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Chapter 1

Jack and I have been best friends since fifth grade. We lived across the street from each other in a suburb outside Los Angeles. We were both socially awkward at that age, so we delayed introducing ourselves for many years until we had spent the day riding bikes down the cul-de-sac in tangent. Finally, I got up the courage to ask if he wanted to ride with me across some jumps constructed of newspaper and wooden board. After that, we ended up as close as brothers.

Even in the awkward stages of high school, we still maintained our friendship. He was more of a jock than me, participating in wrestling, basketball, football, track, golf, and water polo. My parents had to pressure me to do something physical, so I ended up picking track, mostly because I could run in the long marathons and zone out. When I wasn’t studying or running, I spent almost every moment playing guitar. It was my main passion and dream to be a professional classical, guitar player. Even though at that age, I really didn’t understand what that meant besides playing guitar all day and getting paid for the activity.

Jack’s parents owned a small law firm that picked up steam during our years in high school. My parents were pretty blue collar. My dad worked as the night manager at a local grocery store, and my mom sold cosmetic supplies. Eventually, Jack’s parents did very well and were able to move into a much nicer house in the same town (to keep Jack in the same school). I rarely saw much of my dad since he worked almost every night, so I spent most of my time with my mom. I learned great communication skills from her and also inherited her positive attitude and work ethic.

I remember days when I would come into the department store and watch her work with women. She had the uncanny ability to make all of her customers laugh, smile, and buy whatever she was selling. I don’t know if I ever fully learned what her secret mojo was with people, but I felt that I was able to capture the core influencing skills she had. My mom was also a shrewd business woman and gave me some advice that ended up shaping my life later on.

“Eric,” she would say, “there are only two things you need to learn to have a successful business: You have to learn how to sell things to people, and you have to learn how to keep your accounts in order. You can’t learn how to sell things at school; you have to learn that on the street. But you can learn accounting and finance in school. So make sure you always pay attention in math class.” I always did well in math.

Jack was much less outgoing than I was during high school. He was definitely in better shape than I, because of the extreme amount of sports he participated in. But when it came to girls he broke into a sweat, stuttered, and turned beet red. I had no such qualms about talking to girls, and my arsenal of cosmetic knowledge helped me land many girlfriends, kisses, and a few awkward sexual encounters.

Come the end of senior year, I had dated and dumped eight different girls and Jack hadn’t even been on a date. All was not lost though. With some prodding and coaching from me, he was able to ask one of the better-looking cheerleaders to prom.

When college rolled around, we went our separate ways for schooling. Jack’s parents were now making a great living, and he wanted to eventually join their business. He ended up getting accepted into University in Westwood to begin pre-law. My parents didn’t have the income to pay for an upper-tier school, so I made my auditions across Nor and So Cal with high hopes of getting a full scholarship to Berkeley’s School of Music. I was a great guitar player, but I couldn’t really justify spending the kind of money I would need to spend for four years at one of those schools. Fortunately, I got accepted to all of them. Unfortunately, no full or partial ride; there were lots of guitar players looking for scholarships. State University it was.

The first year of school seemed to go by with agonizing slowness. I hadn’t realized what it was going to be like being a music major. The classes were tougher than I’d thought. The workload was tremendous, and I felt like I spent eighty percent of my time practicing guitar, fifteen studying for core classes, and the remaining five sleeping. I still managed to find time to hang with Jack every other weekend. His parents had put him up with a sweet apartment in Westwood, a short walk from campus. And if he ever needed to drive back home to see them, he could do it in his nice, new German sports car. I think under most circumstances, people would have been jealous of their friend, but I remembered growing up with him poor in the blue-collar suburbs where we just rode bikes all day for fun. His parents’ financial success was the result of hard work, and I couldn’t be jealous of that success. So when I pulled up to his chic apartment in Westwood and parked my beat-up 1984 Honda Civic next to his polished, silver BMW, I didn’t feel envious… okay. Maybe a little.

Jack’s first year was as tough as mine. The jump from a high-school workload to a pre-law (he was doing an accounting/marketing double major) was larger than he expected, and he spent most of his time studying. When we hung out, it was normally at his place where we would order a pizza, watch a movie, complain about school, and talk about cute girls in our classes. Neither of us had enough time to date, so the discussion about girls was always pretty brief.

My guitar playing improved drastically every week, but I started to realize my teachers, who were all amazing guitarists, some of them more talented than I could ever hope to be, were struggling to make ends meet and provide for their families. I was never really one for material possessions, but, somewhere along the line, I thought it would be cool to own a nice house, drive a nice car, and buy expensive things for girls. Maybe Jack’s parents’ material success was rubbing off on me. I realized it would be almost impossible to accomplish most of those things as a professional guitar player. Luckily, I had the support of my parents. They really encouraged me to play, and although I expressed my financial fears to them, they spoke with an infallible conviction when they told me things always work out for the best. I believed them.

Until the night they were killed.

My dad had the night off, and they had decided to go out to dinner in Santa Barbara. It was a two-hour drive from where we lived. On the way home, they were struck by a drunk driver on the 101. The car flipped and landed wrong-side down. I had gotten the call from the Highway Patrol on a night I happened to be hanging out with Jack. I don’t really recall what happened that night, but I know I cried a lot while Jack consoled me.

The next month was a blur. Jack’s parents helped me with the legal stuff. My parents owned our house, but I wasn’t able to afford the maintenance, insurance, or taxes on it, so I had to sell. They also had some money saved and a life insurance plan, so I ended up with what seemed like a huge sum of money sitting in a bank account. At least the money had a home. I felt displaced from everything. My dad was estranged from his parents, and I never met them. My mother’s parents died when I was ten years old. My mother did have a sister, but she lived in Virginia. It helped to talk on the phone, but I wasn’t interested in moving there to be with her. I’d only met her a few times and wasn’t that familiar with her.

Jack’s parents offered to let me live with them till I felt better, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I felt like a black hole of despair, and I knew it would interrupt their lives if I was under their roof. I ended up renting an apartment close to school. I ended up quitting guitar. I ended up quitting school. I ended up quitting life for a time.
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Chapter 2

Jack pulled me out. It was about ten months after my parent’s funeral. He showed up at my apartment because I wasn’t returning his or my other friend’s calls and had a come-to-motherfucking-Jesus talk with me.

“Dude, I can’t possibly understand what you are going through, but I know your parents wouldn’t want to see you like this. I remember your mom always being so positive and cheerful about everything.” Or it went something like that. He yelled it at me and punched me in the chest a few times, and I realized that he was right. If I didn’t pick up the pieces, it would have been like we all died in that car accident.

Next semester, I was back to school. After some soul searching, I had decided to change my major to finance. While it seemed like a drastic change from music, I couldn’t bring myself to touch the guitar any more. And finance involved numbers. Maybe I could become a consultant and use my charisma to get a great job? Or at least that was the hope. I had enough money to pay for Jack’s university, but I decided to stay with my old school. They had a decent business program, and I would be paying eighty percent less a semester.

As strange as it sounds, finance was a much easier path than music. I missed some time with my absence, so it ended up that I was a year behind Jack’s four year plan. I took it easy and signed up for the minimum load of classes. I still didn’t touch my guitar because it made me think of my parents, but I figured that I would be drawn back to it one day.

Fast forward a year and I was almost back to my old self. I had gotten used to living on my own, and the pain of losing my parents wasn’t as intense. I saw Jack once or twice a month, and I had started dating a few girls who went to my school, nothing too serious; I wasn’t fucking anyone.

Then Jack gave me a call out of the blue.

“Dude, I need your help.”

“What’s up?” He never really asked for my help.

“Okay, so there is this girl… actually there are two girls.”

“Whoa, dude! There are two girls and you are on the phone with me? Yeah, you definitely need some help.” I laughed.

“Shut up and let me finish,” he said, exasperated. “Okay, in my marketing class, there are these two girls that I am running a group project with.”

“Are they hot?” I interrupted.

“Holy crap, dude, let me fucking finish.”

“Sorry. Please proceed.”

“Okay, so one of them is smoking hot. Like, probably one of the most beautiful women I have ever seen. Amazing body, great eyes, she is super smart and sassy, dude. Dude.” He was getting breathless. I’ve talked to him enough about girls to know he was into her. He also said dude twice in a row, a sure sign of the seriousness of the situation.

“Wow. Sounds great. So what about this other girl?”

“She is cute. Not as amazing as Aimee, but still really cool, smart. I like her.”

“The hot one is named Aimee?” I said, with a long e at the end.

“Yeah”

“Okay… sooooooo…. What do you need my help with?” I asked a bit impatiently. I was walking through campus and had gotten to my classroom. I didn’t want to have whatever conversation he wanted to have with me while I was standing in the classroom.

“Well, you are really good with girls and stuff. I like both of these girls, but Samantha seems to be into me.”

“Samantha is the ugly one?”

“No dude, she is cute, just not as hot as Aimee.”

“Oh, right. So, why do you think Samantha is into you?” I asked. Students were starting to file into the room. This was one of my favorite financial analysis classes. The teacher loved me, and I didn’t want to piss her off by being late.

“She just seems to talk to me more when we are working on our project. I mean, both of them are friends. I guess they have known each other for a few years and are in the same major. Aimee talks to me too, but I get so nervous around her I can’t tell if she is into me. What do you think I should do?”

“Samantha is the sure thing, but Aimee is whom you really want?”

“Yeah. But, I mean I’d be happy going out with Samantha. But, if I have a chance with Aimee, I totally want her. I just think if I ask Aimee out, and she says no, then I won’t have a shot with Samantha. What do you think?” I briefly wondered if girls ever strategized about asking guys out this way, if they had some sort of statistical analysis, or if they just winged it.

“Eric?” he asked again urgently. My professor had just walked into the room and gave me a smile.

“Class starts in a minute, Mr. Weiss. Are you going to be there?” she said. I nodded.

“Eric? Did I lose you? Shit.”

“No man, I’m still here. Okay, here’s what I think: You are always going to wonder what would have happened if you’d asked the hot one out.” I had already forgotten her name.

“Aimee”

“Yeah, so if you ask Samantha out, you’ll always wonder. So ask Aimee out and you won’t have any regrets. If she says no, then you’ll know. Maybe don’t ask Samantha out if it feels too awkward. But, you shouldn’t settle for second best if you really want something.”

“Okay dude. What should I say?” He asked excitedly. Oh man. Felt like we were in high school again and I was coaching him to ask out his first date. This girl must be really awesome.

“Be honest. Tell her you like studying with her; you think she’s pretty, and ask if she wants to have dinner with you. But, you’ll have to let me know how it goes tomorrow. I’ve got a class I’m late for and then two study groups tonight. Call me tomorrow m’kay?” I said as I walked into the room.

“You got it. Thanks dude!” I closed the phone as he was saying his goodbye.
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Chapter 3

I forgot about the advice and Jack’s promise to call the next day. It was a week later that I remembered; it was midterms, and I was swamped. I called him up.

“Dude, what happened with that girl you wanted to ask out? Did you ask out the hot one or did you bitch out and ask the ugly one?” I was sitting in my apartment on a Friday night finishing up class selection for the next semester. Yeah, yeah, I should have been out on the town, but besides the few dates I had earlier in semester, I wasn’t really feeling the desire to be intimate with anyone.

“Oh man, I totally forgot to tell you!” His excitement, no, overwhelming joy, was so evident in his voice, that I already knew the good news. “Aimee said yes to me, and we went out on a date last weekend. We are going out again tonight. I am about to leave. Oh man, she’s so great, dude. I can’t wait to introduce you to her.”

“Sweet, dude.” He sounded in a rush. “I’ll talk to you later. Have fun storming the castle!” I said with a smile.

He laughed and said in his old woman voice: “Think it will work?”

“It will take a miracle.” I said jokingly with a Billy Crystal accent. Yeah, we were nerds like that.
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Chapter 4

I didn’t see Jack for another month. He was tied up with school and Aimee. We talked on the phone a few times, and he expressed the same infectious energy about her that he did when he first told me about her.

“I’m having a party this Saturday night. Aimee and some of her friends are going to be there plus some of my other classmates. Probably going to have about thirty people. I really want you to meet her. Can you come by?” he asked during a phone call.

“Hmmm, let me check my busy social calendar. Please hold.” My social calendar looked like the Yukon territory: absolutely barren and colder than fuck. But, I wasn’t too excited about going to hang out with a bunch of rich kids from Westwood. Then I started to think I was finding excuses to isolate myself from any social situation. I should stop being such a little bitch and have a good time. I also did want to meet this girl Jack was so smitten with.

“Good news. Looks like the Swedish Girls’ Soccer team is coming over Sunday night. So I should be gravy for Saturday. What time?”

“Ummm, like sevenish.”

“Want me to bring anything?”

“Naw, I’ve got booze and shit. Just bring your mojo. I’m excited to see you. It’s been a while.” We exchanged a few other tidbits of small talk and then hung up. I got excited. It had been a while since I’d been to a good party, and the girls who went to his university were supposed to be cute.
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Chapter 5

I got to Jack’s house at twenty-five to eight. The street was packed with cars, so I found a nice spot for my beat-up Honda about 100 yards from his house. The cars around his place were all pretty nice. I suffered a pang of regret that I hadn’t bothered to spend some of the money I had in the bank on a newer car, but I figured I should ensure I had a job out of school before I spent my inheritance.

Jack’s place was bumpin’. He’d upgraded to a townhome in the last year, which must have cost a shit-ton of money in Westwood. When I ascended the steps to the door, I heard what sounded like a live band inside: drums, bass, guitar, and someone singing. It sounded like a cover of U2, but I couldn’t tell. The door opened before I could even knock, and Jack smiled back to me.

“Dude!” he yelled loudly and wrapped me in a big hug. “Come in and let me introduce you to everyone!”

I noticed he was dressed very nicely and the townhome was very impressive. Stylized carpet, paintings, and décor seemed to be placed very well. Obviously some woman came through and had her way with it, because Jack used to use pizza boxes as a coffee table.

There were about twenty people in the main entryway. I could see a three-piece band in the back that confirmed the cover tune I heard earlier. I felt my eyes drawn like magnets to the singer’s electric guitar and then bounce quickly to Jack’s back as he threaded his way through the crowd to the back of the room.

In the back, there was a dry bar situated next to an oval-shaped leather couch. On the couch were six people who Jack introduced me to. I figured these were Aimee’s friends and hence his new friends.

“Hey all, this is my best friend, Eric. We grew up together, and he is like my brother.” They all looked at me and waved. Four girls and two guys. Good odds at my initial glance, but I was still reeling from the exposure: the crowd, music, and introduction. I still hadn’t gotten my bearing to the point where I could look at people.

“Eric this is Daya, Patrick, Katherine, Brent, Samantha, and this is Aimee.” I moved awkwardly around the couch to shake everyone’s hand. I tried to remember everyone’s name, but I was having trouble concentrating over the music. I recognized Samantha from the initial conversation Jack and I had. She was short, about 5’1” Blonde shoulder-length hair framed a round face with brown eyes and big dimples. She was a little plump with full boobs. She was wearing a light green dress patterned with orange and brown flowers. Again, cute, and I’m sure most guys would love her, but my taste in women ran toward thin, small boobs, and athletic/model type.

Katherine was tall and athletic. She had olive-colored skin along with dark-brown hair that was slightly curly and fell to her mid-back. She was dressed in a suit and sported a Louis Vuitton purse that matched her shoes, so I assumed they were Vuitton too. Her cheekbones, nose, and eyes were set on her face at sharp angles that would have made her seem like a villain from a Disney movie, but she had a big smile when she shook my hand. She was very pretty, and I felt my face getting hot when I returned her smile.

The guy sitting next to her was named Brent, and he was handsome in a carefully selected vintage t-shirt and Converse way (you know what I am talking about). I could tell he had a thing for Katherine by how close he was sitting to her and by the way he looked at her face when she shook my hand. I didn’t think he liked me.

Patrick was a big dude when sitting down, and when he stood up I realized he was about 6’5” and 220 pounds of muscle. He had his brown hair spiked up; it was a new trend at the time that I hadn’t really noticed catching popularity at my school. He looked like he could have been a steroid user, but he lacked the fake tan, oiled skin, and acne that most of those type of guys had. He probably just spent four hours in the gym every day.

Daya was tall and sleek. She had long black hair, coffee colored skin, and deep brown eyes. She looked to be of Middle-Eastern heritage. She wore silver-colored jewelry that played nicely off the tone of her skin. I would have spent the rest of my night trying to get into Daya’s pants, but Patrick and she seemed to be dating; he had his arm around her when they were on the couch, and that arm could probably bend me into a pretzel without much effort.

My attention settled on Aimee after the initial shuffle of introduction. When I first laid eyes on her, I breathed a sigh of relief for two reasons.

The first was that Aimee really was beautiful. She had long, shiny, dark brown, almost black hair that hung straight to her mid-back. It was perfectly cut to frame her heart-shaped face. She had round cheekbones that seemed to accent her perfect smile. Her eyes were a beautiful blue that looked like pictures I’ve seen of icebergs. Her body was also amazing, as Jack had described. Her breasts had a full, perfect roundness, and I wouldn’t have been surprised to find they were the models used by plastic surgeons. They rose high on her chest above a flat stomach, amazing hips, and legs that looked to be taken from a tango dancer. She wore a dark blue blouse with just enough cleavage showing to hint at her breasts. Her lower half was rocking a tight pair of boot-cut blue jeans over gold stiletto heels. Gold, jangly earrings matched her shoes. Damn, if Aimee was half as nice as she was good looking, then Jack should marry her right now.

The second reason was that I worried I would have been smitten with her as well. It is a deep fear amongst guys that they will fall for their bud’s girl. Luckily, the world didn’t slow down, stars didn’t circle her face, and “Dream Woman” didn’t start playing when I laid eyes on her. Not that all those things need to happen to be smitten with someone, but I knew what I liked in girls, and I wasn’t getting it from her. At least, I wasn’t feeling it at that moment.

“Hi Eric, I have heard so much about you!” she yelled over the music as she pulled me to her in a familiar hug. A split second of panic fluttered through my brain as I worried I shouldn’t be hugging my best friend’s girl after just meeting her in front of all her good looking friends, and then I calmed down.

“It’s great meeting you too. Jack has been talking about you as well. Although when he talks about you, he gets as excited as a schoolgirl on picture day, and I bet he doesn’t sound like that when he talks about me.”

She laughed with a twinkle in her eyes. “No he doesn’t get that excited, but I know you two are really close. Thanks for coming tonight. He didn’t think you would.” I noticed that she was holding a glass of what looked like cranberry juice and vodka. She followed my eyes to the drink. “Did Jack offer you anything yet? Let me get you a drink from the bar. What do you like?” I realized I had forgotten to ask her why Jack didn’t think I would come tonight, but the time had passed. I’d ask her later.

“Ummm…” I looked around. Everyone was drinking something hard. No beer. “Some sort of whiskey mixed with lemon lime soda would be awesome. Thank you!” She ducked behind the bar and started grabbing bottles. She started talking to me, but with her head turned, I couldn’t really hear her over the music. I looked around for Jack, but saw him on the other side of the room talking to some other guests. The people I just met on the couch were back to their previous conversations, but I could see they were still checking me out in brief glances.

I looked back at Aimee in time to see her pouring half a can of Sprite into half a glass of Johnnie Walker Blue Label.

“Ack!” I shouted as I rushed over, too late to avoid the Sprite pour.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. A few of her friends turned their heads to watch us.

“Oh, that is just really nice whiskey. Sorry, I just thought you would have had some Seven or Jim Beam or, well, anything else but that.”

She seemed to beam at me with a huge smile. “Well this is good, right? You’ll love it then. Here, drink up. I don’t mix bad drinks!!” She watched me carefully to make sure I took a first sip.

I did. It tasted great. I’ve never had Blue Label before, but judging by the unceremonious way Aimee poured this mix for me, I could probably get some straight up when I finished the Sprite concoction.

She grabbed me by the arm and led me over to the couch where her friends were sitting. The band had stopped playing and looked to be taking a break. I asked her where Jack found the band.

“Oh, those are actually Brent’s friends. His parents do something in the music industry, and he has all these connections with bands,” she whispered in my ear. Her hot breath steamed up my earlobe dizzyingly as she guided me to the couch to sit down next to her. I was conveniently next to Samantha, and I could see her eyes light up with the prospect of new meat.

The three of us got to talking. Samantha and Aimee were both marketing majors and in the same business sorority. I recalled Jack telling me something to that effect a few months ago. They’d also been friends since high school. Eventually, I got Katherine and Brent involved in the conversation. Katherine was an accounting major, and Brent was also doing marketing. I put my social skills through their paces, asking questions of people, drawing individuals back into the conversation when I felt that they drifted off or were spacing out. After about forty-five minutes, I was in deep discussions with Daya and Patrick about their travels through Europe last summer. Daya’s family did some sort of import/export trading, and Patrick’s father owned a financial-planning company that had clients with most of the elite upper crust in the West Los Angeles and San Fernando Valley area. They both also did volunteer work with various Middle Eastern and South American hospitals. During the year, they would fund-raise for a new hospital and help these hospitals set up equipment to service children’s needs.

“What do you have going on Monday?” Patrick asked me after we had been talking for a few hours. The band had stopped playing. Aimee and Jack were mixing with their other guests. Daya, Samantha, Katherine, and Brent were talking about music on the other end of the couch. We hadn’t really left the leather sofa except when someone needed a new drink. I had long since finished my whiskey and Sprite, and another small glass of Blue Label, but declined other drinks since I didn’t want to drive even slightly buzzed.

“I’ve got a class in the morning. Business Law.”

“What time do you finish?” Patrick took a long sip of his vodka.

“It’s an eight o’clock class, so I’ll be home by nine-ish. Why?” I unconsciously leaned in closer to him.

“Why don’t you swing by my dad’s office after class? It’s in Santa Monica. Here is the card,” he said, passing me a thick business card with the financial consulting firm’s name on it, as well as Patrick’s dad’s name and title. “He’s been looking for some help in the office and asked me to send any talent his way.”

“Whoa. This is really nice of you. Are you sure?” I was shocked because it kind of came out of the blue. I mentioned to him that I’d like to intern someplace for financial consulting, but that was before I knew his dad owned a firm.

“Yeah, it is totally fine. Actually, hold on one second.” He reached into his pocket, grabbed his phone, and flipped it open. He pressed a few buttons on the screen and slid it back into his pocket. “Okay, he knows you are coming. Mondays are slow for him, so he’ll have time to see you.”

“Thank you so much, Patrick. I really appreciate this.” I didn’t really know how I was going to get a job when I got out of school, and this could be a great opportunity for me. I took a careful look at the card, then slid it into my front pocket.

“No problem. I like you already, and if Jack thinks you are cool, then you definitely are,” he said with a huge smile. I got the feeling the big guy really liked helping people.

“Of course he is cool!” Jack said as he slammed onto the couch next to me. I could tell that he was pretty buzzed. I was just glad he wasn’t going to drive anywhere. His arrival diverted attention from the conversation on the other side of the couch and focused back to Jack and me, as he put his arm over my shoulder.

“So Eric, Jack told us you are a pretty amazing guitar player,” Brent sneered. I had tried to kill the guy with kindness the whole night, but I got the feeling he was still peeved his status as the lone single guy in the group was being jeopardized by me. Everyone looked at me for confirmation.

“I started school with a major in guitar, but I haven’t really played in the last year.” I hesitated. I really didn’t want to talk about it, and I could feel a lump forming in my throat. Guitar brought up emotions I didn’t want to think about.

“Eric is like Jimmy Hendrix on the guitar. He is like Jesus on the guitar,” Jack said a little, too loudly. Okay, maybe I had mistaken his intoxication level. He was pretty toasted.

“Haha, I’m not really that good. And I am really out of practice. You mentioned earlier you’ve seen a lot of local bands play. Who do you think is going to make it?” I tried to divert the conversation back to Brent. Whoever asked the questions normally controlled the conversation, and I didn’t want to talk about guitar or my reasons for not playing.

Brent was about to answer when Aimee’s voice spoke up over my shoulder. “Ahh you’re being really modest, Eric. Jack has a CD of you playing in his car, and it sounds amazing.” I started to feel the lump in my throat get impossibly large. Brent looked pissed that Aimee had interrupted him.

“Maybe you should play for us?” Samantha piped up from her end of the couch.

“Well, my guitar is at home. Maybe I can play for all of you another time. What were you going to say Brent?” I tried again to divert the conversation away.

Brent looked pleased as he started to discuss the small handful of rock bands on the scene that he thought had potential. Other conversations broke out as people less interested in the local music scene ignored us.

Midnight rolled around and the party had wound down to a murmur. There were a few stragglers still mingling, people I assumed went to school with Jack, but whom I hadn’t met. The group on the couch, who were his closer friends, were pared down to just Samantha, Jack, Aimee, and me. Jack looked like he had enjoyed his party more than anyone, and his head hung on Aimee’s shoulder as he drifted in and out of bouts of drunken sleep. The girls and I just talked about classes and movies until Samantha decided to leave with the rest of the party goers.

“I should take off. Looks like I closed the club down,” I said to Aimee after everyone had left. Jack was passed out on the couch, snoring like an adult elephant.

“Awww. I hate to see you go; did you have a good time?” she said as we both got off from the couch.

“Yeah, I really did.” And I was surprised that it was true. Even though I had been going to school and putting myself through the motions, I hadn’t been really participating in anything social. This party had been a huge success. Not only did I meet some great people tonight, but I also got a possible job lead. I should be smacking myself for thinking about not coming when Jack first called me about it a few days ago. Jack’s friends were very nice, and I felt a bit ashamed I thought they would be shallow, spoiled rich kids.

“So… what do you think about Samantha?” Aimee asked, mischievously. “I’m not supposed to say anything, but she thinks you are really hot.”

“Oh well… ummm… She seemed really nice. Honestly, I’m just getting used to talking to people again.” We began to drift toward the door.

“Jack told me about your parents. I’m so sorry. I imagine it is going to take a while to get over.” Her blues eyes were filled with sympathy.

