. "But when I stop to think about marriage and kids right here, right now ... with you ... I have to say that I love the idea."


I blinked in surprise.


Sasha smiled. "Not now, not yet of course. We're young, we're just starting our careers, and my brain knows that it's WAY too soon in our relationship to seriously contemplate that sort of thing. We're honeymooning over the recent decision to make our relationship official and moving into this new apartment together and all that, even though we've been fucking for a long time already. I consider myself a pragmatic, rational person. I've spent such a long time divorcing my emotions from my decisions, doing my best to remain calm and really think about what I truly need in my life and keeping that awareness separate from what I might want."


I smiled. "That's smart."


She shook her head with a smile. "But when I'm with you all that rationality just goes out the window. You DO something to me, something terrible and wonderful at the same time. You make me feel ... feel..."


"Crazy?" I smirked.


Sasha grinned. "Happy. Giddy. And yeah, a little crazy. I completely lose my head when I'm around you, willing to do anything to make sure I remain a part of your life. I'm helpless in your arms, because you make me feel like I've never felt before. It's like I can FLY when I'm with you, and after spending my entire life like every other earthbound schmuck who slogs through life WALKING, I'm simply blown away by the possibilities you've shown me, and I never want to merely 'walk' again."


Adrienne wrapped an arm around Sasha's waist and chirped, "I know exactly what you mean."


Sasha smiled at her friend and rubbed their shoulders together. She turned back to face me, a beaming smile on her face as she took a deep breath and said. "When I'm with you, I feel like anything is possible, that I have this bright new future I could never conceive of before. And I want to feel like that forever. So the answer to your question is: Yes, I would marry you ... but not today."


I snorted and squeezed Sasha's hands, the first half of her 'answer' enough to make me giddy with delight. I knew what she meant about feeling like she could fly as I didn't even feel the floor beneath my feet when I leaned forward and met Sasha in a quick kiss followed by a fierce hug while we buried our chins into each other's neck. Adrienne wrapped her arms around both of us in a group hug, and together we rocked as one right there in our new living room.


"I'm so happy I get to face my future with the two of you," I sighed happily, pulling an arm out so that I could wrap it around Adrienne.


"I'm so happy you found me and let me into this brave new world," Sasha chimed in, rubbing her cheek against mine.


"I'm so happy I wanna have sex RIGHT NOW!" Adrienne enthused, causing Sasha and me to crack up laughing and ultimately break the group hug.


Sasha and I looked at each other and nuzzled noses, both of us floating on the buoyant delight of our shared future.


But Adrienne was already tugging us off the couch. "I'm serious. I wanna FUCK!"


Chuckling, I allowed Adrienne to pull me to my feet first, and we grabbed one of Sasha's hands each and dragged her with us. Adrienne quickly let go and practically raced for the Master bedroom, shedding clothes along the way. Sasha giggled and wrapped an arm around my waist, but rather than hug her I bent, hoisted her over my shoulder, and spanked her ass while she squealed in delight.


"Hey A.D.! Get out the blindfold, handcuffs, and the double-ended 'Big Ben' dildo!" I called ahead. "I'm in a mood."


"WOOO!!!" Adrienne cheered, turning around to shake her unfettered tits at us before disappearing around the corner.


Ten minutes later, a blindfolded and spread-eagled Sasha lay naked on her back with each of her limbs tied to a post of Adrienne's four-poster canopy bed. Adrienne straddled my girlfriend's face to ride Sasha's tongue and hold up those glorious naked Sports Illustrated/Victoria's Secret-famous tits for me to motorboat my face in while I sawed my swollen schlong in and out of Sasha's snatch. Presently, Adrienne shrieked her way to a climax while I bit on her nipple and Sasha slithered her tongue as far as she could up Adrienne's pussy. And after Adrienne toppled off onto the side, I bent forward and kissed my girlfriend while she moaned happily into my mouth.


"You're amazing, you know that?" I said with a smile that Sasha couldn't see but she could certainly hear.


"Sure, but it's still nice to hear you say it," she replied with a blind grin of her own.


"I love you, Sasha," I added sincerely, nuzzling her ear while I continued to pump in and out of her.


She sighed rapturously, and her pussy rippled as if she had a minor orgasm just from me saying that. "I love you, too."


We started kissing again, but just when we broke apart in time to see Adrienne climbing back onto the bed wearing the double-ended 'Big Ben' strap-on, there came a knock at the bedroom door.


Brooke poked her head around with her trademark evil grin, holding aloft the spare key to the apartment we'd given the girls just before they left. "So we had just gotten onto 101 when DJ realized that if we're going to Morris Camp with Dayna and Brandi next weekend, we'll end up missing our regularly-scheduled orgy with you guys. So we HAVE to get our fixes this weekend while we can."


DJ's head followed right beside Brooke's, and she was the one to ask, "This a private party? Or is there room for two more?"


Tomorrow is the first day of the rest of my life.