“No. I am good now. I wasn’t for a while, but I’m getting back on my feet. This party really helped.”

“Good. I also think a nice girl will help you get better. So let’s talk about Sam more.” Ugh, she wouldn’t let it go.

“Well, like I said, she seemed nice… but not really my type.”

“So what is your type?” She said, with a beautiful, dark eyebrow raised. We had gotten to the door, and I contemplated lying, or telling the truth. Most girls don’t like to be told they are “not someone’s type,” even if they weren’t interested in the guy they were asking. I decided on plan C.

“We just met, Aimee. Can’t I have any secrets?” Her face dropped into a pout that didn’t detract from her beauty. If anything, her facial expression made her lips look even more amazing. I had to get out of there. “It will give us something to talk about next time!” I said, with faked enthusiasm.

“Alright. Oh, I almost forgot. Give me your cell number,” she demanded. She pulled out a dark-purple phone from her purse and typed in my number. “Great,” she said, when she finished and dialed. “That’s my number. Now I can text you all day long.” My front pocket started to ring and buzz with her incoming call. I pressed the side of my pants and it went silent.

“Okay cool. Looking forward to it. It was great meeting you,” I said as I opened the door. It was a little chilly out there. And when I say chilly, I mean it was 55 degrees, in early November, at one o’clock in the morning. Typical California weather.

“Wait, give me a hug.” And before I could think, she had her arms around me, pulling me close to her. She smelled good, and her body felt amazing next to mine. I felt my cock start to get hard as she ground her hips against me. The hug lasted way longer than a friendly goodbye embrace should have been. After about ten seconds, her hands started to rub my back, and she let out a long sigh. I was about to break free, since I was fully hard now, and I know she could feel it against her body. She slowly leaned back, as if to release me, and kissed the side of my neck, then my chin, and then she pulled my face down and kissed me on the lips.

Again, this wasn’t like a friendly peck. Her lips were slightly open when she kissed me and they clamped down and sucked on my bottom lip. I was so stunned that I couldn’t think of anything; actually I was probably thinking of four hundred million things. Her tongue flicked across my top lip as she finally pulled away. It was one of the best kisses I’d ever had; her mouth was definitely talented.

“Good night Eric. I’ll call you tomorrow.” Her eyes measured me for a reaction.

“Yeah. Uh, goodnight Aimee.” I must have looked like a zombie that just had its head knocked off and was searching for it. If she had pulled the pin on a hand grenade, I couldn’t have gotten out of there faster. I sprinted down the stairs in a complete daze toward my car as I heard the door shut behind me.

My confused lobotomy only lasted for the few minutes it took me to get to my car. By the time the engine was running and I was back on the 405 freeway, my brain couldn’t calm the fuck down.

What the hell was that? Why did she do that? Oh my god, what is Jack going to think? What the fuck?

By the time I got home, I was able to think straight. I replayed the events of the night over and over in my head, looking for something I had missed that would have led to Aimee kissing me. I couldn’t recall anything. She was nice to me, and we did have some cool conversations, shared some laughs, and we had gotten to know each other. But she hadn’t flirted with me at all during the whole night. It didn’t make sense. There had to of been something I missed, or maybe I just didn’t know how to read people anymore. I didn’t even know her well enough to know what she was thinking, or what this meant for her and Jack.

My phone beeped with a text message.

Did you get home okay?

Oh boy. Maybe I shouldn’t have given her my phone number. I typed out a quick response.

Yep, thanks for checkin’.

A few seconds, later my phone beeped again.

Great. Looking forward to seeing you again.

Ugh. Holy crap. I probably shouldn’t see her ever again. I contemplated typing a response, but decided to just turn the phone off and get ready for bed. As if I would be able to sleep tonight. Fuck, she was hot.
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Chapter 6

My alarm woke me up at eleven. It had been a rough night. I couldn’t get Aimee out of my head, and I had to jack off twice to get my dick to calm down.

I rolled out of bed and brushed my teeth to banish the morning breath. I did a few stretches to get the cracks out of my joints, a couple sets of pull ups from the bar hanging in my apartment doorway, strapped on my iPod, and went for a thirty-minute jog around the apartment complex while I listened to the band Khoma. It was just angry enough music to get my mind off the events of last night and focused on the run.

When I got back, I scrambled some eggs and turned on my phone. I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw Aimee hadn’t sent me any more messages, but I did get a text from one of my classmates, Kelly. She was a tall blonde whom I shared a statistics class and study group with last semester. We went out a few times, but I wasn’t really that interested, and I think she became discouraged by my lack of attention.

Kelly was definitely my type: tall, lean, etc., but at the time, I was just going through the motions. I figured, that with her good looks, she would have no problem finding another man when I gave her the “it’s me not you” break-up line. At any rate, it really was me, not her. From the talks in class, study group, and on the dates, she was funny, nice, intelligent, and pretty. She knew about my parents, and I think she really wanted to be there for me, but I just pushed her away. She was smart enough to get the point and move on. Hot girls with good self-esteem shouldn’t waste their time putting damaged goods back together.

Long time no talk. How’s it going?

I considered my response. Thoughts of Aimee also snuck in there. Damn it.

Doing better. I have a job interview tomorrow. How about you? Want to have dinner this week?

I thought it would be good to see her again. It would help take my mind off trying to figure out what happened last night. I dropped the phone on the kitchen counter, grabbed a load of laundry, dumped it into the apartment’s coin-operated machine, and then took a shower. By the time I got out of the shower, I had a response from Kelly.

That’s good news! I’ve been doing well. Dinner Tuesday? I’ll pick you up.

Looks like it just took a night of social activity and a kiss from a beautiful woman, who just happened to be dating my best friend, to help me get my mojo back.

Tuesday is good. 7ish.

I spent the rest of the day cleaning up the apartment, doing laundry, and studying. I also inspected my wardrobe for proper attire for my interview tomorrow. I didn’t really know what the dress code was for interviewing at a high-end financial firm, but I figured I couldn’t go wrong with a suit and tie. I had two suits, a tuxedo, and a small assortment of ties from when I had guitar gigs. I was in good shape.

I also checked my phone every twenty minutes to make sure Aimee hadn’t texted or called me. She hadn’t.

I was going insane over this.
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Chapter 7

Monday’s class went by quick. I got a few questions about my suit, but nothing else exciting happened. I was pretty nervous when I pulled into the parking lot of Patrick’s dad’s company. It was a posh building with plenty of mirrored glass and a Japanese-style garden. The parking lot was dotted with a few Ferraris, a Maserati, and a Bentley. The rest were BMW Ms and Mercedes AMG models. My trusty steed was quite out of place.

Patrick’s dad’s name was Michael, and he looked like he either just got back from or was heading to a golf game. He asked me the usual interview questions and about my classes. It turned out he had gone to Cal State, so we had something in common.

“So here is the deal: Most of us are hardly in the office, but we do need some help. We have a lead list we need cold calls made on so appointments can be sent; we have various analysis work that needs to be communicated to the sales staff, and there is the occasional clerical stuff we need done that none of the sales staff knows how to do. Since you don’t have your license yet, you can help us out on the back end, learn the processes, and we can see where you end up when you get out of school. How many hours do you think you can be here?”

I didn’t need to think about the answer to the question. This sounded like exactly what I was looking for. “I can do about thirty max. Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, I can be here at ten in the morning till whenever you need me. Tuesday and Thursdays are my heavy load days, so I can get here around two o’clock.” I tried to hide my excitement with a smile.

“Sounds good. Pay is twenty dollars an hour. Can you start tomorrow? I’m about to leave to meet some clients, and I’ll be able to plan out your tasks better if you start tomorrow.”

“Absolutely! Thank you so much. I’ll be here at two o’clock.” Now, I couldn’t hide my excitement as I shook Michael’s hand. Twenty bucks an hour! I was excited to just have an internship where I would be working for free. Now I would be making a great wage and getting the experience I needed in my industry. I didn’t even remember the drive back to my apartment, but I do remember singing stupid songs of happiness at the top of my lungs with the windows rolled down.

When I got into my apartment, a text beeped on my phone. It was Aimee, and a flood of different emotions hit me. Panic, desire, pleasure, and fear being the most prevalent.

Sorry about yesterday. Was going to call. Want to hang out tomorrow night?

I sighed, it would have been nice to see Jack and his friends again, but I didn’t feel like blowing Kelly off.

Sorry have plans. Maybe this weekend? I texted.

Ugh. Jack has an LSAT study course tomorrow and Sam has a late night class. I need someone to play with.

I broke out into a cold sweat and reread the text eight times. That was definitely flirting. “Play with” insinuates more than just “hanging out.” I was also under the assumption it was going to be the gang, and not just her alone, so I was glad I made plans with Kelly.

Sorry can’t change them. The weekend doesn’t work?

Going to Catalina for my sister’s birthday. My parents already booked the rooms or I would bring you.

Hmmm, that was interesting. She didn’t mention she had a sister when we were talking the other night, but we didn’t talk that much about her family. I knew her father owned a huge pharmaceutical company and her mother was one of the leading scientists. They had a shitload of money. Thinking there could be two girls as hot as Aimee out there seemed something worth talking about.

I didn’t know you had a sister.

It was ten minutes before she replied. I figured once she realized I wasn’t going to hang out with her tomorrow, I got downgraded on her list of priorities.

Yeah. She is actually the pretty one. Lol. And she is way smarter than me too. Everyone is in love with her.

Woah. Prettier than Aimee? I found it hard to believe.

And you haven’t introduced us yet? I am deeply hurt. I thought we were friends.

Her reply came in less than five seconds.

This is her sixteenth birthday you perv. I don’t want you going to jail. Jack would never forgive me.

Bah. There went that brief fantasy.

Maybe the weekend after that. Sorry just swamped this week. Have fun in Catalina!

I was still buzzing from the job interview, and I wanted to tell someone. Aimee hadn’t mentioned it; I didn’t think she knew about it. I realized I didn’t have Patrick’s number, or I would have thanked him again. I called up Jack and left him a message saying it went well. Then I pulled out the books and started to study.

It was going to be rough to balance my class load with the job. Especially the Tuesday to Thursday jump, where I would be working all day Wednesday. But I realized it wouldn’t be that bad. Most of the students in the state schools were working, so assignments tended to be based weeks apart. I also used studying as a crutch for my social inactivity. I probably could study half the amount I did and still get As and Bs. I currently spent so much time working on class work that I practically ran all the study groups and found the tests completely trivial.

Jack called me later that night to congratulate me on the interview. I got a little nervous he would bring up Aimee kissing me, but he didn’t seem to know about it.

“So, what did you think of Aimee? Isn’t she amazing?” he asked me almost immediately.

“Yeah dude, she is smoking hot and seems really nice. Aren’t you glad you took my advice?”

“Yes! Thanks again for that. She is great, dude. We are going to Catalina this weekend for her sister’s birthday. I’ve never met her parents before, but they are supposed to be really smart. I am nervous they may not like me.”

“Dude, how could they not like you? You’re like a golden retriever. Complete with the slobber and licking,” I said with a laugh. I could hear him laughing on the other end. “Have you met Aimee’s sister before? Aimee was telling me at the party that her sister is smarter and prettier than she is.” Okay. So, I kind of lied about where the conversation took place.

“No, I’ve never met her, but Aimee talks like she walks on water. I guess she is one of those child geniuses. She spent her last two years at Oxford getting a bachelor’s in some art thing.”

“Holy shit.”

“Yeah. Too bad she is sixteen or we could hook you up with her. Speaking of that, did you like Samantha at all? She’s been bugging Aimee and me about you.”

“It’s like you said, dude. She is cute, but I’m not really interested in her.” I flopped myself down on the couch in my living room and fired up the TV. It was my parent’s giant, blocky one.

“Yeah, I know what you mean. It sucks. I think in any other group of girls, she would be gorgeous. But when compared side by side with Aimee, Daya, and Katherine, she comes off as plain. She is really nice, though.”

“Yeah, she seemed cool when I was talking to her. Hey, do you have Patrick’s number? I wanted to thank him for setting me up with the interview.”

“Yeah, sure, I’ll text it to you.” We talked for another fifteen minutes about classes and his LSAT study course. Jack figured he needed to take it next year, so he could start applying to law schools early. When we finished talking, he texted me Patrick’s number and I called the big guy to thank him again. He didn’t answer his phone, so I just left a message.
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Chapter 8

My first day of work went great. Michael didn’t really have much of a plan; he just introduced me to the people who happened to be in the office that day, and told me to hang out with the cold-call/appointment-setting crew. They showed me the database with the various leads and info on potential customers. They had a script of basic questions they would ask customers in an attempt to build rapport and book an appointment for the advisors. If the advisor met with the client and sold them financial products, the cold-call crew who booked the appointment would get a commission. They also worked off a base salary. I spent most of the day listening to some of the calls they made and learning as much as I could.

Kelly came by my apartment at a quarter past seven that night. She was dressed in a tight pair of blue jeans and a close-fitting yellow sweatshirt which was cut low enough to show off her neck. She had a dark-brown pair of those Puma shoes that looked like nothing more than socks. She gave me a hug when I first opened the door (that was more in line with the hug Aimee should have given me) and then held me out at arm’s length to appraise me, while I did the same to her.

She was as tall as me at six feet. She had cut her blonde hair short in the back, with long strands in the front. The effect created an interesting angle that highlighted her ears and profile. I realized it was the popular style Victoria Beckham was wearing. Kelly’s face was tan, and her large, soft, brown eyes seemed perfectly placed above her thin nose and red lips.

“So, where do you want to eat?” she asked. She had a big smile, so I guess she approved of my appearance.

“There is a great Thai BBQ place nearby. Or we could go for Italian?”

“Let’s do the Thai place. Are you still driving that POS Honda?” she asked, with her tongue sticking out.

“Yeah,” I said, as annoyed with her as I could. “But I got the job yesterday, and the pay is pretty good, so I may be getting a new car.”

“Oh that’s right! I meant to ask you about that. I’ll drive and we can talk more. I want to hear all about it.” She grabbed my hand and tugged me out of the apartment.

Kelly was one of those girls who drove a big red truck and rode dirt bikes when she wasn’t playing volleyball. Her red Ford was stickered with various Fox Racing logos, along with stylized decals of volleyball and various outdoor activities. I had to grab on to a handhold attached on the door frame to pull myself up into the seat of the raised monster. She bounded gracefully into her seat in one smooth motion. It was a practiced move.

She turned the ignition and classic rock blared across the stereo as the massive engine came to life in a fit of anger. I had to yell over the music to give her directions, but that was okay. Kelly seemed so carefree as she twisted the large truck through the streets that I was already having a good time.

We got to the restaurant in record time. It was one of those family-ran, hole-in-the-wall type of places that had been there for years, so the food was amazing. We got to our seats and started looking over the menus when the conversation started again. She asked me about the interview, how I had gotten it, how the first day was. I told her about Jack’s friends (I spared her the full details) and how Patrick hooked me up with his dad. By this point, the waiter returned, and we placed our orders.

It was my turn to ask her some questions, so I asked her about what had been going on since we last saw each other. Her classes were going well (she was an accounting major), and the school’s volleyball team was having the best year they’ve ever had. I didn’t really know that much about volleyball, besides that it hurt my hand when I did it back in high school and the girls who played the sport in college always looked sexy.

Our food arrived and we dug in. I ordered duck, and Kelly got a separate beef and chicken dish. She wolfed down her food, and I made the comment that she must be burning a lot of calories playing volleyball.

“I’ve always had a good appetite; you just didn’t hang out with me long enough last semester to experience it,” she said after a drink of water. Her eyes met mine, and I got the double meaning.

“We are hanging out now,” I pointed out. “And I see you definitely have a big appetite.” She giggled.

We finished dinner and looked over the dessert menu. Kelly wasn’t having it though.

“Do you have any ice cream at home? I have a craving for rocky road and some TV. What do you say?” She tried to ask nonchalantly, but I could see her bite her lower lip slightly as she looked into my eyes.

I thought about it for a moment. It didn’t take much deduction to realize what would happen if we ended up back on my couch eating ice cream and watching TV. I’d never slept with Kelly before, but we would definitely end up fucking if she came back. Seemed like she wanted to pick up our relationship exactly where I had left it last semester. Did I want that? I thought about Aimee for a split second and pushed the thought away angrily. She was my best friend’s girl, and I was going to try to forget about her from now on. Kelly was here, she was funny, sweet, attractive, and wanted me.

“It sounds like a great idea, but I don’t have any ice cream, so we’ll have to pick some up on the way back.”

She did a poor job of hiding her excitement. Last semester, I would have found a way to wiggle out of it, and she must have been pleased with the change in my personality. She smiled and looked down at her plate, drawing imaginary lines with her fork against the porcelain.

I grabbed the check when it came and we booked it back to her truck. She practically peeled out in the direction of the local store. “Gimme Three Steps” came on her radio and we both started singing it as loud as we possibly could.
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Chapter 9

Back at my place, Kelly dumped herself on the couch and started flipping through channels, while I went into the kitchen to put the ice cream into bowls.

“How much do you want?” I yelled into the other room.

“I can never have enough... of ice cream that is.” She laughed at her joke and I smiled in the kitchen. “You like South Park?” she called out.

“Yep!” I said back. It was actually one of my favorite shows.

I put a scoop in my bowl and three in hers, threw the gallon into the freezer, and walked back out into the living room.

“Mmmm…,” she said with a satisfied groan, “that has to be the best thing I’ve ever seen. A hot guy bringing me a big bowl of my favorite ice cream.”

I laughed and handed her the bowl as I sat down next to her. I may have blushed, but I don’t think she noticed. The South Park episode was pretty funny and we laughed most of the way though. I was really having a good time; I don’t think I’ve laughed this much since before my parents died. I should have given Kelly more of a chance last semester. But, I was glad it seemed to be working out now.

The episode finished and there was going to be another one on right after, so we decided to watch it. During the break, Kelly grabbed the bowls and walked toward the kitchen to wash them. I watched her legs and ass sway as she walked out of the room. I felt my stomach drop as I made the decision to follow her. I realized I was nervous to make the next move. It had been a while.

She turned on the sink and grabbed a brush to clean the bowls. The entrance to the kitchen was behind the sink, so she didn’t notice me walk in behind her. Her hair was parted in the middle, high on her neck where her hair started to end at her scalp. I wrapped my arms around her waist and slowly kissed the back of her neck where the hair was parted.

Her body tensed up initially as my arms circled her, but then she melted when my lips touched the nape of her neck. I trailed light kisses down to her spine and she let out a low moan.

“That feels so good,” she whispered over the sound of the sink running.

I moved my lips to the left side of her neck and mixed some light bites in with my kisses and licks. My hands started to rub lightly on her stomach and then slowly ascended to her breasts. She gasped when my hands reached her hard nipples. Kelley had small breasts and wasn’t wearing a bra underneath the thin, yellow sweater. I lightly pinched her nipples as I moved my mouth over to the other side of her neck. Her body collapsed back into mine and my cock pushed aggressively against her butt.

I continued the assault on her neck and massaged her breasts for a few more minutes until her breath turned to ragged gasps and I could feel her legs start to shake. The water was still running; she suddenly reached up and turned it off. With the same motion, she spun around in my arms, wrapped her arms around my neck, and pushed her mouth into mine for a savage kiss. Her tongue shot into my mouth with an insane eagerness. I could taste the chocolate on her lips as I matched her intensity, wrestling against her tongue with my own. Her hands were running over my back, chest, and face during our kisses. She pushed her left leg in between mine and wrapped her right one around my left. I could feel her start to grind her crotch against my thigh.

I broke off the kiss and licked the front of her chin and neck, trailing my tongue toward her left ear and nibbling on the lobe. She was gasping and moaning with every breath that left her body and when her crotch slid down my leg. My cock felt like it was going to tear through my pants and I could feel the slight coolness next to the tip. I was leaking pre-cum.

After I had explored her neck and ears with my mouth, she returned to kissing me. We were both gasping now and had to interrupt our tongue dance with ragged intakes of breath. My hands wrapped around her back to help her balance while she humped my leg. I could feel her heart pounding a brisk staccato and mine wasn’t much slower.

“Bed,” I said when she pulled my face away from hers and started to suck on my earlobe.

“Yessss,” she answered as she unwrapped her leg from mine.

We stumbled back through the hallway into the back room as we hungrily kissed each other. She unbuttoned my shirt and ripped it from my body, a split second before she collapsed on top of me on the queen size bed I had in my room. Her legs found the same spot they had in the kitchen and she started to grind herself on me again, but now she was attacking my bare chest with her mouth. Licking and kissing me on the nipples and down my belly. I squirmed and moaned as the conflicting feelings of pleasure from her mouth and tickle from her hair ran through my body. I ran my fingers through her hair and down her back till I got to the bottom of her sweater.

I started to yank the yellow-wool thing upwards and she stopped her assault on my stomach to wiggle out of it. Her body was tan, lean, and muscular. I could see the toned muscles of her stomach and a cute belly-button piercing. She had tan lines over her small breasts, and they looked like the perfect size for my mouth.

I wanted to feel her chest against mine, so I pulled her down on top of me. We both sighed as our skin made contact. I could feel her hard nipples pushing against my chest as I rubbed my hands across her back. I wanted to lick her front, like she had been licking mine, so I rolled over on top of her. I pushed my left thigh into her groin and continued to rub it there in the same pattern she was keeping before. Her legs locked around my left thigh, and she let out a huge gasp as my tongue made contact with her right nipple.

I sucked and licked her nipple and breast as I pinched and massaged the other one with my hand. Her body tasted delicious. I glanced up to see her face and realized she was biting on to her right hand to stifle her moans. This gave me a huge turn on and I bit and licked down her stomach to the top of her jeans.

She raised her hips off the bed when my hands began to unbutton her pants, and I slowly slid them off, since they were really tight on her body.

I could see a darker spot on the front of her yellow underwear and smell the wetness of her pussy. I grabbed the sides of the g-string and slid it off her legs. When I finished pulling it free, she closed her legs and turned her lower body to the side so I couldn’t have access to her pussy. I looked up at her face with a question in my eyes.

Her eyes were wide and had a look of panic to them. She beckoned with her finger and I straddled her turned legs as I leaned down to kiss her. I figured a couple of different probable scenarios to her bashfulness: Perhaps she had never been eaten out before, maybe she had a bad experience before, and didn’t want me to do it, or maybe… ahh who the fuck knew with girls? At any rate, I was either going to eat her tonight or she was going to give me a good reason.

I moved back down her neck with my tongue while I went back to playing with her nipples. After a few minutes, she was moaning again, and her hands were rubbing at my cock through the front of my pants. She fumbled with the button in the front, but I ignored her attempts and began to lick her nipples again. She was rubbing her legs together, and the smell of her pussy was driving me mad. I moved my mouth down lower to her stomach, and rested my hands on each of her legs, carefully spreading them apart as my mouth reached her hips.

Her leg muscles started to tense as I kissed around her hips and down the front of her thighs. I could see her pussy through a well-trimmed bush of curly, blonde hair. She was wet, and her clit was poking out of its protective hood. I resisted the sudden urge to wrap my mouth over her pussy and drive my tongue deep into her. Instead, I teased along her thighs with my mouth, while I rubbed her legs. I wanted her more relaxed before I licked her entrance.

It seemed to be working. She was letting out moans of encouragement and saying my name in a way that would give me a hard on at any time of the day, if I could record her voice and put it on my iPod. I moved my mouth to lick the inside of her left thigh while I massaged the inside of the right one. I was rewarded by her spreading her legs a little more to allow me easier access. Almost there.

My mouth reached the spot where her legs met the groin. There is a chorded bit of muscle that connects everything. I’m not sure what it is called, but I licked and kissed it. Then I looked up at her face. Her eyes were closed and her head was leaning back into the pillow on my bed. She was taking long gasps through her open mouth. Perfect.

I quickly moved my mouth over her pussy and gave the lips a long lick with the flat middle of my tongue. She groaned in satisfaction and I licked again, a bit slower this time.

“Oh my god, Eric, that feels amazing.” She slurred. I looked up at her face again while I licked, and I could see her staring at me, wide eyed, her mouth making a wide O shape.

I tried a few different licking patterns until I developed a rhythm she seemed to enjoy more than the others. It involved me pushing the tip of my tongue deep into her wet slit, then sliding it up to circle her clit for a few laps and back down to repeat. After a few minutes of this, I could feel her legs start to shake and her groans became more urgent. She was getting close, so I picked up the pace of my tongue. Her pussy tasted slightly sweet. Not like sugar, but like a slightly, bittersweet taste of an orange rind. I loved it.

Her body shook like an earthquake when the first orgasm hit her. I clamped down on her legs and began to focus on her clit with the edges of my tongue. The spasms rushed in, after I focused on her nub, and I could hear her muffled moans. I looked up to see her screaming into a pillow she had grabbed and put over her face, while her body writhed under my tongue. She came for what seemed like five minutes, and I finally let loose of her clit when I could tell it had ended. I sat up from her legs to look at her. Beads of perspiration were dotting her forehead, and her perfectly styled hair was disheveled from the pillow.

“Oh my god, I’ve never came like that before.” She lay there with her legs spread around me. Her eyes were half-closed. “It felt like it just kept coming and coming. Wow. I need a second to relax. Damn Eric. Oh my god.”

“Take all the time you need. Want some water?” I got up off the bed as she nodded.

I went to the kitchen and filled up two glasses. She chugged hers down when I gave it to her. All the working with my tongue had made me thirsty too. My glass was emptied quickly.

“Hey Eric, why are your pants still on?” she asked, mischievously. As she waved her hand for me to come stand next to her.

“Well, it’s funny you should mention that. This hot girl was trying to take them off, but she got distracted when I started licking her pussy. She never finished the job.”

“Oh, well I can fix that problem. I can probably also fix this big problem you have here,” she whispered, and her hand rubbed my cock through the front of my pants. My dick had been hard for so long that I could barely take her hand rubbing it through the fabric of my pants. I didn’t think I would last long.

She unbuttoned the front of my pants, and I helped her take them down, with my boxers. My cock wasn’t porn-star large, but it stayed rock hard all the time, and pointed to the sky like an unbendable, flag pole. Her hand closed around it as she motioned for me to join her on the bed. I sat down next to her and reached into my nightstand drawer for the pack of condoms I kept there. It took me a few seconds to unwrap it, figure out which way it opened, and slide it onto my dick. Kelly never took her eyes from my tool and she spread her legs even farther when I positioned myself between them.

I leaned over her and kissed her softly; she moaned into my mouth and kissed me back passionately. I sat back up and positioned my dick at the entrance to her pussy. The condom was lubricated, so the first quarter of it slid into her easily. She held her breath as I slid it out and then pushed it in halfway. Then I slowly slid it out again. She gave a snort of annoyance, and I looked down at her face.

It was a mix of emotions: lust, annoyance, desire, and fear. I pushed my cock all the way into her as we both exhaled a deep sigh of fulfillment. I placed my hands on either side of her body, rested on them, and kissed her deeply again. Her pussy formed a tight grip around me, and I could feel the movements of her body through it as she kissed me passionately.

Our kiss ended and I started to thrust in and out of her wet hole. She was pretty tight, and the room filled with the sound of her wet pussy being filled and our soft moans of pleasure. Now, most guys don’t like condoms, and while I’ll admit that sex definitely feels better bare-back, they were really useful when guys haven’t had sex for a while and had no will power. My philosophy is that guys can take a picture of Barbara Bush, a fistful of sand, and rub one out like no one’s business if the need so arose. But women needed to be properly stimulated, and taken care of, to reach orgasm.

If I wasn’t wearing this condom, I would have blown my load deep into Kelly on probably the third thrust into her. But the condom was keeping my orgasm a safe distance away, as long as I didn’t increase my tempo too much, which was getting harder to do as Kelly looked up at me with her brown eyes. They grew wider, and her mouth let out a loud gasp, every time I pushed deep into her. Her long, tan legs wrapped around my body like a vice; damn, she was strong. Her nails dug into my back. Her eyes were fluttering open and closed. Feeling her wrap herself around me like that put me over the edge and I started to thrust myself into her faster and deeper than I had before.

“Oh god you feel so good; I am going to come. Can you come with me?” I whispered into her ear.

“Yeeeeessssss,” she moaned as I felt her body start to buck underneath me. I pushed my mouth into hers and jammed my tongue down her throat as I made one last deep thrust into her and felt my orgasm release into the condom. She whimpered into my mouth as she felt me orgasm, and climax crashed into her. I could taste blood in my mouth as she bit my lip and tried to stifle a scream of pleasure. Her body twisted around my dick, and I could feel her pussy clench and relax about twenty times in rapid succession around my cock. Then her last spasm passed through her, and I could feel her body relax. She let out a satisfied moan and kissed me gently on the mouth.

“I didn’t think I could have a better orgasm than the first one you gave me, but you just did. Oh my god, you are amazing.” She hugged me close to her. I tried to balance my weight on my arms, so I didn’t crush her.

“You were amazing too. Your body feels so good. I couldn’t control myself any longer. Sorry, I wish I could have lasted longer,” I said as I reached down to the condom. My cock was still rock hard, and I think I probably could have continued to fuck her even after I orgasmed, but I didn’t want to risk breaking the condom. I grabbed the base of the latex and pulled my cock out of her.

“Hmmmmm,” she sighed, as she rolled over and got out of bed. “I’ll be right back. Need to use the bathroom.”

I nodded and carefully took the condom off and threw it away. I put my boxers back on and lay down on the bed. I felt really good. Relaxed and content. Again, it seems that I was making good social decisions. I couldn’t remember the last time I had sex that good. Maybe never. Definitely not in high school. The toilet flushed, and Kelly came out from the hallway, still naked. She lay down on the bed next to me and nestled close, her head on my chest and feet tangled up with mine.

“If I would have known you were this good in bed, I wouldn’t have let you stop dating me last semester. The bitches at school are going to really be after you now,” she said as she rubbed my now-deflated cock through my boxers with her right hand.

“Uh, excuse me?” I didn’t understand what she said about the bitches being after me.

She laughed.

“You don’t know?”

“Know what?”

“You’re like the juiciest piece of man hunk in the business department. Every girl wants you,” she said, with a smug tone to her voice.

“What? Come on.” She was trying to inflate my ego. There were like, 3,000 students in the business college. I didn’t even know a tenth of them.

“Yeah. You really don’t know how gorgeous you are do you? Ohh, that is so hot.” She wiggled closer to me. “So seriously, every single girl… and probably every girl with a boyfriend, in the biz college has a big crush on you. Even all of the girls on my team, and in my sorority, know about you, and most of them aren’t even in the business college.”

“Haha, thanks Kelly. I find it really hard to believe, but it is a nice, ego boost,” I said. It was raising my ego, but I didn’t believe what she was saying. I was just happy she felt the desire to brag about me to me.

“Oh, you better believe me. Haven’t you ever noticed all the girls who are all over you, all the time?” She raised her head off my chest and was looking me in the eyes. Totally serious.

“Ummm no. Not really. I mean, I talk to a few girls in class, but I don’t have, like, a boy band-style, girl mob chasing me everywhere.”

“That’s because you’ve had your emo glasses on for the last year. Let me ask you a few questions: last semester, how many people were in our Stats study group?”

I thought back to last semester. “I think there were ten. Right?”

“Yeah. How many girls were in that study group?”

I thought back again and paused. “Nine. Everyone, but me, was a girl.”

“Exactly, How about your other classes last semester? Did you have study groups for those? Were there any men in them?”

I sat up a straight in the bed, as I started to recollect my other study classes.

“None of them had any men in them -- except my Bus Law class had two guys. Jake Smith and Gary… ummm. Crap, I forgot his last name.”

“Gary Bergstein. Jake and Gary are dating each other this semester, you know? They are gay. How about this semester? How do your study groups look?”

“The same. All girls. I never even noticed.”

“Aww you are so cute. I can’t believe you didn’t know this. How do you get into these study groups?”

I thought again. Trying to recall how I joined them. I always assumed that joining study groups was something you did for every class. Didn’t professors say that you should join one?

“Normally, during the first few minutes of class, someone passes me a notepad to write down my contact info, for the class’s study group.”

“Yep. That’s how we did it in Stats. We knew you were going to be in class, so I walked up to you and gave you my notebook to put your contact info in. Then I called you up during the first week. We talked about which days worked best for you, and the other girls in the class who I was friends with worked around your schedule. We all figured one of us would get asked out by you eventually; unless you were gay. Which we thought was probable, poetic justice, because no guy as gorgeous as you could possibly be straight. Didn’t you notice how the ‘class study group’ only had a third of the class in it, with only girls?”

My head was spinning. Were all my study groups a conspiracy? I still found it hard to believe. Girls I dated always said I was handsome, but I just expected it since I was dating them, and they probably wouldn’t have gone out with me if they weren’t attracted to me.

“My phone is probably blowing up by now. My sisters all knew I was going on a date with you tonight, and since I haven’t gotten back yet, they know we are having a good time. When they hear about the mind-blowing sex we just had, they are going to be like a pack of hungry bitches for you.” She sighed again and lay down on my chest.

I looked at the clock. It was one in the morning. What time did we watch South Park? Nine? We’d been at it for over, three hours? It hadn’t felt that long. I realized I had class tomorrow morning at eight, and then work right after that. Suddenly, the night with Kelly seemed to be a bad idea. I didn’t enjoy the idea of being gossiped about by her sorority sisters. But, that probably happened to every guy any of them went out with. No. This was still a good night. And if every girl at school thought I was a stud (although I still didn’t believe what Kelly was telling me), I could still get my studies done without interruption.

“So… does that mean you want to check your phone?” I asked, hesitantly.

“No. They can sit on their dildos and spin, thinking about us. Is it alright if I spend the night? I don’t think my legs can take me to my truck after what you did to me.” She kissed my neck and let out a long sigh.

With a compliment like that, there was only one way to answer.

“Of course you can stay.” And with that, we slipped under the covers and slept.
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Chapter 10

My alarm cranked out its warning at half past six. Ugh. I slapped it off and went to roll out of bed, but my left arm and the side of my chest was being held down by something. My breath caught in my throat for a second, until I remembered Kelly and what transpired last night. I looked over at her. She appeared to still be asleep, so I carefully slid my arm out from under her. I silently stepped out of bed and took a deep breath. The whole room smelled like our sex and my face smelled like her pussy. Awesome. I tip-toed out of the room and into the bathroom.

When I got into the bathroom, I hit the lights and turned on the shower, then I flipped up the toilet seat and took a long morning piss. By the time I was done, the shower had heated up, and I jumped in. Scrubbing my hair and face with soap, I mentally ran through last night’s events. It had been a pretty amazing night, that was for sure. I felt exhausted though, and I was worried I’d perform poorly at work; I knew the date was worth being sleepy. I finished my shower and ran a comb through my hair while I brushed my teeth. Then I slapped on my deodorant and walked back into my room. Kelly wasn’t on the bed.

“Kelly?” I called out. No lights were on in the rest of the apartment, but I found a note on the coffee table: I had a great night, you are amazing. I’ll call you later.

Hmmm… guess that saved me from trying to wake her up and kick her out, in a nice way, before I went to class.

Fortunately, my morning class went smoothly, and it was a kick-back day of being introduced to everyone and shadowing the cold call crew. Around four thirty, everyone was packing up and I was saying goodbyes when my phone buzzed twice, telling me I had a text message. It was Aimee.

Jack told me about your new job. Congrats! Why didn’t you tell me? :-(

I didn’t know how to reply, so I decided to think about it on the drive home. Also, I had a study group for my business law class around eight in the evening. Maybe I would get back to her after that. When I got off the freeway at my exit, my phone started ringing. I checked the name and flipped it open, with a smile on my face.

“Hey Kelly.”

“So, I know you are supposed to wait two days and all before you talk to a new lover, but I think we should make an exception because it was so amazing last night. What do you say?” I couldn’t help but laugh.

“Sounds like a plan to me. And I agree with you; it was amazing last night.” I couldn’t wipe the smile off my face. All thoughts of Aimee vanished.

“When can we hang out next?” she asked.

“Oh wait. You want to hang out again? I thought I was just another notch on your bedpost, ‘the most, gorgeous guy in the whole school’ shagged rotten by Kelly Anderson and then left on the side of the road like a used condom. Did you get a diamond tiara from your sorority yet?” I hoped she realized I was just being sarcastic.

“Actually, we get military-looking medals. And yes, I did get a gold star for carving your name into my bed post. But, their jealousy isn’t that satisfying unless I can wear you on my arm and rub their faces in it every day.” She seemed to spit it out at the end. Damn, girls were catty.

“Well…” I started to mentally go through my schedule. “I can do lunch tomorrow, but then I am booked till later this weekend. Free for lunch tomorrow at eleven?”

“Ahh crap, I have a solid block of classes from ten o’clock till two. We’ll have to hook up this weekend. I’ll call you Friday, so we can plan something.”

“Okay Kelly, talk to you Friday.”

I pulled into my parking garage and walked up to my apartment. I set my books down and popped open my phone to text Aimee back.

Sorry, I didn’t think you would care that much.

By the time I had arranged my study material on the coffee table, she had messaged me back.

I do care. I was thinking about the trip this weekend. Jack is staying in a separate room. If you want to share the room with him, maybe you can come? I don’t think he would mind, and I want to see you again.

Holy crap this girl was persistent. The thought of her, Jack, and me with her family, trapped on an almost tropical island, too far away for me to swim to the mainland, sounded like a terrible idea.

Sorry made plans already. I am a social butterfly and need to be booked fourteen days in advance. Tell your sister I said happy B-day. :-)

There. That should shut her up. If it was a party for her sister, it should be about her sister, not about seeing me again. I set the phone down and went back to work, but it beeped again.

Don’t play hard to get.

Fuck. How did I reply to that? This was getting out of hand. There are only a few ways I could take that message, and they all involved flirting with me. I shut off the phone and tried to go back to studying, but it was too late; Aimee kept darting into my thoughts.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. I thought to myself, as I covered my face with my hands. I changed out of my work clothes, into my running shorts, strapped on my iPod, and ran for what felt like two hours. When I got back to my apartment, I made myself a spinach salad with some tuna fish, grabbed a shower, and headed to my study group.

When I walked into the room for the study group, I suddenly recalled what Kelly told me about them last night. There were eight other girls in the group already in the room, and they were in a tight circle giggling to themselves as I walked in. The conversation suddenly stopped, and they all looked at me. A few started to turn red, and I guessed I was probably the topic of their conversation. I sighed to myself and set down my study materials, then we began the session. Now that I was looking for it, I could easily see what Kelly meant. Only a few of the girls were actually paying attention to the topics being discussed in the case study. The other six seemed to be totally distracted the whole night…. by me.

As I left the group, I started to think about my four other classes and their study groups. They were all the same. Hell, some of the same girls were in them. Was I even getting anything out of the sessions? After careful thought, I realized I normally over-prepared for them and was already weeks ahead of the class material. If I stopped going, would that free me up to study more on my own? Maybe I could spend more time with Kelly? When I got back to the apartment, I checked through my class planner and started to feel like I had been taken extreme advantage of. I was meeting with these girls, twice a week, for every subject. Often times, I would prepare an hour ahead of time and wind up teaching the whole group. At least twenty hours of my week was being dumped down the study-group hole. I took a deep breath and tried to calm down. Then I went to my computer and sent out emails to each of my five groups:

Friends,

My new job has me really busy and I’m not going to be able to make study groups any more during the week. Can I just meet up with you all for an hour, the weekend before finals?

-Eric Weiss

It was half past nine. I took out my phone to see if there were any texts I may have missed, but I realized it was still off. I left it that way and headed to bed.
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Chapter 11

“So what kind of car were you thinking about?” Kelly yelled over the radio and sound of her engine. We were on our way to the Thousand Oaks Auto Mall. It was about fifty minutes away from my apartment, but it was in Ventura County instead of Los Angeles. The sales tax was lower, and it bragged to have the most dealerships in one location. I didn’t really know if the claim was actually true, but I had driven by it a few times going to various guitar performances, and it seemed to have an amazingly large amount of cars.

“A quiet one!” I yelled over her radio and stuck my tongue out at her. She stuck hers back out at me and turned her radio off. The engine was so loud that we still had to shout.

“What is your price range?”

“I was thinking twenty… maybe thirty at the most. Depends on what I find.” I wasn’t really good with cars, but I knew that Kelly had four brothers, and one was a mechanic, so she may be able to call him for advice. Also, I couldn’t think of anything else we could do this weekend besides sit around my apartment and fuck each other’s brains out. Which still sounded like a good idea, but wouldn’t prevent me from being embarrassed when I parked my trusty Honda in the work parking lot. Besides, the thing had over 300,000 miles on it and needed to die already.

She pulled off the freeway when we saw the mile of dealerships.

“Let’s try Honda first,” I said.

She rolled her eyes, and drove down the main drag to the end, where there were Hondas. I saw a BMW dealership and thought of Jack, which made me think of Aimee. She hadn’t texted me since last Wednesday. I hope they are having a good time in Catalina.

We got out of the truck and walked into the dealership. I counted to eight before we were jumped by a sales dude. He was all smiles after he looked over Kelly.

We ended up test driving about twelve different cars of various makes. Eventually, I narrowed it down to three I liked to drive, and finally settled on a Subaru. Mostly because of Kelly.

“Subarus are good because they have all-wheel drive and are fast. Besides, Hondas and Toyotas are so boring. You are too good looking to be in a boring car.” We spent most of the night haggling with the salesman, and the finance guy, to get the price I wanted, with the interest rate below the return on my inheritance savings.

“Damn, you didn’t give them an inch. I’m bringing you when I buy my next car.” She tried to stifle a yawn with the back of her hand. It was about nine o’clock, and the finance guy, Kelly, and I were the last to leave the dealership. But I had the keys to a black Impreza WRX hatchback. We hadn’t eaten all day, but I hadn’t noticed, then I remembered how much food Kelly ate and felt my heart swell with affection for her. She must be starving, but hadn’t complained the whole day.

“Hey, I think there was a pizza place across the main drag that is probably open. I’ll buy you your own large pizza for being my car buddy today. I’ll even give you a ride over there in my new car. Sound good?”

Her face lit up with the mention of food.

“Hell yeah it sounds good. Shotgun!” she yelled to no one particular as she jumped into the passenger side of my new car.

The restaurant was good, and Kelly did almost knock back a whole pizza by herself. It also looked like they served award-winning beer, but neither of us were twenty one.

When we got back to my apartment, I parked the new car in the old spot. I put the Honda on Craigslist for $400; it would sell quickly. I had a small financial panic attack when I realized my old car was worth about one month’s payment on the loan for my new car. Then I calmed down and shrugged. Life goes on.

Kelly wasted no time once we got into my apartment.

“I am so ready to sleep in tomorrow,” she called behind her as she walked back toward the bedroom. She took off her long-sleeved shirt in one, casual motion and threw it on the floor of the hallway. I caught a glimpse of her tan and toned back as she began unbuttoning the back of her bra, then disappeared into my room.

I walked to the kitchen and filled up two glasses of water. We were going to need them.

“Oh Eric!” she called out from my room. “I seemed to have forgotten how to take my pants off. I’m such a dumb blonde. Can you come here and help me?” I could hear the laughter in her voice.

I went back into the room with the glasses of water. She was laying spread eagle on my bed. Her chest was bare, and I could see her nipples were already hard. She had her thumbs stuck in her jeans front, with a huge smile on her face.

“You see. It’s this button thing here.” Her voice became tinged with a southern drawl. “It’s just too, gosh-dang complicated for me tah do.” Her pointer finger tapped on the brass button at the front of her jeans.

I set down the glasses of water and jumped on the bed over her. She started to giggle as I rained kisses down on her stomach and tickled her sides with my fingers.

“No! No! No! Don’t tickle me!” she tried to yell between fits of giggles. Her body squirmed under mine, and I tried to pin her arms so I could have my way with her. She was too quick though, and after about thirty seconds of tickling her, I transitioned to licking and kissing her stomach and chest, while I rubbed her breasts with my hands.

“Ohhhh, that is betterrrrrrr.” She moaned and then gasped as my mouth found her rock-hard nipple and bit it gently.

I got bored of teasing her nipples after a few minutes and moved up to her face to lick, bite, and kiss her delicious neck. Her arms started to tug at my shirt, and I paused to help her pull it off me. We both moaned as our naked upper bodies made contact. This was the second time we were having sex, and we spent extra time touching and relishing the way our bodies felt against each other.

My teasing of her neck was having the effect I wanted. Her breathing was coming in deep gasps, and each of her exhales were a forced “ohh,” “ahhh,” or “goooaaaaddd,” Her hands started to massage my cock through the front of my pants, with an urgency.

“I want you inside of me so baddddd,” she whispered in my ear, and then bit my earlobe.

I growled into her mouth as I kissed her. My tongue forced its way to the back of her throat and then scraped across the roof of her mouth. Her hands finally unbuttoned my pants and slid the zipper open. She reached in over my boxers and wrapped her hand around my cock. She started stroking it as she sucked on the tip of my tongue, pulling it back into her mouth. Both the sucking of my tongue and her rough stroking of my dick pushed my arousal even higher than I thought it could possibly be.

Her pants came off easily; they were some sort of slick nylon, not jeans, and I pulled them off with her underwear in one movement. She was already pretty wet, and I could see the lips of her pink pussy glistening through the small amount of pubic hair. I really wanted to lick it again, but she pulled me back to her face for another deep kiss. Her free hand tried to pull my pants off further, but she couldn’t from the angle her other arm was pulling my head in for a kiss. I broke off the kiss and stood up, pulling my pants the rest of the way off, standing nude before her.

Her brown eyes drank me in as she looked me up and down. Her left hand started to rub her left breast and she sucked on the fingers of her right hand. Her legs started to spread and shake in anticipation. She was so fucking turned on and I was too. I could smell the sweet wetness of her pussy, and I hadn’t even gotten my face in it yet.

I only stood like that for a moment before I lay back down on the bed beside her. I pushed my left arm under her head and wrapped my right leg over her left, to trap it against the bed. I kissed her again while my right hand slid down her stomach and started to rub her wet pussy. Her gasps of pleasure filled my mouth as I slowly pushed the tips of my pointer and middle finger into her. Her pussy was dripping wet and felt like smooth velvet. Once the tips of my fingers became lubricated with her pussy, I started to rub around her clit in short, vertical patterns. I was rewarded by her hips bucking with the motion of my hand whenever I slowly rubbed across the sensitive nub.

She was repeating my name like a mantra at this point, and her eyes were closed. Her left hand had a death grip on the sheets, and her right hand stroked my back gently as my mouth went back to sucking on her nipple. My fingers were now so drenched with her wetness that I was able to slide my full pointer and middle finger into her warm, wet slit. She cried out in pleasure when I did this.

After a few minutes of my hands masturbating her, I could feel her hips start to gyrate in the patterns of the orgasm I recognized from last Tuesday. I decide I didn’t want her to come yet, so I stopped my stroking and reached into my nightstand for the condoms. Her eyes flashed open when I stopped rubbing her clit, but she smiled and moaned again when she saw me grabbing the condom package.

It was a bit difficult to get opened with my right hand slippery, but I was finally able to. My dick was so hard; I think I could use it to drive nails, so the condom slid on it without any problem. I looked down at her face as I positioned my cock at the entrance to her slit. She was biting her lower lip, and her eyes were hungry. I pushed my cock into her, as deep as I could, in one solid thrust. She was so wet that it went in without problem, and we both moaned in unison as I suddenly filled her.

I withdrew almost all the way out, and then I grabbed her hips and pulled her down toward me as I pushed in again. Hard and deep. It was kind of a weird angle for my cock; it was so hard and erect that it didn’t want to point horizontal, just straight up. The angle of our bodies meant it was scraping the top of her vaginal wall as I fucked her. It wasn’t exactly comfortable for me, but she began cry out in pleasure as I increased my tempo, so I figured I didn’t need to be that comfortable as long as she got her orgasm.

I was in no danger of climaxing at this angle, but she was practically screaming with pleasure. Her hands were grabbing on to my arms, on her hips, and I could feel her nails digging into them. I started to increase the tempo of my thrusts so I was really pounding her. She pulled down on my arms so she could keep constant penetration with my cock.

“Oh my god! Oh fuck! Oh god! Aeeeeeeee! Eric, fuck that feels so good!” she started screaming. My neighbors definitely heard her. Oh well.

I was breaking into a sweat and my breath was coming in gasps. I thought I was in good shape from running almost every day, but slamming my cock into her at this tempo was wearing me out fast. I figured I could only go for another minute before I ran out of gas. Luckily, as soon as I started to plan my transition to the next tactic, her hips started to buck again.

“I’m coming. Oh my god. Don’t stop. Don’t stop!” she yelled as she grabbed the pillow and pulled it over her face, like she had the first time she climaxed with me. I could hear her muffled scream through the pillow as her bucking increased to a frantic pace. Timing it as well as I could judge, I pushed my cock into her as deep as it would go, while I pulled down on her hips. I felt my tip push against her cervix and I held it there. Her pussy clamped down hard on my dick, and, for a few seconds, I couldn’t really tell where she ended and I began. Then her pussy started to spasm around my cock as her body thrashed. Her climax seemed to last five minutes, all the while her body tried to pull away from my penis, but I had a death grip on her hips, and my dick didn’t move from the spot against her cervix.

Finally, her body relaxed, and her hips fell back onto the bed. She pulled the pillow off the head and looked up at me with complete adoration on her face.

“Wow” was all she could get out between deep breaths. I smiled down at her and moved to reposition my body.

I slipped half way out of her, but I hadn’t come. My dick was still rock hard, and I needed some release. I sat back on my shins and pulled her butt down to touch my knees. I was kneeling on the bed with my body straight up, so I moved my hands to her thighs and gently pulled her legs straight out in front of me. This allowed me to get my cock deep in her at an angle that was more comfortable for me. I started off slow again, pushing it in very deep, and then slowly pulling it all the way out. Her pussy was so wet that it made amazing sucking sounds as my cock left her and then slid back into her. Within half a minute, her eyes were closed and she was moaning again.

This position was still missionary, but I was able to lift her hips off the bed and get better access. It felt amazing, but I kept the thrusts agonizing slow, and deep. I wanted to enjoy her pussy as much as I could tonight, and I knew if I picked up the pace, I would come really quickly.

“Ohhh, Kelly, your pussy feels so good. Your body feels so nice against mine,” I said, to her while I slowly slid in. I hadn’t been doing much talking during this session, so I figured she may like to hear me compliment her. I was right. She opened her mouth as if she was in pain, and gasped out a response.

“Your cock is so fucking hard. Oh my god. You are going to make me come again. Oh. Oh. Ohhhhhh!” she cried out as her hips started to buck. Wow. I wasn’t close yet, but her coming again put me over the edge. I started to slam into her again, but, at this better angle, the wet sounds of our bodies’ lovemaking became urgent as we raced toward orgasm. When it hit both of us, we moaned in unison. I felt my cock spasm four or five times as it filled the condom with my cum. Her orgasm lasted longer than mine, but not as long as one she enjoyed ten minutes ago.

I lay panting on top of her, recovering from the work out. She was moaning soft, mewing sounds of contentment from underneath me. I looked down into her big, brown eyes and gave her a deep kiss. She returned it with a zealous passion. My dick was still hard in her, so I carefully grabbed the base of the condom and pulled out. I heard her shift in the bed and saw her reach for the glass of water.

“Would it make you feel weird if I told you that you were the best lover I’ve ever had?” she said as she finished a huge gulp of water.

“Ummm, I guess that is a great compliment. Unless I’m the only guy you have been with.” I peeled the condom off and threw it in the trash. She eyed my dick hungrily from the bed.

“Holy crap, you are still hard.”

“Yeah. It doesn’t like to calm down till like, twenty minutes after sex.”