Epilogue


-- SUNDAY, OCTOBER 10, 2027 --



Taking a deep breath, I looked at BJ and gave him a shrug. “So you kinda understand why I wouldn’t want to drop all of that on you until you were mature enough to understand it. It’s not every day a kid learns that when his mother was his age, she had a submissive personality that made life kinda complicated for those that cared about her. And things weren’t all smooth sailing from there. Your mom turned out to have the same genetic disorder that killed your grandma, and it could have killed your mom too if we hadn’t caught it in time. That’s the only reason why I never gave her any more children, and it’s part of why your grandfather is around so much, why he has always been deeply invested in your development, and why he’s been super-protective of you.”


BJ snorted. “Overprotective of me.”


I shrugged. “He loves you. And he still means the world to your mom. It’s why she named you for both of us: Benjamin Junsaku Fukuzaki.”


“Yeah, but Sofu is still annoyed ‘Junsaku’ isn’t my first name, like his and Uncle John’s. But then, I think that’s just because he’s still annoyed Uncle John named his firstborn ‘Samuel’.”


I chuckled. “Naming you was entirely your mother’s decision: respecting her father AND symbolically breaking free at the same time.”


“Yeah, but it’s still a mouthful.”


I arched an eyebrow. “That a sex joke about your nickname?”


BJ blushed, rolled his eyes, and groaned, “Daaaad.”


I clapped my hands together and sat up. “So that’s it. That’s the story of how your Mom and I got together ... sort of.”


“But your romantic life certainly didn’t stop there. I mean, I know Mom moved in with you and you raised me together and you’ve always been there as my Dad. But did you think I never noticed just how many ‘Aunties’ have always been around?”


I arched an eyebrow. “Your point?”


“I wanna know how all that happened. How did you do it? Juggling all those different women in your life?”


“You looking for pointers on how to juggle your own tangled web of romance?”


BJ blushed and gave me a sheepish grin. “Well, maybe. Is it so bad for me to go to my old man for advice on the subject?”


“Of course not. Certainly, I’ll tell you everything I can that might help you avoid some of the heartaches I went through, to learn from the bad mistakes I made, if you’re willing to listen.”


“Absolutely. But I’m also really curious about something ... something I’ve been wondering about for a long time. And since you were willing to tell me the truth about the strange circumstances that led to MY birth, I’m hoping you’ll tell me the truth about something else.”


“What’s that?”


BJ sat up straight, took a deep breath, and gave me a direct look in the eye. “How many half-siblings do I really have?”


I smiled, glanced down at my lap for a moment, and thought about how I should respond. I glanced at the clock, took note of the time, and took a deep breath. “You sure you want me to answer that?”


“Ohmigawd I was right! Which ones? Tell me about them. I have some guesses, but--”


“No, no, no,” I cut him off, waving my hands. “I think I’ve spent long enough tonight telling you stories about my history.”


“But Daaad...”


I held up a hand palm-out and gave him a serious look. “I’m not saying I won’t tell you. I’m just saying I won’t tell you right now.”


“Tomorrow?”


I laughed and shook my head. “You’ve got classes tomorrow.”


BJ’s shoulders slumped.


“Maybe not tomorrow. Maybe not next week, or even next year. You have to remember, these aren’t just my secrets, and knowing them will shape the way you view the people around you.” I paused and took a deep breath. “But ... well ... someday ... When you’re ready ... Yeah, I’ll tell you everything.”


BJ groaned, but before he could complain any further, Adrienne knocked at the door before poking her head in. “You boys just about finished?”


“Just about,” I replied with a smile.


Adrienne nodded and looked at BJ. “Your mother sent me up here to tell you that dinner’s almost ready.” She looked at us both before returning to BJ. “Are you hungry?”


He shook his head. “She must’ve meant Dad. I’m going out with April tonight; Mom knows that.”


“Oh, right.” Adrienne smiled. “Just April? Or April AND Celine?”


BJ blushed and groaned, “Aunt Adrienne...”


Adrienne sighed with a smile. “Just like his father.”


I head-nodded BJ toward the door. “Go on, get out of here. Don’t keep your woman waiting.”


BJ smirked and got up to leave. He paused to peck Adrienne on the cheek before walking out the door, calling over his shoulder, “Laters...”


I called after him, “Tell April’s mom we said ‘hi’.”


“Will do, Dad,” he yelled back, again without turning around. I already heard his footsteps going down the stairs.


I stood up, and wrapping an arm around Adrienne’s waist, I started for the door while asking, “So what’s Kim making for dinner tonight?”


Adrienne shook her head and tugged me back. “Kim’s not making dinner; she just sent me up here to tell you that dinner’s almost ready. Sasha’s making your favorite.”


I smirked. We both knew that ‘my favorite’ was whatever one of my ladies decided to make for me.


“Besides,” Adrienne continued as she grabbed me by the waist and pushed me back down into my chair. Kneeling on the floor, she reached for my fly and finished, “Kim said that dinner’s almost ready. But it’s not ready yet.”
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