“Seriously?”

“Well, it feels like that, but I am probably exaggerating. I just get excited easily and stay that way forever.”

“That’s good for me. Ummmmm.” She sighed again. “I’m going to sleep like a baby. Let’s just eat breakfast in bed and then screw all day tomorrow?” She arranged the covers of my bed around her and turned off the lamp on the nightstand.

“Sounds good to me. I’m going to go brush my teeth and get ready for bed. Be right back.”

“Oh yeah, I guess I need to do that, too. I’ll go after you,” she said sleepily.

When I got out of the bathroom, she was already passed out.
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Chapter 12

The next day was Sunday. We did have breakfast in bed; we did screw each other right after breakfast, and then we went for a drive through the Malibu Canyon area and had dinner at a little hamburger joint on the beach.

“Oh, I forgot to tell you something,” she said between a mouthful of french fries. I looked at her around my burger, with an eyebrow raised. “I’m going to be out of town next weekend. We are playing Fresno State on Saturday and then Cal Poly on Sunday. So, I won’t be back till super late Sunday night.”

“Ahh, that sucks. Can we see each other this week?” I really was disappointed.

“I really want to, but I am going to be swamped with practices and getting my school work done.” She must have seen the disappointment on my face. “I totally want to see you though. Ummm, how about coming to one of my practices? We are having a scrimmage against those bear-loving bitches from Westwood on Tuesday night at our gym. It isn’t a real game, but you could come hang out, and we could probably do some extra-credit physical activities afterwards.” She looked pleased with this idea. “The game is at half past seven, in the second gym.”

“Yeah, that sounds like a good idea. I’ll totally come and see you.”

After the burgers, we took a long stroll on the beach. The water of the Pacific was too cold to walk through, even though it was a warm November night. When we got back to my apartment, we fucked like rabbits again, and she spent the night.
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Chapter 13

I was on the way to Kelly’s game, when Jack called me.

“Hey Jack, what’s up? How was Catalina?”

“Oh man, it was really fun!” He launched into an in-depth description of what he did each day. Aimee’s parents sounded richer than the Catholic Church. They took a private yacht over there, stayed in a mansion on the beach, complete with maids and cooks. Then they spent the days snorkeling, kayaking, and eating.

“Was Aimee’s family cool with you?” I asked him.

“Dude, they were totally awesome. Her dad and mom are down to earth, and I was able to get to know them really well. I think they like me, a lot.” He sounded like he was walking on a cloud.

“That’s because you are so likeable dude. Everyone loves you! Wasn’t it Aimee’s sister’s birthday or something?” I had forgotten why they took a trip over there, during an off season.

“Oh yeah. Check it out. They got her into this, like, crazy art school in Italy. She is going there next year to study.”

“Whoa. Are they looking to adopt? I’d love to go to Italy.”

“Haha yeah, they can adopt me too. They are really cool dude. I guess Beth has, like, three or four degrees in heavy sciences, like biology and engineering. Apparently, she is on this art kick and just got back from Oxford, doing painting and shit there. They pay for her to go to a different school every year.” Ahh, so the sister’s name was Beth.

“I recall Aimee telling me she was pretty smart.”

“Yeah, she was nice. Didn’t talk to me much, but that was fine. She probably thought I was some dumb jock. I was just happy to be invited to hang out with them.”

“Sounds like you had a great time, dude.” I just parked my car and was walking toward the campus gyms. I had never been to the kinesiology area of school, so I didn’t know exactly where I was going. I hit the button on my keychain, and the car beeped and locked. New cars were sweet.

“Oh shit, dude, I forgot to tell you; I got a new car.”

“Awesome! What did you get?” And I told him about the day at the auto mall. I left out the part with Kelly. In retrospect, I just didn’t feel like telling him about it while I was en route to the game. Maybe if I had been talking to him when I was on the couch at home. We small-talked for a bit longer about classes and his LSAT study course. Then I found my way to the second gym.

“Hey dude, I just got to the volleyball game, so we’ll have to talk later,” I interrupted him.

“Volleyball? You don’t like volleyball.”

“Yeah, but I like girls. And girls play volleyball,” I said with a smirk.

“Hahaha, that’s true. Oh crap, I totally forgot the reason I called you. We’re going to be hanging out this weekend. My parents are out of town and asked me to house-sit their new place. They said I could have a few friends over. I figured we could hang out Saturday, BBQ or something, then hit a club at night, maybe we could all spend the night. Their new house has, like, six bedrooms.”

“Hmmm, that could be fun.” I thought about Aimee being there, but the way he said it meant he probably wanted his new group of friends to be there. Kelly was going to be gone, so I figured it would be fun. Besides, the last time I hung out with them, I had a great time and ended up getting a sweet job out of it.

“Yeah, I’ll come. Can you text me their new address and what time you want me to come over?”

“You got it, dude. Love ya!” and he hung up.

I closed the phone, checked the time, and walked into the gym. I saw the net up and about thirty tall girls practicing drills. I looked for a place to sit and saw that the bleachers on one side were not extracted, so I went to sit on the other side, where there were observers. Since this wasn’t an actual game, there were only a handful of people observing in the stands. Maybe like twenty or so, most of them seemed to be parents or younger volleyball players from the local high school.

I just grabbed the closest seat in the second row near the door, and I ended up on the same side of the court as the Westwood girls. I contemplated moving, but then reasoned this way I could see Kelly’s face when she was hitting the ball. It might be funny to see how similar her facial expressions were when she was concentrating on hitting the ball to when she was doing other… activities. I found her in the crowd of girls. Her hair was too short to be tied back, like most of her teammates, but she seemed to be hitting the ball back to her partner easily. I really had no idea how this game was played.

After fifteen more minutes of warm up, both sides paused and got into a tight circle. They each wrapped their arms around each other and leaned their heads in. Okay, that was kind of hot. Then they broke up, and all but six girls left each side. Looks like there were six on each team.

“Hi Eric!” someone yelled at the top of her lungs from the other side of the court. I looked over and saw one of the girls who was on the court getting ready to play, jumping up and waving to me. It was Stephanie, a girl who was in a few of my classes, and I think she was a sorority sister of Kelly’s. Stephanie was the closest thing you could get to a class clown in my business classes, and she had been in a couple of my study groups. All of the girls from my school looked over at me and erupted into laughter. Kelly had a big smile on her face as she waved to me. I tried not to turn eight shades of red when I realized even the girls on the other team were looking over at me, with a puzzled expression.

Kelly’s coach barked an order, and the girls put on their game faces instantly and bent half-way at the waist. Kelly was up front, near the net. A whistle blew and one of the Westwood girls served the ball.

I couldn’t really figure out what was going on during the game, and I felt like a bit of an ass for not even looking up the rules online, but I could tell you one thing for damn sure: Girls’ volleyball was awesome. All the girls were tall, in great shape, pretty, and made sexy grunting noises when they threw their bodies around the court to smack the ball over the net. I looked around and couldn’t believe I was the only college-age guy sitting in the stands.

Kelly seemed to be really good at the game. She had this cat-like leap where she would bend her whole body backwards like a bow and then snap it forward, slamming her fist into the ball, spiking it down where none of the other team’s girls seemed to be standing. I lost track of how many times she did this, but she did it way more than any of the other girls playing. She also seemed to be able to jump higher than most of the Westwood girls, and she blocked them from spiking the ball over the net many times.

The game lasted a bit over an hour. I didn’t see any score board, but it seemed to end suddenly when Kelly spiked the ball one last time. Her teammates let out a cheer and the other team seemed depressed. I guess we won.

The girls crossed through the net and shook each other’s hands, then they retreated back to their respective sides to talk to their coaches. My phone beeped with a text. I flipped it open, hoping it was Jack with the address. It was Aimee.

I am so excited you are coming this weekend! We are going to have tons of fun.

Okay, I am going to choose to take this to mean she is just really excited to see me, and not that she is hitting on me. I quickly typed one back to her.

Should be fun. Make sure Jack gets me the address!

“Eric?” a voice called to me from above. I looked up and was surprised to see Katherine standing in front of me. She was wearing a blue and yellow volleyball uniform. I hadn’t even noticed her playing, but I had been concentrating on Kelly, only sparing a glance to Westwood girls when something interesting happened. Katherine was flanked on each side by a teammate. A tall, good-looking blonde with her hair tied back in a tight ponytail and an equally-tall, cute Asian girl in short pigtails. Katherine looked surprised to see me too.

“Hey Katherine! How is it going?” I scrambled for something to say. I closed my phone and smiled at her.

“Really good! I saw you walk in and I thought I’d come say hello. Oh, this is Gina and Kim,” she said, nodding to the blonde and Asian girl. I stood up and shook both their hands.

“Nice to meet you both,” I said to them. They checked me out and smiled back at me.

“I was really surprised to see you, but then I remembered you went to this school… and maybe you knew some of the girls we played against?” Her statement bent into a question at the end, and I could see her fishing for info. Her green eyes met mine, and I realized they had tiny flecks of brown in them. The perspiration on her forehead made her look even sexier than I recalled, and she probably wasn’t wearing any make up.

“Yeah, I am dating one of the girls on the team. She invited me to see the game tonight since she is going to be traveling this weekend.” I didn’t know if I was using the correct terminology. Were they matches or games?

“Oh, that is really nice of you to come see the match. Who are you dating?” she asked innocently, while she broke eye contact with me to glance over at Kelly’s team, which was still huddled around their coach. I didn’t realize I was answering till the words already left my mouth.

“Kelly Anderson. I don’t know if you kn-”

“You’re dating Kelly Anderson?” the Asian girl, Kim I recalled, said a little startled. The three of them looked shocked, and I was suddenly confused.

“Yeah… Umm, why the surprised look?” I said, searching their faces for a clue.

“Oh, nothing bad,” Katherine said quickly, with an apology. “She is just really good. She’s on your varsity team and is only a sophomore. She is probably going to make Big West Honors this year.”

“Yeah, she is fricking killing us,” Gina moaned. I noticed that fact during the match.

“So, how long have you been dating?” Katherine said. It was a prying question, and I was actually surprised she asked it, but I couldn’t think of a way of not answering without pissing her off. I also figured I would be hanging out with her and Jack’s crew this weekend, so I wanted to be on good terms with her. So telling her it was none of her fucking business probably wouldn’t be a smart move.

“We went out a few times last semester and just started hanging out again last week.” The three of them bobbed their heads as they listened to what I said.

“Oh, so it is not that serious,” Katherine said. It was a statement and not a question.

My phone beeped. It was in my left hand, and the three of them looked at it as I glanced down. It was Jack with the address. I slipped it into my pocket. My face looked annoyed as I realized they must have thought I was annoyed at the phone and not at them. Or maybe they figured I was annoyed with them, but they just didn’t care. Women.

“Hey sweetie,” Kelly said as she stepped in from my left side and wrapped her arm around my waist. She kissed me on the cheek and then looked at the Katherine and her friends. The look was not friendly. “I invite you to a game and you end up distracting the other team. I think I found a new secret weapon,” she said coyly.

“Hi Kelly,” Katherine said, flatly. “See you around, Eric.” She looked back to me and winked, so Kelly could see. Then they turned and walked back to the other girls on their team, packing up their gear.

“So, what did you think about the scrimmage?” she asked me, but she was looking at Katherine’s back. It seemed like she was trying to figure out how to shoot lasers out of her eyes.

“It was impressive. You are really good!” I said. I squeezed her hand and her attention turned back to me. Her eyes twinkled, anger forgotten, as she looked at my face and smiled. She loved being complimented.

“Of course I’m good! I kick ass at everything I do.” I laughed with her. “Let’s get out of here. I’m starving! Let’s go grab giant burritos or something.” She slung her gym bag over her left shoulder, waved to her giggling friends. She locked her right arm with mine as we walked toward the door. I noticed she glanced over her shoulder at the blue-uniformed girls before we got out the gym. Probably to make sure they were watching us leave.
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Chapter 14

The week went by quickly. Eliminating the study groups really helped, and I felt like a weight had been released from around my neck. I was kicking ass at work too. I started making cold calls and was actually able to get ten appointments my first week. This was better than they expected. I was introduced to all of the advisors and started to get to know most of them. They all had their own style when they worked with clients, and I made sure I asked them as many questions as I could. I even fixed some of the computers in the office that hadn’t been working; I just reformatted the hard drives, and reinstalled the operating system, something Jack and I learned one summer in high school when we built a pair of computers.

I also ended up driving around a whole bunch in my new car to kill time. I didn’t really need to make any trips, but I was really excited to be enveloped in the new car smell. The Subaru felt like a rocket ship compared to my old Honda.

Soon enough, Saturday morning rolled around, and I started packing my weekend bag to hang out at Jack’s place. His parents’ new home was in the hills of Calabasas, a ritzier suburb than their last home. It was on the edge of Los Angeles County and a thirty minute drive from my apartment. The drive there was a blast in my new car, and I got to test the cornering, since the house was high up in the hills.

I got there around eleven; Jack said to be there before twelve, and I figured I could use the extra hour to check out the house, and catch up with him. The place was hacienda style and huge. A flag driveway led my car up past a Spanish-style garden and to a four-car garage. I didn’t see any other cars there, so I parked behind the closed garage door closest to the right. Jack answered the door when I rang the bell.

“Dude!” he yelled and gave me a bro hug. He was wearing jeans and a loose, yellow-collared shirt.

“This place is huge. Can you show me around? Is anyone else here?” I didn’t want to occupy all his time if anyone else was around.

“Nope, you are the first one. Aimee called and she should be here in fifteen. No one else has called yet.” He led me through the entryway. The place was all white marble and dark wood. “Let me show you your room first.” He led me up the stairs of the main entryway, down a few doors to a room that seemed larger than my apartment. It had one of those four-poster beds raised so high off the ground I would have to climb in. It also had its own fireplace, couch, desk, and bathroom. “This is the best guest room, dude. Check this out.” He opened a curtain on the side, and I could see the room had a balcony that overlooked the backyard. From a glance, I could see the yard had a huge pool, jacuzzi, and about fifty square yards of perfect green grass.

“Wow dude. This is a guest room? It is bigger than my apartment!” I was impressed.

“Yeah, this house is off the hook. It is like, 7,000 square feet or something. I think Aimee’s house is really huge. Probably makes this one look like a chicken shack.” He led me through the other rooms. They were all fantastic and had their own bathrooms and balconies. He showed me the downstairs area, which had the living and family rooms, and the kitchen, which was all black granite and seemed at least twice the size of my apartment; finally, we took a tour of the backyard.

The backyard was probably the most impressive part of the house. It had a black-bottom pool with various waterfalls, and rock landscaping connected it to a Jacuzzi. There were palm trees circling the perfectly manicured grass area, and the patio was dotted with heat lamps, patio tables, and various walking paths. Near the house was an outdoor kitchen with one of those steel industrial bbq’s and steel sink. The best part was the view though. Since it was near the top of the mountain range, you could see over the San Fernando Valley and into parts of Ventura.

“I bought stuff for us to bbq for lunch. It is such a nice day!” He was right. Novembers in Southern California were almost as hot as the summers. It was probably seventy-four degrees.

“Did you mention something about us going to a club tonight?” Jack and I weren’t twenty-one yet, and I didn’t know how we were going to get into a club. We walked back into the house.

“Yeah, Brent is taking care of that. He said he knows of a restaurant that has dancing and music. Should be fun!” I walked over to the huge mantle over the TV. There were a bunch of pictures I wanted to look at. “Want something to drink? I have iced tea!” Jack yelled from the kitchen. He was so excited to be hosting.

“Tea sounds good.” There were a bunch of pictures of Jack and his parents while he was growing up. Some of them even included me. I recognized a trip we took to Yosemite when we were in seventh grade. A lump caught in my throat when I saw a picture of both our families together. It was probably on a Fourth of July, block party. We always spent Fourth of July together. I never saw that much of my dad, but he looked rugged and handsome. He was picking me up over his shoulder like I was a sack of potatoes. Mom looked happy as she had her arms around Jack’s parent’s shoulders. Jack looked surprised as he glanced away from the camera at my dad, who had probably just yanked me up.

The next picture was too much for me. I don’t think I’d ever seen it, which probably meant Jack’s mom took it. Jack and I were probably eleven or twelve. We both had water guns in our hands and were soaking wet. My mom was kneeling down beside us, squeezing both of us to her. She looked like she was wet too. I remembered the summer we got those guns; we had a water fight every weekend. Normally, it was us against mom. She looked happy and beautiful. I missed her so much.

“I miss her too, dude. She was great.” Jack handed me a large glass of iced tea as I wiped tears from my eyes with the back of my other hand. We stood there a few moments looking at the picture in silence. “Has it gotten any easier?” he put his hand on my shoulder and rubbed it.

“Yeah, but then something like this happens out of the blue. I’ll get better. Hanging out with you and your friends really helps. Thanks for inviting me.” I looked back at him and hoped he could see my sincerity.

“No problem, dude. You’re my best friend.” The doorbell chimed across the house. “That must be Aimee.” He darted off toward the door. I wiped my eyes a little more and hoped no one could tell I had been crying. I took a long drink from the iced tea and sat down on a bar stool in the kitchen.

“This place is going to be totally fun.” It was Brent’s voice. He rounded the corner. “Hey Eric! How’s things?” He seemed pretty happy to see me, which was kind of surprising, but maybe he pulled the stick out of his ass.

“Really good. How are things with you?” He pulled up a barstool next to me and set down a few grocery bags filled with beer and other alcohol. Looks like he was old enough to buy it for us.

“I’m doing great. I was just telling Jack about the restaurant we are going to tonight. It’s this Spanish place that teaches salsa dancing. We can eat and then spend a couple hours dancing. I think the girls will like it.” I smiled and nodded. Brent was a pretty smart guy. I agreed they would probably dig it. “Oh, so I wanted to tell you about this new band I saw…” and he launched into another discussion about the Los Angeles music scene.

The doorbell rang again. Patrick and Daya came in, carrying more booze and a roller board suitcase. We made our greetings again. Daya looked amazing, her hair was pulled up in a high ponytail, and she was wearing a light-blue, feathery-looking blouse over a super-tight pair of dark-blue jeans. She had glittery sandals on her feet, and her toe nails matched her blouse. Patrick wore a tight, orange golf polo that showed off his muscles. I remembered to be careful when I checked out Daya, or he may decide he didn’t like me anymore and beat the snot out of me.

I made sure to thank Patrick again, and then I spent some time picking his brain about what I should focus on in the office to please his dad. He normally interned there during the summer and had some good ideas for me. Brent sorted the alcohol into the fridge and asked if anyone wanted a drink yet. Everyone declined till lunch was ready, and he helped himself to a beer.

“Aimee just called, and they are ten minutes away,” Jack said as he walked into the kitchen area and closed the phone. “Which one of you wants to help me get the bbq stuff ready?” I got off the stool and walked toward the fridge with him. We grabbed various packs of meat, buns, vegetables, and cheese to take out back to the bbq. “Hey Mr. DJ, put a record on,” Jack said to Brent. “The master stereo is next to the TV.”

Jack and I made our way to the back and fired up the industrial grill. Then we chatted for a few more minutes about the house while we prepped the food for cooking.

“Hi guys!” We looked up from the grill to see Aimee, Katherine, and Samantha stepping out onto the back patio. All three of them looked amazing, but my attention was drawn to Aimee, who had been the source of so much internal strife the last few weeks. Her long, dark-brown hair was parted in the middle and tied into loose pigtails on each side of her head with dark, purple ribbon. She was wearing one of those Spanish-style shirts that fell off both shoulders and seemed to be held up just by the swell of her breasts and will power. It too, was purple, white, and had small, yellow dots to match the ribbons. I could see the delicate framework of her collar bones and neck muscles underneath her milky, white skin. The shirt flowed down into a faded pair of black jeans that were rolled up high at the ankle to reveal a set of leather-encased stiletto heels. Her crystal-blue eyes locked onto mine as she walked toward us. She had a lollipop sticking out of the corner of her mouth. It was the perfect accent to go with the pigtail, ribbon look and balanced the more mature style of her off-the-shoulder blouse and leather shoes.

It appeared Katherine seemed to prefer to dress more conservatively. She was wearing a one-piece, turtleneck sweater-dress in a dark-green color. It was amazingly tight on her body, and the pleated part of the skirt began low on her hips and fell down to just above her knees. The sleeves were short, showing off her well-defined arms and a diamond-studded, white-gold watch on her left wrist. Rising from her feet to mid-calf was a pair of shiny, brown stretch boots. Her light-brown hair hung loose over her shoulders, with a slight waviness I recalled from the last party, but didn’t notice at the volleyball game since it was tied back. After my eyes drank her in, I realized the she wasn’t the most conservatively dressed of the three. The tightness of the sweater dress left almost nothing to the imagination, and I could make out the lean muscles of her flat stomach, the lines where her thighs became her hips, and the firmness of her perfect breasts. No, she looked sultry.

Samantha was the one I was least interested in, but she was still made up like a beauty queen. She had a smooth, yellow silk blouse that frilled down at the bottom with more silk lace. It was cut low, showing off her large breasts. She had a brown pair of bell bottoms that accentuated her ass. I couldn’t make out her shoes, but they looked like gold high heels. She had brass-colored jewelry hanging from her ears and around her wrists. Her blonde hair was clipped back with a matching piece of brass.

“Damn. I think we are under dressed,” I said to Jack as the girls walked up to us. They looked like they were ready for the club right now.

“Yeah. You all look smoking hot.” Jack nodded as he looked at each of them.

“Thanks!” Aimee said as she leaned up and gave him a small kiss on the cheek. Then she looked over to me.

“Thanks for coming Eric!” she said like it was her party and she didn’t think I could come. She reached over and gave me a tight hug and kissed me lightly on the cheek. I awkwardly hugged her back, nervous she may repeat what she did last time. My brain relaxed when she let go of me and stood back so Samantha could hug me. Aimee seemed to have set the precedent, because Samantha also hugged me in the same way and kissed my cheek.

“Twice in one week! I can get used to seeing you that much,” Katherine said as she got her turn to hug and kiss my cheek.

“Twice in one week?” Aimee questioned. Samantha turned to help Daya bring out drinks for the newcomers.

“Yeah, we saw each other at a volleyball match earlier this week. Oh, by the way Eric, Kim wants your phone number, but I don’t have it. Can I get it so I can give it to her?” She had a smirk on her face, and I tried to remember if Kim was the blonde or the Asian girl.

“I didn’t know you played volleyball,” Aimee inquired.

“I don’t. I was actually just checking out the girls.” I was starting to get embarrassed we were talking about me so much. But then I decided to egg them on so I continued: “You know, what isn’t to like about volleyball girls? Those tight, short-shorts, the grunting when they dive to hit the ball. They spend most of the game either on their knees or hugging each other in a tight huddle. It’s a real turn on.” I looked at Katherine and winked. I had thrown her off her game, and she was startled for a second.

“So, is that the type of girl you like?” Aimee asked. Her blue eyes seemed to bore into mine.

“Well I dunno, maybe-”

“He likes the tall blonde ones who are star players!” Katherine said, with laughter in her voice. She gently pushed my shoulder as she looked at Aimee. “I thought Anderson was going to claw my face off for talking to him. Can you say possessive? Not that I can blame her,” she finished, as if I wasn’t even part of the conversation anymore.

“Anderson?” Aimee looked at Katherine in confusion.

“This girl I am dating. Kelly Anderson,” I said, as I looked at them both. Something had caught on fire over the bbq, and Jack was frantically trying to flip some burgers, so he wasn’t paying attention to our conversation.

“Oh, I didn’t know you were dating anyone. Why didn’t you bring her? I want to meet her,” Aimee exclaimed. She seemed really excited I was dating someone. This made my mind confused again. Had I just imagined everything that happened? How about the texts? She seemed genuinely happy for me, so maybe I read our interactions completely wrong.

“We just started dating, and she has some out of town games. You’ll meet her eventually, I’m sure.” I looked at Aimee and then Katherine. Aimee looked pleased and Katherine was frowning slightly.

“Guys, burgers are almost ready. Can someone go grab some plates and the veggies?” Jack shouted over to us. I took this as a good opportunity to get out of Dodge, so I high-tailed it inside to the kitchen.

“Jack is ready for the plates and condiments,” I said to Daya, Brent, and Patrick. They nodded and the four of us grabbed the stuff and took it back out to the bbq.

We all sat down at a large picnic table by the grill. Brent decided he was on drink duty and took orders from everyone. Everyone got something containing alcohol, except me. I just asked for a refill on my iced tea.

“No booze tonight, Eric?” Patrick asked across the table as he slathered mustard on his burger.

“I’ll be the designated driver tonight, but I can only fit four other people in my car.” For obvious reasons, I never drove while even slightly buzzed.

“I think I can fit eight people in my car,” Patrick said. “I’ll check it out after we eat. May be a really tight fit. Worst case, we can just take two cars.”

“I like tight fits,” Katherine said naughtily, and everyone laughed.

The meal was great, and Jack got tons of compliments on his culinary skills. He also got compliments on his parents’ house. It was a nice house.

After lunch, Brent, Samantha, Aimee, and Jack cleared the table. The rest of us relaxed by the pool and chatted. I asked Katherine if she traveled much for volleyball.

“I had a match this morning and I am going to be gone next weekend. We’re going to Arizona.” She lay back in her chair and sighed. “Ahhhh, food coma.” Her eyes half-closed and her skirt rode up her leg to her mid thigh as she sank into the chair.

“Do any of you know how to salsa dance?” I asked.

“I’ve taken a few years of ballroom, so I know my way around the dance floor okay,” Daya said.

“I’ve watched every single episode of Dancing With the Stars, so I should be good,” Katherine said. Everyone burst out laughing.

“I have no absolutely rhythm. So I’ll be one of those guys.” Patrick smiled. “But it will still be fun. I haven’t embarrassed myself in public in far too long. How about you?”

“I’ve got rhythm, but only know how to do the high school hug. Good thing they are going to teach us.”

“Ahh let me check on the car. I need to see if I can arrange the seats.” Patrick got out of his chair.

“I’ll join you, Stud,” Daya said. She smacked his ass and then followed him into the house as he rubbed his butt in mock pain.

“Are you going to be my dance partner tonight?” Katherine asked me, nonchalantly. Her eyes were still closed. I thought about it for a second.

“Sounds good to me. I’m actually excited about it.” I liked learning new things, and everyone trying to stumble through it would be fun.

“I’m excited about you being my partner too,” she said as she opened her eyes and smiled at me. “Maybe I’ll be able to get you to come to one of my matches when we are playing at home?” her lips twisted into a half-smile.

“Maybe,” I said cautiously. I didn’t really like where this was going. Not that I wasn’t flattered, but I’d imagine Kelly would be trying to tear Katherine’s head off if she heard this conversation. “Kelly may have a problem with me coming to see one of your games.”

“So? Didn’t you tell me you just started dating? Does she have you whipped already? Poor boy.” She could have said this in a cruel manner, but instead it was light-hearted and sarcastic.

“No I’m not whipped. I just-”

“Are you guys exclusive?” She was sitting up more in her chair and leaned over to interrupt me with the question.

“No,” I said, flatly. It wasn’t my policy to sleep with multiple girls at once, but I didn’t want to tell Katherine I was sleeping with Kelly. It was none of her business.

“Good. That is all I wanted to know. Oh, I still need your phone number.” She took her phone out of her leather Prada purse and looked over at me expectantly. I gave her the number, and she made sure I typed hers into my phone.

“Did you think Kim was cute?” she was pressing buttons on her phone.

“That was the Asian girl, right?”

“Yeah, she is Korean. She normally doesn’t like non-Asian guys, but she is into you. Soooo… do you?” She stopped tapping buttons on her phone and then looked at me with a smirk, green eyes flashing.

“I thought she was cuter than…Gina?” She nodded. “But, she isn’t as pretty as you are.” Which was true in my opinion.

“So, you think I am pretty?” Katherine stopped smiling.

“Of course, I’m probably not the first guy to tell you that you are,” I fired back.

“No. Guys tell me all the time. It is still good to hear it. Especially from you.” Her face twisted for a second, but now I was interested.

“Especially from me?” I leaned forward with my eyebrow raised.

“Yeah. You are totally hot. But you thought Kim was cute right? I mean, obviously she isn’t as hot as me, but you like her.” She was trying to change the subject.

“I didn’t really get to talk to her. I just said hi.”

“Well, she wants your phone number, so I just gave it to her. Maybe, she’ll call you,” she said, with laughter in her eyes.

“Oh jeez,” I moaned.

“Haha don’t be such a prude. She has a great body and is crazy in bed. You’ll enjoy her.” She waved her finger in the air like she was trying to test the weather. I almost spit out my tea with how blunt her statement was.

“How do you know she is crazy in bed?” My brain went a million directions at once. She read the confusion on my face and laughed loudly.

“Oh Eric, you haven’t been hanging out with enough volleyball girls. We don’t have any secrets. Also, it gets pretty lonely in hotel rooms when we are traveling to matches and there are no boys nearby.” She looked like a cat that had just eaten a canary. I had to pick my jaw off the ground. I felt my cock start to get hard when I thought of Kim and Katherine making out (in their volleyball uniforms of course) on the bed of some hotel room.

“And the best part about Kim, the part you will really love…” she glanced over my shoulder at the door, and then leaned in close as she started to whisper. I leaned in automatically so she was softly whispering in my ear. “…is that we share everything.” Her breath came out in a sultry whisper. I sat back up in shock and looked at her. Okay. Now I was rock hard and my head filled with me on that bed, with the two of them. Katherine looked at me for a few seconds, with a smug smile on her face.

Then she burst out laughing.

She bent back on her chair and grabbed her sides. Her skirt rose to the top of her thighs and I could make out the contours of her sleek muscles. She gasped at me in between laughs.

“Oh my god! Guys are so predictable. You should see your face right now. I got you so good!” She laughed so hard she actually snorted and covered her mouth in embarrassment with her left hand, but didn’t stop laughing. She had set me up. I started to laugh with her. The intensity of the conversation dispersed. Visions of her, Kim, and I together on the bed evaporated.

“What’s so funny?” It was Aimee; she and Jack were coming back to sit at the table.

“It is Eric. Oh jeeeez, he is hilarious. I love him,” Katherine said, with a smile. “I need to go to the little girl’s room before I pee myself with all this laughing. Be back.” She sprang out of her seat and gave me a big smile as she walked past me toward the house.

Aimee and Jack sat down, and the three of us engaged in small talk. Eventually, the rest of the gang joined us. Samantha and Brent seemed to be into each other now. I figured that was the best outcome of the situation, so I was pleased.

Reservations were made at the restaurant for seven o’clock, so the girls excused themselves to get ready at five. I thought they all looked stunning, but apparently they couldn’t go out to dinner in the same clothes they wore a few hours before. Patrick told me his car would fit all of us, and he wasn’t going to drink till we got back later tonight. I was relieved. I really didn’t want to drive someone else’s large car, especially if it was my boss’ son. I was used to a tiny Honda and even my new car felt huge to me.

Six o’clock rolled around and the guys decided we should get ready. I went up to my room and changed into my nicer pair of pants and a dark-blue, button-down shirt. It had thin, light orange-and-white stripes going down it. It was a gift from my parents a few years ago. I briefly wondered if it was still in style. But then I figured guy’s fashion didn’t change as much as women’s.

I went out to the TV room, and Jack was already out there flipping through channels. I sat down and, within a minute, Patrick and Brent joined us in their new attire. The girls were still getting ready. Jack’s attire was similar to mine, but with a purple shirt. I made a guess; he wore purple for Aimee. Patrick was wearing a pastel-green, long-sleeved collared shirt that showed off his large muscles. Brent was wearing a carefully frayed, gray sweater turtleneck with a huge silver belt buckle at his waist.

We chatted about the current college basketball brackets. I wasn’t that into sports, but their school was playing Florida next weekend, and they were pretty excited.

“We are ready to go!” Aimee called out from the hallway. I heard the clicking of heels as the girls came out of the hallway and into the TV room.

Damn. We were lucky guys. They all looked fantastic.

Katherine had been my interest so far today, so my eyes drank her in first. Her hair was pulled high on the back of her head with a silver clip that had a large piece of turquoise in it. It fell down her neck in soft waves that made a nice back-drop for her matching turquoise earrings. She had on a tight-fitting, chocolate-brown dress which scooped low enough to show the cleavage of her small, firm breasts. From her neck was a long necklace with more turquoise accents. The dress ended sensually, high on her upper thigh, and I couldn’t imagine it would be easy to dance in or bend over in. There was a silver charm bracelet on her left wrist and a chocolate leather band on her right that had another piece of turquoise in it. Her shoes were leather, strappy things that had three-inch heels and bits of metal charm material dangling from where they wrapped and tied at her shins. Her eyes met mine as she smiled and winked at me through long eyelashes. She had dusky green eyeliner that was expertly applied.

Daya had her black hair loose and down over her shoulders. She had huge, silver loop earrings and a matching sheer, silver-colored dress that was tight on her upper body but then flared out at the waist to fall around her ankles. There was a long slit on the left side of the dress that ran up to a high spot on the thigh. It looked flowing and graceful, like something a dancer would wear. Her shoes and jewelry all matched the dress, silver in color. The only color that accented her body was a large, green jade medallion which hung around her neck and settled between the dark, tan skin of her breasts.

Samantha’s hair fell to her shoulders in the same style she had worn that afternoon. She had gold, dangly earrings containing four separate strands of chain. She was wearing a dark-green, matte, jersey-material dress that had criss-cross straps in the back and a low dip in the front. The dress tightened at her ass, then formed a “V” down the front and back with the hem, so that each of her legs and thighs were exposed. The dress definitely showed of her two best assets: her large boobs and her full ass. She was wearing a pair of matching green suede boots that were loose around her ankles. She had a gold, white, and green bracelet with Celtic knots running through it. Her dimples showed as she smiled at all of us. She was looking at Brent as he checked her out.

Aimee had her dark-brown hair braided back tightly. She had small, gold loops with sparkly diamonds hanging from her ears and a thick, gold and diamond choker around her long, creamy neck. Her dress was a dark burgundy, tight-ruche style that pushed her breasts up high on her chest, and the hem fell down to her knees. Like Katherine’s dress, it was extremely tight, but the ruche material made the dress look thicker than Katherine’s. She had three thick gold loops around her right wrist, and a thin diamond tennis bracelet on her left wrist. The heels of her black and gold, open-toe stilettos looked impossibly high; I couldn’t imagine them being comfortable for the whole night, but I think women’s feet were impossibly tough. She had dark-gray eyeliner that added some sultry contrast to her light-blue eyes. When I was looking at her eyes, they locked with mine.

“Wow, you all look great,” Jack exclaimed. The guys nodded. I felt underdressed, but the other guys were wearing attire similar to mine, so it seemed okay.

“Let’s get going! We didn’t get all dressed up to sit around the house,” Daya said as she turned toward the front door. We all followed her out.

Parked next to my car was a black Porsche, next to that was a huge silver Cadillac Escalade, and then a Mercedes sedan. I assumed the Porsche was Brent’s, the Escalade was Patrick’s, and the Mercedes was either Aimee’s, Sam’s, or Katherine’s.

“Oh Eric, I forgot about your new car! It looks cool dude,” Jack said as we walked past it.

“Thanks!” I said. Everyone congratulated me as we walked toward the Escalade. I was thankful that Patrick wasn’t going to be drinking, so I didn’t have to drive. The thing was massive.

“Ummm… How is this going to work?” Katherine said, with skepticism as she approached the side door. Everyone stopped.

“What do you mean?” Patrick said.

“There is no way I can get in this thing without showing you all my ass!” she said, and the girls started to giggle. I realized that to get in the back seats, the girls would have to step up into the car and then bend over to squeeze in. Aimee’s dress was pretty short, but Katherine’s was almost showing all the goods without her bending over. I looked at Patrick and he seemed puzzled over what to do.

“Patrick drives, Jack sits shotgun, Brent and I get in before the girls. Then you wouldn’t be flashing anyone but the girls, and I’m sure plenty of girls have seen your ass before. After all, you are a volleyball player.” The words shot out of my mouth as I stepped past Katherine and climbed into the far corner of the back-most seat. I didn’t give her a chance to argue. Moving to the back seat was an awkward procedure, and I didn’t envy the girls doing it with heels and dresses on.

The seats were plush leather and very comfortable. There was dark-wood trim accenting the panels. Brent climbed into the corner of the seat in front of me, as Patrick and Jack jumped into the front. Sam slid in next to Brent, Daya slid into the seat in front of Brent, Aimee in front of Sam, and finally Katherine, who practically fell into my lap as she tried to sit next to me. Once she got her seatbelt on, she leaned in close and whispered into my ear.

“I wouldn’t have minded showing you my ass. Maybe later tonight?” Then her teeth grazed my earlobe, sending shocks through the right side of my body.

Aimee tried to reach the opened door but couldn’t, so Jack got out of his seat, closed the back door, and jumped back into his seat. Then we were off. The Escalade was pretty impressive. Even in the back seat, the ride was very smooth and comfortable. Everyone started up individual conversations with the person they were sitting next to.

“So I was thinking…,” Katherine started, as her body curled up against mine on the seat. Her left hand reached up the back of the seat and started to lightly rub the nape of my neck. “We’re going to be sitting in the Jacuzzi after dinner. Maybe I should invite Kim over. What do you think?” She said it softly, so no one could hear. I was confused. She seemed to be flirting with me, but also seemed hell-bent on setting me up with Kim.

“Well… remember what we talked about earlier?” She must have been reading the confusion on my face.

“You are just shitting me again. I’m not going to fall for it,” I said. Then I stuck my tongue out at her to emphasize that I was way too mature to fall for her games anymore.

“I am so not shitting you. Want me to prove it?” she asked. I looked into her eyes and read the challenge there.

“How are you going to prove it?” I started to think of Kelly. What did she think of our relationship? Would she be angry with me if she saw me snuggled up with Katherine? Would she feel like I betrayed her? Yeah, we were sleeping together, but I had slept with girls in high school and during my first year in the music program, and then we had parted ways easily. It seemed like, the way things were going today, Katherine and I were on a collision course. Unless she was going to just make an attempt to set me up with Kim.

“Here, look at my phone.” She tapped a few buttons and handed it to me. “These are texts with Kim today.” I grabbed it. “Mine are in the green boxes.”

I got you Eric’s phone number. You owe me.

Oh thank you! I’ll have to make it up to you ;-)

Ready to be jealous? We are going out to dinner and dancing. I look sexy.

With Eric? I hate you. j/k. but reallllly I hate you. I bet you look sexy. Grrrr.

Lol. Yeah and then after dinner we are going to sit in a Jacuzzi with some friends and spend the night. I’m going to fuck his brains out.

Bitch. I want him. Why are you so mean to me? Don’t you love me?

Of course I do! Maybe you can crash the party? The house we are staying at is in Calabasas. Are you busy tonight?

OMG. I’ll cancel everything. What time? Give me the address.

Lol. I gotta ask the host to make sure it is cool.

How soon will you know??????

Give me like an hour

Okay. Excited! Kisses!

The last message was sent a few minutes ago. I didn’t know what to say, so I reread it quickly. Yep, I wasn’t smoking crack. I wordlessly handed the phone back to her.

“Soooo?” She looked at me with a smug smile. I realized Katherine was pretty used to getting her way, and I wondered if she was only doing this because she saw me with Kelly. Was she flirting with me the first time I met her at the party? I couldn’t recall because Brent had her cornered, and I hadn’t talked to her that much. “Earth to Eric? You are thinking about it right now aren’t you?” She was whispering urgently in my ear. “I am getting hot thinking about what we could do tonight.” She was practically panting in my ear now, and I felt my dick start to get hard.

“I don’t know Katherine. Isn’t this weekend like, supposed to be a private thing? Just a small group of friends?” I didn’t know if I wanted Kim to come over. Part of me was interested, no, fantasizing about it. Part of me was thinking about Kelly. Am I cheating on her?

“I’ll talk to Jack and figure it out. I’m sure no one will mind if another hot girl joins us tonight. I mean, everyone is attached. Samantha would have been the only one who cared, but she and Brent are totally going to fuck tonight. I’m sure everyone thinks you and I are going to hook up. No one will care if she comes after dinner.” Her body was pressed up against mine like she was trying to sit in my lap, and her left hand was deeply massaging my neck, as her voice turned into a husky breeze in my ear.

“Okay” what else could I say? No, don’t bring your hot Asian volleyball player friend with the perfect body over to sit in a Jacuzzi with me and have a threesome. It sounded completely insane to deny her.

Then why was my stomach in a painful knot? It was because of Kelly. I didn’t normally feel this way. It wasn’t logical. We hadn’t made a commitment to each other. We were just fucking. Was I falling for her after a few weeks of dating? I thought about Kelly talking about the hordes of women who apparently wanted me at school. The nonchalant way she described how she would brag to them that she had fucked me. No, Kelly didn’t want to commit to me. She liked hanging out with me and screwing me; she just wanted the status it gave her at school. Right?

“You all okay back there?” Aimee turned around and looked back to Katherine and me.

“We are really good,” Katherine sat up and answered for us. Aimee’s eyes flashed to mine and Katherine’s before she turned back around. Katherine leaned back into me and sighed, she had light flower-scented perfume.

Ten minutes before seven, we arrived at the restaurant. There was valet parking, so we pulled up to the front door. Samantha left the back seat first, then Brent, then Daya, then Aimee (who looked over at me and waved a finger not to look), and then Katherine. Katherine bent over double as she rose from the seat. Her dress slid up to the top of her thighs, and I could see her perfect ass wearing a tight, green thong that almost didn’t cover the lips of her pussy. I could see her underwear was slightly damp over the entrance to her vagina. She wasn’t lying about getting turned on. As she stepped down onto the street, she wiggled her ass a bit so the dress slid back down into place. Compared to the girls, I got out of the SUV with little trouble.

The place was pretty busy at the door, and I saw almost every guy checking out our group of smoking-hot girls. Jack held the door open as everyone walked in front of me.

“Dude, I have to make a quick phone call. I’ll be right in. If you guys sit down, I’ll find you,” I said to him over the conversations people were having outside.

“Sure dude. Everything cool?” I nodded, and he walked inside.

I pulled out my phone and dialed Kelly. Maybe I would feel less conflicted after I talked to her. It rang a few times and then went to voicemail.

“Hi, this is Kelly’s phone. Leave a message!”

“Hey Kelly, it’s Eric. I was just calling to see how your game was. I hope you are having fun. Soooo… Yeah. Talk to you later.” Ugh. What a terrible message. Why did I call her?

I walked into the restaurant in time to see the gang being escorted back to a table. Aimee waved at me to get my attention, even though I had already seen them.

My phone buzzed with a text.

Sorry I missed ya. We crushed them this morning. At a party right now. Talk to you Monday.

Ugh. That didn’t really help me; she probably didn’t want to talk to me if she was at a party. Oh well, I guess I should stand by my earlier decision.

I weaved my way though the tables and patrons toward the dance floor. Brent had gotten us a prime booth in a dark corner that was close to the dance floor and kitty-corner to the stage, where I assumed the instructors would demo the dance steps.

Jack and Aimee were still standing, waiting for me to get to the table; I slid in next to Katherine, and then Aimee sat on the other side of me. The waiter showed up after a few seconds and took our drink orders. Brent, Katherine, and Daya got hard drinks and the rest of us got water or soda. I was glad Patrick kept his word and didn’t get anything, since I’d insist on driving and it would have been a difficult conversation. I think only Aimee and Jack knew about my parents, and I didn’t feel like being the object of everyone’s pity.

The menu looked delicious. It was Spanish and Latin American food. I ended up getting a Peruvian bass with dark rice and green plantains. Katherine ordered a lemon jerk chicken breast and Aimee got a blackened skirt steak. It wasn’t as expensive as I thought it was going to be, especially for how nice everyone in the restaurant was dressed. But the place was packed, and they probably made their margins on the booze.

The group made small talk back and forth across the table until Aimee asked me about my car, and I told her how it was quite a step-up from my ancient Honda.

“You will have to take us for a ride in it,” Aimee said with an excited smile.

“Well, it’s not that big of a deal. You all have nicer cars than mine.”

“Aww come on, dude. It’s your first new car that you bought yourself. We’re really happy for you. My parents pay for everything for me. Same with Aimee,” Jack said. He meant well, but I felt the familiar lump in my throat.

“My parents paid for my car too,” I choked out. Jack and Aimee’s eyes got as big as saucers. I didn’t mean to say that. It just slipped out. It was true though. I could only afford the car because mom and dad left me the house, their life insurance, and their savings. If they were alive, I’d still be driving that old, beat-up Honda. Fuck. I wanted to be driving that Honda again. I wanted to see them again so bad.

I was freaking out. I knew it. It was about to crash into me like a landslide.

“I need to use the restroom. Sorry,” I said to Aimee as I scooted toward her. My eyes were on the ground and my jaw clenched. I wasn’t going to make it.

She pushed Jack’s arm, and they ejected from the booth like the place was on fire. I got out of the seat and almost ran to bathroom at the other side of the restaurant. By the time I opened the doors, tears were streaming down my face. Luckily no one was in the bathroom. I found the handicapped stall and closed the door behind me. Leaning against the wall while I gulped down air, the tears burst out like Niagara Falls.

“You alright dude?” It was Jack. Ahhh, fuck me. I hadn’t heard the bathroom door open.

“Sorry man, I just need a few minutes.” I tried to stifle my sniffles.

“Can I come in?” he asked. I debated and unlatched the door.

“Shit, dude, I am sorry.” His face was ashen as he stepped in and closed the stall door behind him.

“What are you sorry for?”

“I shouldn’t have said that about your car.”

“Dude, you were just trying to be nice. You wouldn’t hurt a fly. I’m the one who freaked out like a fucking psycho. I’m such a nutcase. I can’t even have a conversation with people.” I was wiping my eyes with the back of my hands.

“Your parents died in a freak accident! I think you have some justification for going psycho every once in a while.” He put his hand on my shoulder and then pulled me into a hug.

“But everyone’s parents die eventually.”

“When they are old and gray and get to see their grandkids and great-grandkids. Stop trying to pretend you are fine. You’re fucked up and it’s going to be okay.” So he didn’t make much sense, but I understood what he was saying. I started to calm down as he crushed me in a bear hug.

“Yeah, you are right, dude. Sorry again.”

“No sorry! It’s fine. You’re going to get better.” He held me out and looked at my face. “Dude, we have a much bigger problem than your parents’ death that we have to deal with right now. I started at him in shock. What else could there be?

“Doesn’t it look totally gay that we are hugging and crying in a men’s stall?” We both burst out laughing. I felt all the despair fade from my body. Thank you Jack.

“Hey, at least it is the handicap one. More room for homosexual shenanigans.” Now we were crying from laughter.

“Ahh shit,” I said after the laughter passed, and I grabbed some toilet paper to wipe my face. “Does everyone know now? I kind of left in a hurry.” I was checking my face out in the mirror above the sink.

“I don’t think so. The food came right as you were leaving; I told them you had a really important call and I was going to let you know the food arrived.” I nodded. It may work.

“I’m going to go back and eat. I’ll tell them you are still on the call. Just make something up and come back when you are cool.” He gave me a pat on the back and then walked out. I took a few minutes to splash water on my face and then headed out the bathroom and back to the table.

“Sorry guys. Had an important call.” They all looked to be halfway through the meal. “How is it?”

“Really good!” Brent said through a mouthful. He accidentally spat some back on his plate.

“Ewww chew your food!” Katherine yelled to him. Jack and Aimee slid out of their seats so I could squeeze in. Aimee looked at my face with obvious concern. I smiled at her and gave a thumbs up with my right hand. I sat next to Katherine. “You have to try a bite of this Eric!” she said as she scooped up a fork-full of chicken and pushed it into my mouth. It tasted great and it looked like no one seemed to notice I had a brief, nervous breakdown. I sighed as I dug into my food. It also tasted great.

In another fifteen minutes, the food was gone and the conversation was back in full swing. I caught Aimee giving me wide-eyed looks during the conversation. Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore.

“I’m okay. Just got a bit emotional for a few minutes,” I whispered close to her ear. Her soft hair tickled my nose, and she smelled like sweet, like peaches.

“Sorry, I’m just worried about you. Sure you’re okay? Anything I can do to help?” she whispered.

“No, I am fine. Thanks. Jack talked to me,” I said, as I looked back to the other side of the table. Brent was impersonating Tyra Banks for some reason. He was in top form, and Sam looked like one of the characters from the old Bambi Disney movie who was all twitterpated. I felt a tug on my sleeve.

“You can talk to me, too, if you need to. I want to be there for you,” she whispered back in my ear. Oh no. Not this again. I just looked at her and smiled. Her face didn’t seem to hint at any sort of seducing antics, though. Maybe she just really wanted to be a good friend and she didn’t know the right way to communicate it?

“Alright folks, we are going to get started in five minutes. Make sure you get a spot on the dance floor,” an announcer said from a microphone on the stage. We all slid out of our booth and claimed about an eighth of the total real estate of the dance floor. Other couples joined us, and the floor became almost too packed.

“Get ready to see my Dancing With the Stars abilities.” Katherine told me with deadpan seriousness. I chuckled. She was standing close to me with her arm wrapped around my waist.

“Okay folks, are we ready?” The announcer was dressed in a flowing gray silk shirt and what looked like velvet pants. On the stage with her was a greasy-looking guy with a V-neck, buttoned-up white shirt, tight black pants, and shiny black shoes. He held an athletic woman with an outfit similar to Daya’s, although neither she nor her outfit was even a quarter as good-looking.

The announcer began the introductory course. First, they started by showing us how to hold our partners, then basic steps. The two dancers on the stage demoed each move, and the announcer had a remote he used to start and stop the music. After fifteen minutes of basic instruction, we went through a full dance with the few movements we had learned.

Katherine’s athletic prowess showed on the dance floor. Her rhythm was impeccable, and she moved with an easy grace. “I told you I learned how to dance from watching TV!” she yelled over the music as I spun her around in a movement we hadn’t learned yet. I looked over at the rest of the group to see how they were doing. Jack and Aimee looked like they were having a good time. They were moving to the music, and no one was stepping on anyone’s foot. Brent and Sam looked like a cross between what we were supposed to be learning and classic ballroom. But they both had huge smiles on their faces. Patrick and Daya looked like a mess. But she had a huge smile on her face as the big guy mixed in disco-type movements, with his complete lack of rhythm.

We danced two more songs and then learned a couple of new steps. Then it was on to a few more dances. Then the announcer called out: “New partners! Ladies’ choice!”

In less than one second, Aimee was in my arms, with a shy smile on her face. I looked past her to Katherine, who looked shocked. Aimee practically plowed her over to get to me. Katherine gained her composure very quickly though, and jumped to Jack.

“Hi stranger,” Aimee said as everyone else tried to find new partners. I knew she was going to try to talk to me more about what happened at dinner. I need to go on the offensive, to take control of the conversation.

“Hi back,” I said to her with a smile. “You know, I never got to hear how was your trip to Catalina? Did you have a good time?” Her eyes lit up with excitement, and I knew I could keep her talking for as long as we were going to be dancing together.

“Yeah, I had a great time. We try to do something like that for each of our birthdays. Beth really wanted to paint some underwater, reef-type settings; umm, I don’t really know what it is called in ‘art speak.’ But, she wanted to snorkel so she could get a good idea. It was very relaxing. My parents really like Jack.” Ahh, talking about Jack was good.

“Yeah, he is a great guy. You both seem very good together. I am glad he found someone who makes him happy,” I said. I didn’t wait for a response, but I noticed her face twist a bit, like she had tasted a lemon. “So, what did you get your sister for her birthday?”

“I got her a new field easel that is a lightweight aluminum, bunch of different paints, brushes, a digital camera, and some Japanese language courses on CD.” She absently ran her hand from the top of my shoulder to my back. I glanced over at Jack, who seemed to be engrossed in a conversation with Katherine. They weren’t paying attention to us.

“Japanese language?” I had to keep asking her questions.

“Yeah, she wants to go to Kyoto next year to study traditional Japanese art. She said her Japanese was a bit rusty. Last time she went there, she was eight.”

“Whoa, she speaks Japanese? Isn’t that a hard language? Wait. Jack told me she is going to Italy. She is going to Japan instead?” I was confused.

“She is going to Italy in the summer, and then probably Japan after a year or two. Depends on how much she likes Italy. Yeah, she speaks Japanese, Spanish, Italian, French, German, and Latin. It’s pretty annoying.” She rolled her eyes.

“Wow, that is a tough act to follow.”

“You have no idea. She is the baby, too. I’m supposed to be the big sister, but I was never able to teach her anything. She passed me in school by the time she was seven; she has a BS in chemistry, biology, mathematics, and linguistics. My parents thought she was going to join their company and help develop hundreds of new patents, but she decided to spend the next couple of years working on art before she gets a doctorate. Oh, and she is absolutely charming and gorgeous. She does part-time runway modeling when she happens to be in town. She’s got tons of shows coming up this spring. Ugh. She also really knows how to push my buttons.”

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, she just knows exactly what to say to get people to do what she wants them to do. She doesn’t sugarcoat anything, at least with me she doesn’t. For example: after she met Jack, she asked me how he was in bed. I told her it was none of her business, and she said, ‘Is it none of my business because he isn’t sleeping with you or because he is bad in bed? I thought you were supposed to brag when your lover was talented?’ She is such a pain in the ass. It’s funny though, because I think she is actually autistic.”

“Really? I thought autistic people weren’t really social butterflies.” This was good. Aimee’s sister seemed to be a hot spot. The conversation was really moving as the teacher started the next song.

“I don’t know that for sure. I guess autism isn’t really that well understood yet, and I am definitely not a psychologist. But, sometimes I catch her just staring at something, like a leaf, or out the window, or a remote control once. She just looks at it for hours. I think she just thinks of people as objects and understands how they work so she can manipulate them. I don’t think she has ever had a boyfriend, either. I mean, if you’re sixteen, you should have had at least a love interest. Right? When I ask her about it, she just doesn’t seem interested and changes the subject. Maybe she is gay. Which is totally fine. I just want her to be happy. If she was getting laid, maybe she wouldn’t be such a sassy bitch to me.” She wasn’t even looking at me now; she was looking at the far wall, probably recalling a distant memory.

I thought about mentioning how I thought of Jack as my brother, but I thought that would have easily led to a conversation about my parents, so I decided to talk about something else.

“So, what are your plans after school?”

“Still have three years left. I was thinking about Stanford for an MBA. Or I may just find a job somewhere to get some work experience. I could always go work for mom and dad, but I don’t think I’d get any real life experience there, being the boss’s daughter. How about you?”

“The job with Patrick’s dad’s firm is working out really well. I’ll probably get my license and do investment sales. We’ll see. Three years is a long time. I’m just happy for the opportunity right now,” I said.

I readied my next question, but the announcer interrupted us to switch partners. “Man’s choice, brand new partner! No one you have danced with!” he said. I managed to grab Daya before anyone else.

We chatted about her school and her father’s business. I think she was grateful to show off a few of her moves that she couldn’t do with Patrick. I’m not a very good dancer, but the music training made me a fast learner with perfect rhythm.

“Original partners! Last four dances!” the announcer called out.

“Jack is fine with Kim coming over; I just have to make sure everyone else is cool with it!” Katherine said. She couldn’t contain her excitement.

“Well, hopefully everyone else won’t mind…” I felt the flutter of indecision again. Was this a good idea?

“I already asked them. They are all cool. Let’s dance.” The song started, I placed my hands on her hip and back as the music started.


[image: ]




Chapter 15

We got back to Jack’s parent’s house around half past ten. Katherine kicked Jack from the front seat of the Escalade, since there was no way she could get into the back seat without all the valets seeing her ass, so I rode back to the house sitting next to Brent.

“Jacuzzi time!” he yelled, as he bounded down from the seat next to me. Everyone laughed as they walked into the house and went up the stairs toward their rooms. Three minutes later and the guys were downstairs mixing drinks, while the girls were still getting ready. Typical.

I grabbed vodka and cranberry juice and proceeded outside. I figured I could end up waiting fifteen more minutes for Katherine to come down, and I’d prefer to do it soaking in hot water. Patrick and Brent ended up joining me. Jack wanted to get everyone situated with drinks before he jumped in.

I was sitting with my back to the house so I could check out the view from the top of the mountain. The night had gotten a little chilly, maybe sixty-ish, but it felt great in the Jacuzzi. I felt the tension leaving my muscles, so I leaned back, rested my head on the tile concrete, and closed my eyes for a bit.

I heard giggling as the girls approached and slipped into the pool, then moans of pleasure as they stepped into the spa.

“Is Eric asleep?” Samantha asked.

“No, just really relaxed. I can’t remember the last time I did this.” I opened my eyes to look at the girls.

It was just Daya and Samantha. Daya was wearing a white bikini top. The white contrasted with her dark skin. Her hair was up so it wouldn’t get wet in the water. Samantha was wearing a pastel-yellow bikini with small white and black polka dots. Her hair was up as well. I imagined it would be too much of a hassle to wash the chlorine out of their hair, so they were choosing not to get it wet. I took a deep drink of my beverage, stared up into the night sky, and wondered how long it would take Katherine and Aimee to get here.

After ten minutes of the Jacuzzi group chatting, Jack and Aimee came out carrying booze-making equipment. Jack had a large bucket filled with ice cubes and various bottles of hard alcohol, Aimee had plastic cups and more bottles.

“I figured this would be easier, so we wouldn’t have to go inside to mix drinks.” Jack said as he set the goods down on the nearby table. I already finished my drink, so I carefully got out of the hot tub to prepare myself another one. “Katherine’s friend just got here, so they’ll be out in a second,” he told me as I walked over to mix my drink next to him and Aimee. I nodded and couldn’t help but check out Aimee. She was wearing a pink, frilly, triangle-top bikini. The edges were of hot-pink lace, and the fabric was a mix of purple paisley. She had a belly-button ring that drew attention to her flat stomach and augmented her pale skin. The ring had a dangling silver chain that went down about two inches. There were a few blue gems on it. She had her hair up in a high ponytail. She looked over at me, and unfortunately I think she caught me checking her out. I glanced away quickly.

Patrick asked Jack to mix him another drink, but I volunteered so Jack and Aimee could jump in the tub. I crafted the drink, handed it to Patrick, and then jumped back into my spot. I think my ass was starting to make a dent in the concrete seat, since I hadn’t moved in, like, twenty minutes.

We all made small talk for a bit, but I could tell that the couples seemed more into each other, especially Brent and Samantha. They were looking like they wanted to just go to their room.

“Hi guys!” I heard Katherine’s voice call as she walked out to the patio. “This is Kim.” She introduced her as everyone looked up. I turned around to see them.

Katherine was wearing a white top with a graphic of an orange between her small breasts. The top was so tight around her chest, that it didn’t have straps which went over the shoulder. The bottom was dark green with orange laces that tied into large bows at the side and fell down to the sides of her hips. Her hair was tossed up in a bun, secured with a matching orange ribbon.

Kim was wearing a top that looked similar to Katherine’s. It had thick dark-purple borders and a light-purple floral pattern. The bottoms had a matching design and were a low-rise style. Kim also had a belly button ring with small, dangly chains that had pink gems on them. Her hair was done up in pigtails, like it was at the volleyball game I first met her at. They both looked fucking hot.

“Hi guys!” Kim said. Katherine pointed and introduced everyone, who waved from their spot in the pool.

“You remember Eric?” Katherine said when she got to me.

“Yep. Good to see you again,” Kim said, with a shy grin.

“Nice to see you, too.”

“So, I’m sorry for crashing your guy’s party. Thank you so much for letting me come. I brought a little gift for everyone,” Kim said. I hadn’t noticed, but she was holding a small plastic baggie in her left hand. She lifted it up, and I could see it had about half a dozen joints in it.

“Oh, hell yeah,” Brent said. “This party just went from awesome to fricken awesome. I can’t believe I didn’t think to bring any.” Everyone smiled and thanked her. I normally didn’t smoke pot; I’ve never bought it, and I didn’t really hang out with people who were stoners, but on a night like this, it was a fantastic idea. Kim walked to the edge of the Jacuzzi and bent down close to me. She smelled like vanilla.

“Can you get one started?” she said to me as she handed me the baggie and a lighter. Then she stood back up and joined Katherine mixing drinks. I set the baggie down on a dry spot near the jacuzzi and shook my hands to dry them completely. Then I carefully reached in to get one. I grabbed the lighter, turned around to make myself comfortable, and then lit it up. Everyone was looking at me with an eager expression as I inhaled as deep as I could. I held it for a few seconds and then coughed up the smoke. I felt the back of my throat tickle as I stood up in the water and walked it over to Samantha, who was sitting on my left because she had saved a spot for Katherine and Kim. I returned to my spot and took a sip of my drink to alleviate my throat.

By the time the joint had gotten to Brent, Katherine and Kim had joined us in the hot tub with their drinks. Katherine sat on my right and Kim on my left. I got a few puzzled looks from Aimee and Jack, who were probably trying to figure out why Kim wasn’t sitting next to Katherine. I was starting to feel pretty buzzed from the booze, but I wasn’t feeling anything from the joint.

“So, how’ve you been?” Kim asked me around the lip of her cup as she took a drink.

“Pretty good. How about you?”

“Great. It’s good to see you again.” Her cheeks were flushed from the heat. “I didn’t get much of a chance to talk to you when I first met you.”

“Yeah. We can talk now,” I said with a wink. Katherine tapped me on the shoulder and handed me the first joint. It only had a hit left, so I took it and then gestured to the baggie for Kim. She fished one out and got it started. The conversations split off into different groups. Aimee, Jack, Patrick, and Daya were talking about a few classes they had. Brent and Samantha were off in their own world, whispering and giggling to each other. Katherine, Kim, and I were talking about volleyball and my job. By the time the third joint was passed around, everyone was giggling, and it was hard to keep up a coherent conversation. By the time the fifth joint went around, everyone was pretty high and drunk. The girls took turns sitting out of the hot water to cool off, but the guys toughed it out.

I was having trouble thinking coherently, and I couldn’t remember what I was saying to Katherine and Kim after I said it. Everything was moving very slowly, but they both looked amazing with the water from the Jacuzzi dripping off their bodies. I felt Katherine’s hand on my leg, and then it started to move up and lightly stroke my cock, which was already pretty hard from being drunk, stoned, and in such close proximity to so many half-naked girls. Luckily, the Jacuzzi bubbles hid all activity beneath the water, but I’m sure my face hinted at what was going on.

“I think we are going to head to bed,” Brent said to the group as he and Samantha stood. I had no idea what time it was, but I thought it was probably a good idea. The hot water, booze, and pot were making it really hard to use my brain, and I didn’t think I was going to be much use if I took much more of any of it. Plus, I thought I should take a shower to wash off the chlorine before I went to bed.

I got distracted from that thought when I felt Kim’s hand on my left leg; it stroked lightly at first, but then it also went up to my cock and encountered Katherine’s hand. They both startled next to me, looked at each other, and then the three of us laughed really loud. The other two couples looked over at us, but everyone was so high that they probably couldn’t have dreamed what had happened. But we were laughing hysterically, so they figured something was funny and laughed with us. The laughter relaxed the steel pipe my dick had turned into since Kim and Katherine sat in the spa next to me. So, I figured it was time to get out of the tub, while I could still walk.

“I think I’m going to call it a night as well. Need to shower off the chlorine,” I said as I stood. The whole world spun as I started to walk up the steps out of the water, but somehow I didn’t fall and crack my head open as I grabbed a towel and started to dry off. I waved to everyone, wished them a good night, and then walked inside. Kim and Katherine were glaring at me. I figured they probably wanted me to stay in the water till everyone left. But I honestly couldn’t take the heat anymore, and I knew I was a hair’s breadth away from being too inebriated. Now, I just felt really good, and I wanted to carry that to bed.

I grabbed a plastic cup from the kitchen counter and filled it with water from the filtered tap on the sink, guzzled it, repeated the procedure, and then filled it one last time before I carefully made my way up the stairs. I got a little lost at the top, but eventually found my room and stumbled into the bathroom. I held a hand against the wall while I tried to maintain my balance and piss at the same time. It was difficult, and I realized I was going to lose brain function pretty soon; it would probably be a good idea if I did that lying down instead of standing up on a hard marble floor.

When I finished peeing, I turned the shower on lukewarm and then got in to wash up. The shower was pretty large and had a metal bar on the side I could hold on to, which was good because the booze was making the room spin even more, and the pot was making the spin completely enjoyable. The running water on my body felt wonderful and I must have stood there for five, maybe ten minutes in my own world, which is why I didn’t hear them walk in.

“Oh, so here is where you disappeared to,” Katherine said. She startled me out of my coma. I glanced around in panic. I could almost make out her form through the smoky glass of the shower door. I also saw a form behind her, Kim’s I predicted.

“Yeah. Sorry, I couldn’t take any more Jacuzzi.” I was trying to sound in control as my dick went to full attention.

“Taking a shower is a good idea. We’re going to join you!” Katherine said enthusiastically, and I could hear Kim laugh. Both of them made movements through the smoky glass that looked like they were shimmying out of wet bathing suits, and then they moved toward the glass door. If not for the pot, I probably would have panicked. But I was kind of like the guy who was about to be run over realizing the girl driving the car looked really hot. I giggled at the thought. Oh boy was I high, as they opened the door.

Their bodies were amazing, lean and slightly muscular from the volleyball training they did. Their nipples were hard, and as the water from the shower splashed across their backs, I could see their skin develop tiny goose bumps. Katherine’s breasts were a bit larger than Kim’s, and her skin was a bit tanner. Kim’s pussy was covered by a thin amount of her fine black hair. Katherine’s was perfectly smooth, and I could make out the lips of her pussy as I looked between her legs.

“Oh, this feels good,” Katherine said. Kim just moaned softly as the water hit her back, and she eyed my cock with hunger. Katherine rested her hand on the rail of the shower and moved deeper toward me until she was standing with her smooth body against mine. Her lips moved up, and she kissed me hungrily, her tongue pushing into my mouth and scraping the sensitive roof. I grabbed onto the rail so I wouldn’t fall, and then pulled her body to me harder as I kissed her back and sucked on her slippery tongue. I could feel the of my sensitive cock rub across her smooth belly. Her hand reached down to stroke it.

A few seconds later, I could feel Kim’s body push against my right side as her legs wrapped around mine. I broke my kiss with Katherine, and Kim took the opportunity to bite my neck and then work her way up to my mouth. Her tongue wasn’t as aggressive as Katherine’s, and I could easily force mine into her mouth. She moaned as my tongue found hers and tangled with it. Katherine started nibbling on my ear as I made out with Kim.

I pulled Kim closer to me with my right arm and broke off our kiss so I could lick, bite, and suck down her neck to her shoulders. I could hear sounds of her and Katherine kissing and moaning as my attention focused on Kim’s body. After my imagination got the best of me, I stopped my attack on her shoulders and looked at them. They were locked in an intense tongue battle. I couldn’t tell who was winning, but they both seemed to be trying to suck each other’s tongue into their mouths. Their expression would change from one of close-eyed bliss to hot desire when they opened their eyes to look at me. I felt like my dick had never been harder in my whole life as they each took turns stroking it against their bodies.

I turned my attention back to Katherine, took her right nipple in my mouth, and sucked it slowly. I was rewarded by a low groan of pleasure and an increase in speed of her stroking my cock. Kim stopped kissing her and dropped down to suck on her other nipple. Then Katherine started to pant.

“Oh my god,” she moaned as she leaned back against the wall. Our faces pushed against her chest and licked. My right arm was still wrapped around Kim’s slender body, and I dropped it down to feel her tight ass. It was smooth and firm, so I ran my hand lower between her legs and circled around the front of her body to find the opening to her vagina. She gave a long moan as I explored her wet slit and slid my pointer finger halfway into her. I pulled it out of her a few inches and then pushed it in as far as I could go.

I raised my mouth from Katherine’s breast and licked up her collarbone, to her jaw, then to her hungry mouth. She bit my lip softly and moaned in my mouth from the pleasure Kim was giving her nipple. Kim’s hips were pushing back against my finger in small circle-like movements, and I could feel her tight pussy becoming wetter than the shower. But the water was starting to lose heat. We must have been in there for around twenty minutes enjoying each other so far, but it was hard for me to tell because of the drugs.

“Let’s get out,” I said, and I felt Katherine nod. I pulled my finger out of Kim with a slippery noise, and she gave a sigh of disappointment. Katherine hit the water off and suddenly the three of us were cold and wet in the shower.

Katherine grabbed a large bath towel and wrapped Kim and herself up in it. They started to rub the towel over themselves to dry off, but it quickly escalated into another intense make-out session between them. I grabbed a smaller towel and dried myself. I did it slowly because I didn’t want to fall over and because I was distracted by the sight of their naked bodies, intertwining and kissing.

When I was done drying, I walked toward them and wrapped my arms around the towel and their bodies.

“The bed is that way. Might be easier to do this lying down.” I nudged them toward the door, into the bedroom, and turned off the light when we cleared the door. They were kissing even more passionately than they had in the shower, and it seemed that I had been forgotten. I might have been jealous, except the sight of them together in front of me was still very pleasurable, especially being as high as I was. I felt like everything was in slow motion, and I could almost see and feel the pleasure radiating off their bodies as they grew more excited.

When we reached the bed, they ditched the towel and climbed up. They didn’t make it far, just kneeled down on the foot of the soft mattress and continued their touching and kissing. I lay down with my head on the pillow and watched them. My hand moved down to my steel-hard cock, and I slowly started to rub. Kim had forced Katherine on her back and was licking down her neck to her breasts. When she finally made it there, Katherine’s eyes fluttered opened, and she moaned as her eyes met mine.

“Awww, we’ve left poor Eric to take care of himself,” Katherine said to Kim. Kim looked up to me with a smile on her face.

“Ohh, that is so mean of us. I know a way we could fix it for him,” she said, in a husky voice as she stared at the cock in my hands. She licked her lips slightly and untangled herself from Katherine. They both crawled over to me with their pert asses in the air. Kim’s hand wrapped tightly around the base of my shaft first. Then she looked over to Katherine.

“Hmmm, you taste it first,” she gasped to Katherine as she bit her lower lip.

“Oh god, thank you. Hmmmmmm,” Katherine moaned as she lowered her head and licked right above where Kim’s hand was. Both of them were looking intently at my face, and I couldn’t help but moan with abandon from the feeling of Katherine’s tongue, Kim’s hand, and the look they were both giving me.

Katherine’s tongue circled the base of my cock above Kim’s hand, then she slowly licked up to the tip. She gave me a last smoldering look as she closed her eyes, slid her wet lips around the tip of it, and ran her tongue across the opening there. She must have tasted my pre-cum. It felt so damn good that I grabbed the covers on the bed in a death grip and felt my hips buckle once from the new sensation.

Katherine continued to lick and suck on my tip, and Kim let go of my shaft. She pushed herself down next to my hips and ran her tongue along the base where her hand had been. The sensations of Katherine’s wet mouth around the tip and Kim’s soft tongue licking the rest of my cock were driving me wild. Even though it felt amazing, and I had never been more turned on, the booze and pot were keeping any climax I might have far away. I probably would have came in the shower if not for that.

Katherine took more of my cock in her mouth and worked down halfway. She made soft slurping sounds, and I could feel her tongue sliding around the shaft as her lips tightened and relaxed around the skin. Eventually she got enough of my cock in her mouth that her lips were meeting Kim’s, who was alternating between licking the base of my cock and my balls. When their lips got close to each other, they gasped again, and their hands touched each other. Then Katherine slid her mouth off of my cock, and they enjoyed a deep kiss with my cock sliding in between their lips.

They continued like that for a few minutes as they moaned, said each other’s name, and touched. Each one licking each other, then my cock, then back to each other’s mouth. It was like they had a third partner they wanted to share with each other. Their hair tickled my stomach, but that just added to the eroticism of the moment. Kim eventually wrapped her small mouth around my cock and slid it down as far as she could go. It only went halfway at first, but she slowly raised her head again and then pushed down, taking a half of an inch each time she descended. When she brought her head up, her lips stayed tight around my cock, and her tongue swirled around it, ensuring that it stayed wet and warm with her saliva. Katherine licked up my stomach and started to kiss and fondle my nipples, while Kim continued her efforts to take all of me in her small mouth.

I don’t know exactly how long it went like this. Katherine kissed my mouth for a few more minutes till Kim finally was able to deepthroat me. I moaned in pleasurable agony as I felt the tip of my cock rub against the back of her throat. It felt amazing and, from Kim’s gasps, she must have enjoyed the reaction I was giving her. When Katherine heard how much Kim was enjoying sucking my cock, she stopped kissing me and told Kim it was her turn to taste it. Then she moved back down and picked up where Kim had left off.

My hands found Kim’s pussy again, and I was running my fingers along her wet slit and over her sensitive clit. Her pubic hair felt like silk against my fingers, and I could smell the sweet, musky scent of her pussy. Eventually, Kim couldn’t take it anymore.

“Katherine, I need his cock so bad. I have to fuck him,” Kim said through gritted teeth as she interrupted Katherine licking my tip. Katherine nodded and moved over to my right side, so Kim could get into a position to ride me.

Kim bit her lower lip and made eye contact with me as she straddled my thighs. She slowly inched forward till the base of my hard dick was touching the opening to her vagina. Katherine grabbed the shaft of my cock firmly and helped point it toward the entrance to Kim’s wet hole. I could see the lips of her pussy and the wet slit of her vagina beneath the pink folds of the skin as Katherine aimed the tip of my cock at the opening.

At first, there was a bit of resistance as her wet pussy made contact with the engorged head of my penis. Then Kim shifted forward a bit, and the tip slid into her a half of an inch. She lowered her hips, and I could see the lips of her pussy slide down the sides of my rock-hard cock. She made it halfway down and then raised herself up again, so the tip almost came out of her. I could see the top half of my dick was coated with the wetness of her pussy. Then she slowly, agonizingly slowly, slid her pussy back down on my cock. This time, she went all the way down till her pubic bone touched the top of Katherine’s hand. I hadn’t realized the three of us were holding our breaths; it was only when Kim slid down on my cock all the way that the three of us let out a harmonic moan of pleasure. There was no going back now.

Her pussy felt amazing. It could have been the pot, or the booze, or my extreme state of arousal, but it felt like my girth was pushing against all the walls of her smooth, velvety inside. I never thought I had a huge dick, but her tight pussy seemed like it could barely handle me stretching it.

With my cock deep inside of Kim’s tight hole, there was no need for Katherine’s hand, so she removed it and kissed Kim’s neck. Now that Katherine’s hand was gone, Kim could slide another few inches down my cock. Which she did, until I felt myself bottom out against the small opening in her cervix. Her eyes were closed in a combination of pleasure and agony; then her body shuddered. I could feel it through the walls of her pussy, since the fit was so tight. If I was another half an inch longer, or wider, I might have not fit into her. She let out small moans of approval as she gave herself a few seconds to get used to me being so deep inside of her. Then she put her hands on my hips and slowly began to fuck me.

She used my cock like a sex toy. She would slowly raise herself a few inches and then force herself down on me, even slower. Then she would raise herself a little higher and repeat. Eventually, she would rise up on her legs, high enough so the tip of my cock was barely inside of her, and then she would slide herself down again, making slow circles with her hips, so my cock rubbed against every spot inside her. The whole time she teased herself, she gave out cute little moans. Sometimes out of frustration, when she may have teased herself too much. Katherine and I just watched her for a few minutes, both of us lost in the decadent amount of pleasure she was feeling.

Kim started to increase her tempo slightly, and Katherine began to play with her nipples and kiss her. Kim enjoyed the extra stimulation and forced her hips to grind into me harder so that my dick pushed out roughly against her vaginal walls. It felt great.

“Sorry. Uhhhh. I need this sooooo bad,” Kim apologized through gritted teeth to Katherine. They were both moaning and gasping in pleasure. I should have recorded the audio of this night. I could have enjoyed it forever. “Ohh, that is soo good,” Kim almost screamed as Katherine started to rub Kim’s clit while she rode me. I could feel Katherine’s hand brush against my wet cock as Kim slid up and down it.

“That’s okay. I’m going to use his mouth,” Katherine said as she looked over at me. Her eyes were crazed with lust as she let her hand drop from Kim’s pussy. She crawled over to me. I knew what she wanted me to do to her. I threw aside a few of the pillows next to my head so she would have space for her legs.

Her pussy was drenched, and I could smell its sweet scent as her thighs circled my head. She was facing toward my feet, so she could kiss and lick Kim. Before she could get settled, I reached my arms up and circled her hips and back. Then I pushed my tongue deep into her wet vagina, like I was licking the last of the honey off a spoon. She gave out a loud moan, and her whole body tensed with pleasure. I was hungry for her and didn’t let up my administrations. I attacked her clit, her lips, and her wet slit with my tongue like a thirsty dog drinks water. My hands ran up and down her toned back, tight butt, and lean legs as I drank in her wetness. She had either just shaved or waxed her pussy. So my tongue and mouth slid over her clit and lips with ease. It felt wonderful on my tongue to not be impaired by any pubic hair.

Her moans were louder than Kim’s now, and I figured Katherine would come soon. I tried a few different patterns till I found that she just liked to have her clit mercilessly licked and sucked while my hands roamed her body. I was more than happy to do that. Her moans became more frantic, but were interrupted every once in awhile as she kissed Kim.

Kim continued to rub her body up and down my pole. I could feel that my pubic area was soaked with our love making, and her breath was coming in ragged gasps. She was still varying her technique, though. Because of the pot, my mind started to wander, and I wondered about the different paths men and women take to reach climax. I preferred to find an angle or movement that felt amazing and then repeat it until I came. It looked like Kim tried something new almost every time. Sometimes she would do the same movement twice in a row, but it was rare. Since I couldn’t reach her hips to force her body onto my cock the way I wanted her, she was in charge and taking it at her pace. Was she still just teasing herself or was this how she got off? My mind wandered as it spun around the room.

The three of us formed a perfect circle of lust and pleasure. Kim and Katherine’s wet tongues battled, and their mouths communicated moans of the pleasure they were receiving from each other and me. Kim’s toned body tightened and tensed as she pushed her hips up and down, forcing my hard cock in and out of her dripping pussy. My mouth was administering an unrelenting assault of pleasure to Katherine’s clit while my hands teased her nipples and rubbed her ass.

I still felt that I could do this for hours. My body felt amazing. It was stimulated past a point I had ever been, but I wasn’t ready to come. I just wanted to satisfy these two women. But then it happened.

I’m not sure who started. I believe the urgent moans started from Katherine. I was picking up the pace with my tongue as it got used to the movement, and my mind wandered. Kim felt Katherine’s pace intensify, in her kisses and moans. This drove her over the edge. Feeling both of these beautiful women grind themselves against my cock and tongue started to put me over. I was the ground that kept them together. Like gravity preventing us from flying off the earth, Kim couldn’t escape because of how deeply my cock impaled her, and Katherine couldn’t because of my tongue pushing into her pussy and the arms that trapped her to my face.

“Oh my god. Oh yes. Ohhhh!!!!” They both started to moan; no, to scream. I felt their bodies wiggle and tense. Kim’s pussy gripped my hard cock like a vice and didn’t let go. Katherine’s hips thrust deeper into my face as she tried to get my tongue to push her into the tailspin of a climax. I felt my balls start to tighten, and I knew that I was going to come inside of Kim.

Then I remembered that I wasn’t wearing a condom.

My brain tried to come to some sort of escape plan, but I knew I was too late. I was too drunk, stoned, and aroused to stop what I was doing now. I hadn’t even thought of it in all the excitement. I briefly hoped Kim was on the pill or at least she realized we were doing this unprotected and had a plan.

Before I could agonize over the predicament, my climax arrived a split-second behind Kim and Katherine’s. The three of us moaned in a frenzy of lust as we enjoyed each other’s bodies. Kim pushed herself down onto me hard and shifted her hips forward so that my cock pushed into the familiar spot against the hole in her wall. It was what our species had done for millions of years, and I felt my body give up to evolution. My cock wanted nothing better than to fill her up so we could procreate. It was part of natural selection; our brains were wired to make this feel so good, and resisting the need to climax in her would be like trying to stop a tidal wave with a wire cooking strainer.

The experience of fucking both of these beautiful women was also too much to resist. My balls tightened and my legs tensed as the first orgasm hit me. I felt my cock shoot its seed deep into Kim, past the opening of her cervix wall, and splash into her uterus. It felt like I had a Gatling gun attached instead of a cock, because as soon as the first orgasm hit, another followed, equally as powerful as the first, then another, and another, and another, each one letting out a spray of my seed deep into Kim. I gasped in pleasure. I’d never came like this before, although I had heard of men having multiple climaxes. Kim let out a whimper of pleasure as she felt me fill her. I could feel my climax push her into another, small orgasm as she felt me shoot into her over and over, her pussy becoming filled with my seed.

Finally, my orgasm ended, and the three of us collapsed on top of each other.

“Oh… my god,” Kim gasped out loud. I was still hard in her. Impaling her drenched body on my cock.

“That was sooo good,” Katherine moaned and sighed. She rolled off me carefully and lay on the bed panting. My face was drenched with her pussy, and my nose was filled with the sweet smell of her.

“Eric.” Kim was staring at me in amazement. “That was the best orgasm I have ever had. Holy crap. You came so much in me. It felt soooo good.” Kim closed her eyes and shuddered a bit. I felt the shudder through my dick.

The three of us just looked at each other for a few moments while we caught our breath. Finally, Kim carefully slid herself off my cock and rested her head on the pillow next to me. She looked me in the eyes and kissed me softly and sweetly. Katherine flipped around so that her head lay on the pillow on the other side of Kim. She wrapped her arm over Kim’s torso and nuzzled into her neck.

“Oh my god Eric. I am dripping with your cum. There is so much. Jeeze. Ohhh.” Kim moaned in pleasure again as she recalled what we had just done and how filled she was.

“You aren’t kidding. I can see it running out of you, like a stream. It looks so hot.” Katherine lifted her head off the pillow and spread Kim’s legs. I looked down between Kim’s legs. Her pussy lips and clit were still engorged in excitement and slick with wetness. Her lips slightly parted, and I could see my seed coming out of the slit and pooling on the bedsheet. Katherine started to moan and then bit her bottom lip. “I have an idea,” she said as she sat upright and then shifted around to the foot of the bed.

Kim and I watched her in fascination. She got out of bed briefly to stretch her shoulders and neck. Then she stepped back up into the bed and slowly crawled between Kim’s legs. Her face looked mischievous, and I couldn’t figure out what she had in mind until she got up to Kim’s pussy, made eye contact with Kim, and then tilted her head down over Kim’s slit. Katherine’s hair covered up what she was doing, but a startled moan from Kim’s mouth clued me in. Katherine was eating Kim out. Actually, Katherine was eating Kim out after I had filled her with my cum.

“Oh, you naughty slut,” Kim said in pleasure. “This is so dirty. I love it.” Katherine chuckled in pleasure, and I could hear the wet slurps and licks as Katherine licked Kim’s full pussy.

Kim looked over to me and started to kiss me. We moaned together again, lust renewed by Katherine’s daring maneuver. I couldn’t believe it, but my cock was rock hard again. Even after that amazing orgasm I just had, it looked like it was ready to go for another round. I decided I needed to smoke pot more often, oh, and have threesomes more often too. Yeah. I looked down at Katherine. She had her ass in the air, while her face was planted into Kim’s groin. She moaned while her mouth licked and sucked on Kim’s pussy. Then I got an idea.

I sat up from the pillow and made my way behind Katherine. Her hair was over her face, so I couldn’t tell if she saw what I was doing. But she felt me move around the bed, and her legs automatically spread a little wider to allow me access. I came up behind her and got a great view of her perfect ass, cute butthole, legs, calves, and, most of all, her beautiful shaved pussy. It was wet again, and the way she was holding it up in the air with her legs spread slightly was an invitation for me to come and claim it.

I slowly began to rub it with my right hand and was rewarded with a deep moan that vibrated through her whole body. She didn’t need much more lubrication, so I shifted my hips up to her, grabbed the base of my cock, and slowly rubbed the tip against her opening. She moaned louder now, and her hips thrust back a bit, trying to force my cock into her before I was ready. I didn’t penetrate her yet; I just spent a few minutes rubbing the tip across the entrance while she continued to lick Kim.

I looked down over Katherine at Kim. Her eyes were half-closed, one hand in her mouth, as she sucked on her fingers, the other hand tweaking her left nipple. She looked completely caught up in her pleasure. Katherine kept trying to push back into me, so I finally gave her what she wanted. I wrapped my hands around her hips and pulled her back into me as I pushed my cock into her, doggie style.

She was already soaked, and my cock was coated with my sperm, Kim’s pussy, and Katherine’s wetness from when I was just teasing her. I thought about slowly sliding it in, but then I realized Katherine probably wanted to be pounded, so I thrust into her hard and deep, with no warning. My grip on her hips added extra leverage, so I could go deep. It slid in easy, and she let out a loud gasp.

“Ahhh, yes!” she moaned as her head came up off Kim’s pussy. I took that as encouragement. I pulled out quickly and then thrust it in harder and deeper. She pushed back against me and moaned.

Then, just to fuck with her some more, I slowed down. I still entered her all the way, but now it was slow instead of fast. She continued to eat Kim out while I buried my cock deep into her. Then I slowly pulled it out. Katherine didn’t like this as much, but she still moaned with pleasure. The slow tempo allowed me to feel her pussy a little better. It wasn’t as tight as Kim’s, but it still felt amazing. She was wetter than Kim and a little smoother. The angle of my cock made my tip push against her back wall as I slid into her, so I leaned forward to get a deeper angle. When I slowly thrust in her as deep as I could go, she wiggled her ass a little bit and consciously squeezed her tunnel around my cock. All while she licked her friend’s pussy. What a woman.

After a few minutes of this, Kim was ready to come. Her hips were thrusting off of the mattress, and her moans came out in loud, ragged gasps. Her eyes locked with mine as she squeezed her nipple with one hand and rubbed Katherine’s shoulder with the other. She let out a small squeak and a long shudder as the climax ripped through her. Katherine continued to lick her lightly till Kim squirmed out of the way and lay her head on another pillow, obviously exhausted. I looked at her pussy, and it wasn’t leaking my sperm anymore. Looks like Katherine had gotten all of it.

Now it was about me and Katherine. She’d been teasing me all day, torturing me with thoughts of her and Kim, playing me like a game. I started to thrust into her faster and harder when I thought about how bad I wanted to pound and control her for a change. She moaned loudly in approval as she pushed her face into a pillow and shoved her ass back into me. I found the best place to hook my hands on her hips, and I leaned back a bit so I was making my cock touch her vaginal walls in multiple places as I slammed into her.

And slamming into her was what I was doing. I was aroused, but not really close to coming, so I pushed the tempo to a break-neck speed. She started to scream my name into the pillow, and I could see her hands grab frantically at the sheets. Kim’s eyes were wide open, and she started to rub her nipple again as she watched me fuck Katherine with hopeless abandon.

Sweat poured off my brow after a few minutes, and I could see a sheen on Katherine’s back as she struggled to keep up with my thrusting. Her cries of pleasure into the pillow continued to increase in volume as her orgasm approached. I could feel it coming, so I stopped suddenly and left my cock deep in her. She startled for a second as she felt me stop. Trying to keep her off balance, I leaned over her and reached my left hand around to rub her clit while my cock was still deep in her. I was rewarded with another long moan and the feeling of her body shaking with pleasure. After thirty seconds of rubbing her clit, I went back to pounding her pussy at the frantic pace. This time, her orgasm came up fast, and I could feel it hit her like a hammer. Her body pushed back against mine, and she reached back with one hand to grab onto my arm. I let my cock stay inside of her so I could feel her orgasm. Her walls clenched my cock a few times and then relaxed. She slumped over, and I pulled out of her so she could lie back on the bed.

“Wow. That was so good.” Katherine looked up at me as she breathed deeply.

“I’m not done fucking you,” I said as I pulled her legs apart, knelt between them, and lifted her hips up. She moaned again while I leaned over her and slammed my cock deep into her, much as I had with doggie style before. This was all about fucking her hard and fast. I needed to come again.

I rested my face on the pillow next to her head and smelled her hair. My arms grabbed onto her shoulders and helped support my body. I pushed my hips into her and felt my cock slide through her wetness and bury itself as far as it could go. Then I yanked it out and slammed it into her again.

This was not love making. This was fucking. I pushed my cock hard, deep, and fast into her as my hands pulled her body downward on the bed toward my violent thrusting. She gasped, and I felt her nails across my back. It was almost painful, so I leaned my face into hers and kissed her with an animal intensity.

I don’t know how long I buried my cock into her. Because of the pot, everything felt slow and amazing, but it was probably ten or fifteen minutes. Finally, I felt my second climax approaching. It seemed like her pussy only got wetter and her moans only got louder, until my whole world consisted of the need to fill her.

“I’m coming Katherine. I’m going to fill you.” I started to growl and moan in her ear. The room was echoing with the sound of our wet bodies colliding and our grunts of pleasure.

“Oh god yes. Fill me up. Oh god. You feel so good. I want your cum inside of me.” Her hips thrust up eagerly against mine, and I felt the flood coming from within my balls. I pushed my cock as deep as it could go into her and let out a guttural growl into her ear. I felt my sperm shoot from me and fill her womb. It wasn’t as much as it had been earlier with Kim, but it was still a good amount. When Katherine felt me begin to climax in her, she cried out and bit my shoulder as her orgasm ripped through her. Again, I felt her pussy squeeze onto my cock, milking as much seed as it could out of my penis. We both moaned and gasped. Then we relaxed as it ended, and our bodies melted into each other.

“Wow. You both look so hot when you fuck each other,” Kim said. “You’re like a bunch of animals. It was really sexy. We need to do this again. Soon.” I pulled out of Katherine with a wet, sucking sound and flopped down on the bed between them. Kim laid her left arm over my chest and nuzzled my neck. “Yummm. You smell like Katherine’s pussy. So good,” she muttered as she kissed my neck.

“We are definitely going to do this again,” Katherine said as she scooted close to me, on the other side of Kim. She grabbed the covers and pulled them up around us. Her lips met mine as we shared a deep kiss.

Sleep came fast.
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Chapter 16

I felt a brief spell of vertigo as I opened my eyes and my consciousness plummeted back to my body. The morning sun was coming through the balcony-window curtains and filling the room with a yellowish glow. I recalled what happened last night and looked over to the side of me. Katherine was fast asleep, her head nuzzled against my shoulder and her light-chestnut hair fanned out over my chest like spilled coffee. I looked to my other side, but there as an empty space where Kim’s body used to be. I raised my head off the pillow and looked toward the bathroom door; it was open, but no light was on.

Looking into the bathroom reminded me I had to pee. I carefully got up so I wouldn’t wake Katherine and tip-toed into the bathroom. My head hurt a little, and I felt exhausted, but other than that I was fine. I finished my business and then brushed my teeth to get the decayed booze taste out of my mouth. When I walked back into the bedroom, Katherine had thrown off the covers and was lying on the bed. Her naked body looked divine in the soft yellow light.

“Hello, handsome,” she whispered as her eyes appraised my naked body.

“Good morning,” I said. She could see me appraising hers. I felt blood start to flow into my cock.

“Kim left a couple of hours ago. Poor girl, she had to go overdose on the morning-after pill since you pumped a gallon of sperm into her,” Katherine said with empathy. I froze in shock. It was what I was afraid of; she wasn’t on the pill. Did the morning-after pill really work? Oh jeez. This was bad.

Katherine burst out laughing. “Holy tomato, you are so adorable. I can just tease you relentlessly. Kim’s on the pill. You are fine. She just had to go home so her parents didn’t know she was out.” I must have looked relieved. “However,” Katherine continued, seriously, “I’m not on the pill. Soooo… yeah. I also don’t have any morning after pills; it’s too late anyway. Why didn’t you ask me before you fucked me last night?” Her mouth twisted in annoyance.

“Shit Katherine, I am so sorry. I just got caught up in the moment. Fuck.” This was bad news. Maybe, she wouldn’t get pregnant. I felt my stomach drop.

“Yeah, I know. It felt really good last night. I mean, I thought you wouldn’t have been able to come inside of me like you did after Kim. Guess it was a mistake we’ll have to deal with. I don’t regret it though.” She rubbed her hands up her thighs and rested them on her belly. “We are both gorgeous, so if we do have a baby, it will be delicious too. Also, my parents have tons of money, so they can help us buy a house. We’ll have to get married of course, but I kind of like you, and you’re sooooo good in bed.” She broke off and looked at me to gauge my reaction. I think I was whiter than a sheet. She stared at me.

“I can’t believe you think I am serious still,” she said, deadpan. And then broke into laughter. “Oh my god, Eric, seriously, you have to stop being so gullible or I am going to keep scamming you!” She was clutching her sides as she buried her face into the pillow. She got me again.

“That was pretty tasteless,” I said, even though I felt relief she wasn’t going to get pregnant.

“Ahh, you’re right. I’m sorry. I can’t resist though. Come over here and I’ll make it up to you.” She beckoned with her finger as she squirmed over to the edge of the bed toward me. I walked over to her, and she looked at my now-erect cock with hunger. “Mmmmm,” she moaned. “You have some stamina.”

“It’s pretty easy to do when I have a hot, naked girl in front of me,” I said. She grinned.

She reached out with her hand and touched my cock as I got to the edge of the bed. She began to rub it slowly as I grew harder. Then she lifted the tip back and started to lick my balls. I leaned back and let out a loud moan as I felt her tongue lather me.

“That feels really good,” was all I could gasp out as she slowly licked up the side of my shaft. She was letting out satisfied moans of pleasure as she licked. I couldn’t see her face well, because of the angle, but I had a great view of her body laid out on the bed beneath me. Her cute little butt wiggled as she squirmed in pleasure.

Finally, she worked her way to the tip and slowly kissed and licked the top where my hole was. My hands moved up to the top of her head, and I was holding back her mane of hair from her face so she could suck with less interruption. Under most circumstances, I would never force a girl’s head down on my cock; it just seemed like a rude thing to do to someone who was giving me pleasure, but I was starting to get frustrated with Katherine’s teasing.

“God, I love teasing you,” she said with a chuckle. I got worried she may decide that “making it up to me” by sucking my cock was just part of the trick. Then her mouth closed around the tip and slid down my shaft a quarter of the way. Her tongue licked long coils around inside her mouth as she drew up to the tip again, and then slowly sank down. My hips pushed forward a bit as my legs and butt tightened in pleasure.

After about thirty seconds, she had worked down to swallowing most of my cock. The feeling of her mouth and tongue around the tip and shaft felt amazing. She had a similar technique to Kim; her mouth would wrap around the shaft and then her tongue would lick the sides while she drew her mouth up. The feeling of my cock in her tight, warm, and wet mouth was almost as good as her pussy. As soon as she would get it dripping wet, she slid her mouth off, rubbed it with her hand, and said something naughty: “Your cock is so nice to suck on. You’re so hard right now. I want to taste your cum soooo bad,” she said quickly, before her mouth eagerly descended back on my cock with a loud slurp. The last sentence, about her wanting to taste my cum, sent me spiraling toward my orgasm.

She felt my hips began to thrust and matched the tempo of her licks with me. I couldn’t help but moan and gasp as I felt it approaching me.

“Oh god, I’m coming Katherine.” She moaned in pleasure as she felt the first spray go down her throat. I wrapped my hands tighter around her hair, partially for balance and partially to ensure she didn’t let go of me with her mouth. A few short shudders followed as I emptied into her. She greedily swallowed my seed, and when I was done, she carefully slid her mouth off, gave a final, long lick on the tip to gather the last bit of my seed, and then lay back on the bed with a long sigh.

“Ummm you taste so good. Guess I don’t need breakfast now,” she purred to me through half-closed eyes. In the shifting light coming through the curtains, her face looked sharp and beautiful. As usual, my cock was still hard, although I didn’t feel the need to have sex anymore. I took a look at the clock. Eight thirty. What time did we go to bed? I felt good, buzzed from the amazing events of the night and the orgasm I just had. I lay down on the bed next to her, and she nuzzled the side of my neck with her nose. I don’t know how long we lay there, naked on top of the bed, as the sun continued to rise. Eventually, my stomach growled.

“Speaking of breakfast, I was thinking about taking a shower and then going downstairs to see about breakfast.” I looked cautiously at her. Would she want to go back to her room? Stay here?

“Sounds good. I’ve got all my soap and shampoos in my room. Actually, I’ll just grab all my clothes and stuff and bring them in here. I think your bathroom has more room than mine anyway, and you have two sinks. I’ll be right back.” She scooted to the corner of the bed and slid off. Her hips swayed suggestively as she walked toward the bathroom. “Ick! My suit is still wet. I forgot to hang it up.” She came out of the bathroom, trying to figure out how to tighten my dry board shorts around her slender waist. “Can you grab me your shirt?” I held it out to her and watched her bare torso shimmy into it. “Get the water running; I’ll be right back.” She gave me a peck on the lips and then tip-toed out the door into the hallway.

I went into the bathroom and turned the water on hot, then jumped in. For a few minutes, I just stood there lost in the memories of last night. While I still had thoughts about Kelly, I couldn’t deny that last night was a memory I would probably never forget. A part of me felt it was worth it. Another part of me was kind of confused about where this left me. Did I still want to be with Kelly? What about Katherine? Hell, what about Kim? Were Katherine and Kim a package? Was I going to have to juggle three girls at once? I’d never been the guy to have sex with multiple girls I was dating. Something inside of me told me it was wrong, but at the same time I’d never be in a situation like this before. It was easy to judge other guys I knew who had done this as douchebags, but now that I was in the situation, I could see how appealing it was.

“I don’t think anyone is awake, yet,” Katherine said as she opened the door. She ditched my clothes and let out a little gasp as the hot water hit her naked body. She had a couple of white- and pastel-colored bottles and a lemon-colored fluffy-cotton-ribbon-ball-on-a-string dangling from her left hand.

I stepped back while she stood under the shower to get her lean body wet. After she was thoroughly soaked, she handed me a large white bottle with a green leaf on the label. It smelled pretty good.

“Ever washed a girl’s hair?”

“Nope.”

“Oh goodie. Get a handful of that.” She turned her back to me and stepped slightly away from the shower head, so it wasn’t hitting her in the face. “Rub it into my scalp very gently; rub with the flow of my hair, or it’ll knot.” I did as instructed until her scalp was lathered. “Okay, now take more of it in your hand and rub down my hair. Don’t knot it or I’ll punch you.” She laughed the last part out, but I knew that girls hated having knotted hair. I finally finished, and she turned around to wash the soap out of her hair. Then she replaced the bottle in my hand with a similar looking tub with a green leaf on it. Conditioner. The same instructions followed, and I turned Katherine’s mane of chestnut-brown hair into a white, oily whip. She carefully slid the soapy hair to the front of her chest.

“Good job. Now, it is my turn to wash you!” Katherine said excitedly as she grabbed the cotton-ribbon-ball-on-a-string and a bottle of pink stuff.

“Ummm, can’t we use bar soap?” I asked as I glanced to the white bar sitting on the ledge.

“No way! This stuff is much better for your skin; you’ll like it, I promise!” she said, mischief plain in her eyes. I thought she was trying to pull another one over on me and sighed as I let her apply a giant gob of pink goo to the ribbon thingy and rub my chest. I’d probably never be able to figure out if she was conning me.

The treatment did feel good. The cotton-ribbon-ball was slightly rough, and it was a new sensation. She rubbed it all over my body, and we giggled together as she did the bottom of my feet. She used some of her shampoo on my hair, and it felt amazing to have her fingertips rub it into my scalp. The best part was the face wash she rubbed on. Her fingertips spent extra time rubbing my temples and jawline, finding tense muscles I didn’t realize I had.

“You really are gorgeous, you know?” I didn’t reply because my mouth and face were covered with soap. “I’m tempted to take you home with me today and show you off. I don’t think my family would like you, but you would make my sisters jealous.” She had a weird inflection in her voice.

“Your parents wouldn’t like me?” I asked, puzzled, through the soap.

“No, I said that wrong. They would like you well enough to be polite, but they wouldn’t approve. Your turn to wash me.” She tried to change the subject as she passed me the ball.

“Why wouldn’t they approve of me?” I squirted some pink goop on the ball and rubbed it against her back carefully.

“Two reasons…” she paused and took a deep breath. “Shit, this is hard to say.” I finished lathering her upper back and went to her lower. “First reason is that you aren’t Jewish. I mean, it’s not like I have to date or marry someone Jewish, but my parents would be heartbroken if I didn’t. Ugh. Sorry, you probably think we are totally racist now. It’s really not like that.” My mind was spinning. I hadn’t known Katherine was Jewish, but when I put the pieces together, I could see the physical characteristics in her face. I realized that I didn’t take it very hard. I liked Katherine a lot, or so I thought, but I could understand not wanting to make her parents mad. I was rubbing down her tight butt and the backs of her perfectly toned legs now with the soap.

“Well, that does kind of suck. But, I guess I can understand. You said there was a second reason?”

“Ehh, yeah. Oh, that feels really good.” I finished the back of her calves and she turned around to face me. I started on her arms, and she tried to avoid eye contact with me. “The second reason is harder to say. You have to promise not to hate me. Okay?” She finally made eye contact with me, and I could make out concern there. Cautiously, I nodded. “Well, I know this sounds superficial and materialistic. But you… aren’t rich.” Her words hit me like a hammer. “I mean you are beautiful, and nice, and sweet, great in bed, and I like you. But, my family is pretty well off, and I am used to being taken care of. I just don’t see much of a point in dating a man whom I’m not going to marry. And I am not going to marry you.”

I didn’t know what to say. Her eyes locked with mine, but I was too busy thinking to myself to try and ponder what she was thinking. My first gut reaction was fear. Would I ever find someone if Katherine didn’t want to be with me? Then I quickly came to my senses. No, the problem isn’t me. The problem is that Katherine is a materialistic gold digger. Why had I even bothered with her? I should have known better.

“Look, I know you’re angry, but I am being honest with you. Think what you will of me, but I’m not going to waste your time here. I do like you, but we, as a couple, aren’t going to go anywhere. I just want to be clear before you fall in love with me or something. I’ve had that happen before, and it sucks.” She must have read the anger in my face. This only made her sound like more of a superficial bitch though.

“Come on Eric! Don’t take this the wrong way. We can still fool around and stuff. Let’s just not fall in love, okay? I mean, I’m not sleeping around with other guys, and I’m not in a hurry to get married. Can’t we just hang out without any strings attached?” She hesitated briefly, and when I didn’t answer, she continued “Maybe you think I am this fucking, spoiled, brat, Jewish princess, and you know what? You are totally right. I like money; I like nice things. It is what I grew up with and what I want my kids to grow up with. But I’m admitting to you what I want and what I want our relationship to be. Don’t be an asshole about it. If you think about it, this is much better than me stringing you along indefinitely. I’m not bullshitting you; can’t you see that?” Her green eyes locked onto mine, and I could see her trying to plead with me. She really was being truthful.

My emotions were chaotic, and I tried carefully to organize them as the hot water splashed over her shoulder onto my chest. Was I more upset I didn’t have a shot with Katherine or was I more upset she didn’t think I was rich enough? After I pondered it, I realized that it was the latter. I didn’t know Katherine well enough to even judge what I wanted from her in the future, but the thought of her already determining what our future would be, based on my income, made me see red.

But why?

Maybe it went down to some deep, core belief I thought I had about judging people for their merits and not their income. Maybe it was some sort of blue collar, class esteem issue I carried; maybe it was because I was starting to feel like I fit in with these people; maybe it was all of it. I suddenly realized that it really didn’t matter. Katherine probably made this decision long before me. And wasn’t this the best option for me? She was basically saying we could fool around with no strings attached. Fuck. I didn’t really want that. The sex was nice, but I also wanted someone to spend my life with.

“Eric! We are young and in college! This is the time to live it up. We like each other, look good together, and have great sex. Let’s not ruin this.” She was pleading again. Seemed pretty desperate for someone who didn’t think we had a future. I pondered more as I looked into her eyes. I realized Katherine was who she was: materialistic, shallow, manipulative, slightly apathetic… but she was also beautiful, fun to be around, witty, and great in bed. I was the only person who controlled how I acted and what I did. If I chose to carry some sort of haughty cross, it was my decision. I would probably jeopardize my new friends and create a negative situation with someone who would probably have plenty of other negative energy coming her way in the future. When I put it like that, it was easy to release all the anger and smile.

“You’re right, Katherine. I like hanging out with you, too. Thanks for telling me. I know it must have been hard to do, and it took guts.” I smiled sincerely, and then she beamed; of course, she liked to be complimented on her bravery.

“Awesome! Thanks for being so understanding. Then you better finish washing my front; these boobs need a good cleaning.” I nodded and decided to ditch the foo-foo ball and rub her breasts with my hands. She gave me a sour look when I dropped the ball, but as my hands cupped her small breasts and rubbed lightly across her wet nipples, she leaned her head back and let out a soft moan of pleasure. Maybe Katherine and I didn’t have a future beyond great casual sex and a friendship. But that didn’t mean I had to turn down both of those things.

She bit her lip as she looked back down at my hands. The rest of the front of her body didn’t have soap on it, so I carefully rubbed down her tight stomach to her hips. Her skin was unbelievably smooth as I caressed her lean muscles. She let out a long moan as my hands rubbed across the top of her pussy. I realized I was hard again.

“Hummm, I like where this is going,” she murmured. Her legs spread a bit so my hands could rub the insides of her thighs and get better access to her slit. I wrapped both of my hands on either side of her left leg and rubbed in soap. Then I worked the soap down to her ankle. Every part of her leg was lean and toned. Then I repeated on the other side.

“Looks like I may have forgotten a spot.” My finger traced across the opening to her pussy.

“Oh yeah, you did. Shame on you. It’s important I get cleaned really good and deep there,” she gasped as I kneeled down in front of her and slowly slid my pointer finger inside. Her pussy was tight and soaking wet. As I withdrew my finger, it made a slick, wet, sucking sound that I could hear over the sound of the shower. I pushed my finger in again and curved it slightly to rub more against the inside of her wall. I was rewarded by another gasp and moan. Her knees bent a little, forcing my finger deeper into her. My right hand reached up around her hip, and I grabbed her tight butt cheek. I felt her body tilt back against my hand a small amount so she could take some pressure off her legs and give my finger a better angle of penetration.

“Oh Eric, that feels so good. Umm, looks like your cock wants to play again,” she moaned as I slid my finger out of her and stood up to pull her to me. Her tongue met mine before our lips touched in a passionate kiss. She rubbed her soapy body against mine, and I gasped as my cock slid easily between our bodies. “Let’s rinse off a little bit,” she said as she moved into the water to take off all the soap I had rubbed onto her. She pulled me into the stream so that the water hit me better. I let her worry about rinsing me off as my hands roamed her body, teasing her nipples and rubbing her neck.

“You are so fucking hot. I want you so bad.” She was panting as she adjusted her hair in front of her body to rest between her breasts. She looked down at my cock and then at the wall on the other side of the shower, before she took a few steps out of the spray of water toward the wall. One of her hands pushed against the wall and the other grabbed the handrail. As I moved behind her, she bent over slightly at the waist and pushed her hips toward me. Her eyes were wild with hunger, and she was biting her lower lip in anticipation.

There was a small trail of conditioner that led from her ass crack, up her spine, to the nape of her neck, but other than that her body was devoid of soap, shiny, lean, and beautiful. She didn’t have as much muscle as Kim, but her body was curvier. I grabbed the base of my cock and directed it to her wet pussy. She murmured in delight as she felt the head settle in the slight cup of her opening. Even though the water from the shower coated both of our bodies, I could feel the difference in the wetness around her pussy. She was definitely ready for me. I pushed my rock-hard penis deep into her so deep that my hips made wet contact with her butt cheeks. Then I left it buried there for a few minutes to get used to the feeling of her tunnel wrapped around my shaft.

Her tight, velvety sleeve was a perfect fit for my cock. I could easily feel the walls press against it from all directions. She moaned loudly, and I could feel her force herself to tighten around me. The sudden pressure of her contraction made me gasp. She looked back over her shoulder at me, her sharp features strained in pleasure. She continued to massage my dick with her pussy while she made slow circles with her hips. Each rotation made my shaft and head drag deliciously across her wet walls.

We hadn’t progressed past my first entry into her, and I knew that while this slow exploration of her pussy was good, Katherine liked it rough. In the condition I was in, I was going to need to be rough to get off again. I moved my hands up to the now familiar spot along the ridges of her hips and grabbed her body tightly. I pulled out quickly and then started to thrust into her at a medium pace, aiming my cock against the back wall of her pussy. After thirty seconds, her moans became frantic.

“Uhhhhnnnghh, ahhhhhh, soooo goooood Ericcc. Fuuucccckkk meeeeee!” She glanced back over her shoulder to see my face. Her mouth was hanging open, caught halfway between the pain of being punched in the stomach and the joy of eating an expensive spoonful of caramel. I had no idea what I looked like, but my jaw was clenched in concentration, and I was driven to fuck her as hard as last night. Unfortunately, I didn’t really know how much longer I was going to be able to keep it up, and I didn’t feel that close to coming. Katherine was tall, not as tall as me, but her legs were long enough so that I had to balance on my toes to fully penetrate into her. I was also exhausted from lack of sleep and the intense heat of the shower.

To recover some energy, I decided to take a little break. Pushing slow and deep into her again, I moved my arms up from her hips to her breasts and roughly massaged them and their hard nipples. She groaned; it could have been from annoyance that I had stopped my pounding of her or from pleasure of her nipples being assaulted, and leaned back into me. After a few minutes of abusing her breasts, I moved my left hand down to rub her clit. At this point, our bodies had both become lubricated from the conditioner that was still in her hair, so my hand easily slid over her hard little nub. Once I found it, I began to rub circles around it with my fingers and thumb.

The triple stimulation of my cock nestled deep inside of her, my hand rubbing her nipple, and my other hand mercilessly massaging her clit started to send her off. I could feel her legs start to tremble and shake and knew that I needed to move quickly if I wanted to come with her.

I put my hands back on her hips and pushed her into the wall. Every breath she took was a hot gasp of my name or some swear word. I began to fuck her at a tempo closer to what I had done last night. We were both so wet and oily from her hair that there was almost no friction between us, just a slippery joust of moans and grunts. With each thrust, I made an effort to try and push my rock-hard cock a little deeper into her. Even though I had forgiven her nature, part of me knew she liked this treatment, and she deserved the roughness for being such a shallow bitch. Suddenly, one of my thrusts hit her inner wall. The sensation sent a jolt through my body which she felt. We both gasped.

“You are so deep in me,” was what I think she said; it was hard to understand through all the moaning and swear words. I repeated the thrusts, and each one brushed against her cervical wall that protected her womb. I felt the tidal wave start to build in my legs.

“Oh god, Katherine, your pussy feels so good around my cock. I’m going to come inside of you again, fill you with my cum. Do you want me to fill you up?” I was practically growling again. Like an animal about to take a bite of its kill.

“Oh yesssss. Fuck. Fill my pussy. Fill me up. Fuck. Shit I’m comingggggg. Sooo good.” Her legs forced an earthquake through her body as her orgasm hit her and my cock started to launch my seed into her. There wasn’t much left in me after last night and earlier this morning, but there was enough for Katherine to gasp when it shot into her accepting body. We stood twitching in the shower as the water splashed down on us, and our climaxes forced our bodies to writhe against each other uncontrollably.

It felt like two minutes before it passed, but it was probably more like fifteen seconds. I was still sunk deep in her, and she was still bent against the wall, both of us panting and letting out soft moans of enjoyment as we came down from the euphoria. She let out a sharp gasp of displeasure as I pulled out of her. Shivers ran up my spine as the sensitive tip of my penis rubbed against her one last time and then was exposed to the less warm, less damp, and less embracive shower.

“You felt so good, Katherine.” I sincerely meant it, but I wondered if she cared. “Thank you again for being honest with me. I’m glad we can still be friends.” I meant that too.

“Friends with benefits!” she said as she carefully stood up. Another low moan escaped her mouth as she slowly stretched her spine and legs out. “I could get used to you fucking me… but… um, I need to finish rinsing my hair out. You can stay in here and watch or you can get dried off.” She moved over to the shower and started running her finger tips through her oily tangles.

“I’ll go get some clothes on. Meet you downstairs?”

“You got it stud.”
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Chapter 17

The clock on the oven of the kitchen said nine forty-six. But it appeared I was the only one out and about. I didn’t know what the protocol was for this type of situation. Were we supposed to go home? Had everyone already left? I considered how late everyone went to bed last night and decided they were probably all still sleeping. Also, when Jack and I ever crashed at his place, we normally had breakfast together the next morning. Since this was his parents’ house, and Jack strived to be the perfect host, I figured he probably had some sort of breakfast foods in the fridge.

I wasn’t wrong. There were a couple dozen eggs, tomatoes, bagels, cream cheese, smoked salmon, bread for toast, oranges, and various types of juice. I stood there for a few moments, pondering what I was hungry for, what Katherine would want, and the likelihood that anyone else would wake up before noon. I felt Katherine’s arms circle my waist as her body pushed tightly against mine. I hadn’t heard her walk up behind me, but the air blower on the industrial-size fridge was pretty loud. Her body felt good, and I sighed in contentment as I felt her face nuzzle into my back between my shoulder blades.

“How did you sleep?” I nearly jumped high enough to Spiderman to the ceiling. It wasn’t Katherine who had her arms around me and body pushed against my back. It was Aimee. Her arms loosened as I spun around to face her, but she didn’t let go.

“You scared the shit out of me. What are you doing?” I asked as I tried to pry her arms from me without getting hysterical. A quick glance showed me that there was no one else in the kitchen but us.

“I woke up a bit ago and got hungry. Sorry to scare you! Looks like you already took a shower. Are you going to make breakfast? Want me to help you?” She was acting like she hadn’t done anything wrong. I pried her arms from behind me, but she was still standing dangerously close to me, invading my personal space. Her icy, blue eyes stared intently into mine, and her hair had that beautiful, messy, slept in look. I could almost taste her warm breath escaping from her plush red lips. I felt thankful I had just had my fill of sex or… hell, I don’t know what would have happened.

Maybe, it was because of the sex and the sudden, adrenaline rush, but the morning fog of exhaustion had cleared up, and my brain worked like a lightning bolt to puzzle a way out of this situation.

“No, I’m cool to handle breakfast. I cook for myself all the time. Why don’t you sit down over here?” I put my hands on her arm and started to lead her to the barstool at the long counter in the kitchen. “And I’ll make you something. We’ve got eggs, toast, and bagel stuff. What do you want?” She sat down at the stool without complaint, and I gave thanks to which ever deity was watching over me.

“Eggs sound good. Scrambled with a little bit of cheese if there is any in the fridge. One whole and two whites.” She swung her amazing legs around the chair. I noticed she was wearing a pair of pink pajama-like boy shorts that were styled like super-tight, low-cut boxers. There was “Shut up and Kiss Me” written all over them as the pattern. She had a dark-purple tee-shirt on that didn’t really match the shorts, but was tight. As I glanced at it, I noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra, and her nipples were erect and pushing against the fabric.

I looked away in a hurry, ripped open the fridge, and shoved my head in to catch my breath and grab the food. Her breasts looked so good they had to be fake. They were probably “C” cups, amazingly pert and firm. She didn’t have a bra on, but they weren’t sagging in the slightest. Fake, right? While Aimee wasn’t as athletic as Kelly, Kim, or Katherine, she was still rocking a tight body, with a face that could grace the cover of any fashion magazine. Her bigger boobs and perfectly proportioned hips made the otherwise gorgeous trio of girls I had been involved with seem like athletic, teenage boys.

But she was Jack’s girl. And she obviously had issues if she was trying to come on to me in the manner that I thought. Her behavior made me mad. Did she think I would just cast aside our friendship for her? I steeled my nerves and grabbed the stuff I needed to cook.

“Orange, grapefruit, pomegranate, or guava juice?” I rattled off the choices to her from behind the door. I didn’t want to look at her. Her clothes were so tight she may as well have been naked. And while I was still pissed off at her for what she was trying to do, looking at any woman as pretty as her would probably erode the willpower of a man of the cloth.

“Ummm, grapefruit,” she said smugly, satisfied with her decision. I found a couple of glasses, filling one up with juice and the other with water for her. I walked them over to her on the counter and forced my eyes to look anywhere else but at her. The window outside looked interesting, yeah, that’s where I’ll look. Her hands briefly made contact with mine as she took the glasses. I turned back around quickly and started to open cupboards so I could find what I needed to cook with.

“Jack still asleep?” I asked as I cracked some eggs into a bowl. I manipulated the shells on a few of them to get rid of the yoke.

“Yeah, he’s totally out. Will probably sleep till dinner.” She paused for a second. “Is… Katherine awake?” I couldn’t decipher the tone of her voice. Cautious? Maybe she didn’t know if we had slept together.

“I think she is in the shower. Will probably be down soon.” Or so I hoped.

“Her friend… Kim?” I shrugged as I grabbed two pans and put some olive oil on them. “She seemed really nice. Did you think she was pretty?” Ugh. Aimee was digging again. I would have no problems with her question if she didn’t act like she was trying to seduce me.

“Yeah, I thought she was pretty hot. Do you want salt? I normally put a little in while I am cooking and then add pepper toward the end.” I tried to change the subject.

“Yeah, that sounds yummy. I’ve never had a guy cook breakfast for me before.”

“Haven’t you spent the night at Jack’s before?”

“No. Not yet. This is the first time. My parents are pretty strict about morning breakfasts with the family. They are out of town this week and next, visiting one of their labs in Costa Rica.”

“Wow. Costa Rica, I’m surprised you didn’t want to go with them.” I had forgotten what her parents did, but then I remembered they owned a huge pharmaceutical company and were probably as rich as the Pope.

“I wish I could have gone, but I had tests. I’m surprised Beth didn’t go though. She doesn’t have many local friends and is normally excited about traveling. I think she just wanted to chill around the house.” I could tell Aimee loved her sister from the way she spoke, but I could also tell there was a lot of jealousy there. The eggs were cooking in the pans (I had made a separate one for mine, since I wanted sunny side up). I started to slice some of the tomatoes to eat with the eggs.

“So, you live with your parents, huh? Where is the house?” I tried to keep the conversation flowing in any direction that didn’t involve her flirting with me.

“Haha, yeah, we live in Bel Air. I know, I know,” she apologized as I glanced over at her in shock. Okay, I guess they were as rich as the Pope. Bel Air was also a hop, skip, and a jump away from her university.

“I’m surprised you decided to stay at home and go to your school. Isn’t USC supposed to be where all the rich kids go?” I couldn’t help but stick my tongue out at her from over the cooking eggs. Since I went to the local state school, I wasn’t as entrenched in the rivalry. But, as I recalled, USC’s tuition was way more than hers.

“No, that is where all the asshole kids go!” It looked like she had just bitten into a sour lemon. “Besides, I get along with my parents really well, and when Beth is away for school, they like to see me. When she is around, it is hard to get any attention from them. She mesmerizes everyone.” Again, with the comments about her sister. Beth must be pretty impressive.

“Did you say she was autistic or something? Does she require, like, special care?”

“Oh, no no! She is totally self-sufficient. She’s just weird. I can’t really explain it, but I chalk it up to being a genius. I just wish she wasn’t prettier than me. It is already really annoying that she is so much smarter than me. I wish I could have something she didn’t.” I think I probably pushed it too far. I could tell she regretted telling me the last part as soon as it left her mouth. I focused my attention on flipping my eggs while I pushed hers around the pan.

“Well. You have Jack! She doesn’t have him. And from what I know, he is pretty gosh-darn cool.” Jack is a good topic to talk about, I reasoned. I arranged the tomatoes on the plate in an artistic cascade from smallest cut to largest.

“Yeah, he is great,” she said, flatly. Ugh. Okay, maybe, that was a bad topic. Was she into him as much as he was into her? Jack was a smart guy, a hard worker, a sweetheart, but while he was good-looking, he wasn’t really close to her match in looks. I felt my heart sag when I realized if she broke up with him, it would probably hurt him for a long time.

“Here are your eggs.” I presented the plate in front of her and then stepped back to the fridge to get myself some orange juice. I tried to avoid looking at her again. I knew I would probably just stare at her breasts.

“Wow, this looks delicious! Where did you learn to cook?”

“Thanks. Mostly Food Network. Lots of trial and error. My mom told me once I could make any girl fall in love with me if I just listened to her and cooked for her.” I didn’t think about what I was saying. I shouldn’t have left that door open, but I didn’t think Aimee would go through it.

“What if I’m already in love with you?” Aimee said, seriously. I inhaled suddenly in surprise from across the kitchen. My eyes were down as I grabbed my plate, and I looked up at her in shock. Our eyes locked, and I could feel the room start to spin around her beautiful face. If this was Katherine, she would break a smile any second and laugh at me for being so gullible. But I didn’t know Aimee well enough to guess if this was humor. From the interactions we had the last couple of weeks… I felt panic, but I had to roll with this.

“Well then, I guess I don’t need to cook for you anymore! It only took one meal too! Do you think I can sell that recipe to single guys and make a fortune?” I forced humor into my voice and a smile onto my face as I walked over to join her at the counter with my plate. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Katherine bounce into the room. Thank god. Too bad she hadn’t been ten seconds sooner.

“Oh wow, it smells delicious!” Katherine said as she danced into the room and bounded onto the stool next to Aimee. “Good morning, Sunshine!” she said to Aimee as she leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. Aimee giggled, which caused Katherine to giggle. I felt my body relax.

“I just made some eggs. I have some sunny side up here if you want them, or I can make you some more. We also have bagels, salmon, and cream cheese.” Katherine eyed my plate intensely. She was wearing an aqua-colored tank top and blue jeans. She looked pretty casual.

“I’m all about instant gratification, so I will take that. You don’t mind do you? Was it yours?” Katherine tore her hungry gaze from the plate to look at me apologetically.

“Oh no, it’s totally fine. Eggs are quick to cook.” I set the plate down in front of her. “Orange juice okay?” She nodded as she dug into the eggs and grabbed a piece of bread. I set down the juice in front of her and then glanced over at Aimee. She was busy eating too.

“How did you sleep?” Aimee asked Katherine as I went back to the fridge to grab more eggs.

“I really didn’t. I was too busy getting my brains fucked out!” Katherine replied around a mouthful of food. Then she giggled hysterically. I didn’t see Aimee’s expression. There was silence for about five seconds, while I pretended to rummage around in the fridge.

“Ohh, that’s…. ummmm. Nice…,” Aimee choked out. But, I don’t think Katherine heard because she had already moved on to the next topic.

“Ugh, I’ve got volleyball every night this week, and then we are traveling this weekend. I’m going to be totally swamped trying to keep up with homework!”

I finally grabbed the eggs and cracked them over the pan. I just did two in the pan and then stared at them intently. I realized I was avoiding looking over at Aimee, then I got mad at myself. What the hell should I care about her knowing Katherine and I fucked? She was screwing Jack. She was Jack’s girlfriend. It wasn’t my fault she had some weird crush thing for me. I forced myself to look at them, while Katherine kept talking about a really hard class she had. Aimee was staring at me intently. I thought she would be angry or jealous, but she looked concerned. Weird.

Katherine asked Aimee about a class they shared, and the girls got to discussing the professor. I glanced over at them again. Aimee’s nipples weren’t pushing against her tight tee-shirt, but I could still see the outline of her perfectly round breasts beneath the material. Katherine didn’t seem to notice her friend’s choice in clothes.

The rest of the morning went smoothly. I finished breakfast with Katherine and Aimee. Aimee didn’t say anything weird in front of Katherine, for which I was thankful for. After we ate, Aimee tried to help me clean the kitchen, but Katherine insisted she go upstairs and get ready for the day while we cleaned up for her. As we were cleaning up, Patrick, Daya, Brent, and Sam came down. They were all in pajama-type attire. I was going to offer to cook them something, but they dug into the bagels.

Eventually, Katherine said she needed to go home and work on school stuff since she would be tied up all week with volleyball. I figured it was a good time for me to leave as well, so I thanked them all for their company and helped Katherine carry her bag out to her car. Aimee and Jack hadn’t come down from their room, but I figured I would catch up with them later.

“I’ll probably see you in a few weeks,” Katherine said as she gave me a lingering kiss and wrapped her arms around my neck.

“Looking forward to it,” I said with a smile. I loaded her suitcase in the trunk of her Mercedes and made my way home.
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Chapter 18

I finished the day by cleaning my apartment and catching up on schoolwork. I was actually still two or three weeks ahead in my studies, but I used it as a time killer. I also spent time daydreaming about the weekend with Katherine and Kim. Then I found myself thinking about Kelly.

I felt conflicted about the situation. While I justified it last night and I didn’t regret the experience, I knew I was going to have to identify what Kelly wanted from me. I couldn’t be screwing three different girls without one of them knowing about it. Well, some guys could, but I wasn’t that type of guy.

Who did I prefer? My mind struggled to grasp at three beautiful straws. Maybe I should break this down: personality, intelligence, and, maybe I was shallow, but looks were important too.

Who had the best personality? I hardly knew Kim, but Kelly was the clear winner when compared to Katherine. Kelly was fun, outgoing, supportive, and interested in my life. Katherine was selfish and only interested in what I could give her. Okay, maybe that wasn’t fair. She was really honest about her situation. But still, if I had to choose right now, to cast two aside and make some sort of commitment based on personality, it would be Kelly. The thought of her giggling over dinner and singing songs in her car made my heart warm.

All three of them seemed intelligent, although I really didn’t know enough about Kim in this category. Kelly and I seemed to have more to talk about when we were together, and that was definitely important. Again, I seemed to be choosing Kelly.

All three of them were beautiful. It was impossible for me to decide which one I liked more. Kelly was taller than Kim and Katherine, which I liked. But Katherine had almost the perfect amount of curves, which I also liked. Kim wasn’t short compared to most women, but, when compared to the six-foot Kelly and the almost six-foot Katherine, she looked like a shrimp. Kim also lacked any sort of curves, but made up for it with the tightest pussy I have ever felt. Katherine was an amazing lover, and even though I had only been inside of Kim once, it was an unforgettable experience. Kelly satisfied me in bed, but I couldn’t help but feel her lacking when I unfairly compared her to Kim and Katherine. It also helped Kim and Katherine’s tally when I thought about both of them as a package deal. It might be hard to be sexually satisfied by one woman when you could have two.

The more I pondered the three women, the less decisive I became. Who did I spend time thinking about when I wasn’t with them? I would be lying to myself if I said my mind hadn’t been filled with thoughts of Kim and Katherine for most of the day. Kelly had almost been pushed out of my head completely by the sexual escapades of Saturday night. But then again, I wasn’t even thinking about Katherine or Kim until this weekend when Katherine came on to me. I spent time thinking about Kelly often. We did have fun together, and I missed her when she wasn’t around. But still, it didn’t feel like love, or at least what it had felt like with a few girls in high school, when I had first kissed and then done more interesting things with them.

I remember thinking of nothing but the girl for months while my schoolwork suffered. Of course, things eventually turned cold and then sour with my childhood sweethearts, but wasn’t love supposed to be like tunnel vision focused around the one who was our heart’s desire? With Kelly, I felt like a normal, functioning member of society.

Suddenly, I realized there was a girl I thought about almost constantly. One who flittered in and out of my mind all the time. She was completely unhealthy for me; she mystified me, and she was trying to tempt me.

Aimee.

I groaned in despair and realized I couldn’t make a decision right now, but I needed to make one before Kelly and I slept together again. It wasn’t fair to her to progress any further in our relationship until we established what our intentions were to each other. I assumed she wanted us to be exclusive, since that is what I would want from someone I was dating seriously, and sleeping with, but she could want something different. If she did want to be exclusive would I stop with Katherine and Kim?

As I lay on the couch, randomly flipping through channels and thinking about the girls, my phone buzzed. It was Aimee.

I don’t think Katherine is right for you.

I felt my anger rise. It was easier to get frustrated and mad at her when I wasn’t looking at her.

Thanks. I’ll keep that in mind. Have a good night.

Maybe I was being too nice? Maybe I should have just told her to fuck off. The phone beeped again almost immediately.

She will just use you.

Use me for what? Sex? Maybe I am okay with that :-)

She is using you to make me jealous. She’s always been competitive with me.

I couldn’t believe what I was reading. Aimee seemed so normal ninety-five percent of the time. Smart, charming, beautiful, but this didn’t make any sense. But, I did know girls were competitive, even more so than boys. Did she honestly think she was the center of the universe? She had a bigger ego than Katherine. I took a few minutes to ponder what I would text back. I had to play nice with her; Jack was smitten with her, and I didn’t want to put him between us.

This isn’t about you. I can make my own decisions. Have a good night.

Fine. TTYL.

I breathed a sigh of relief and put the phone back on the coffee table. I focused on the TV for a few minutes and then yawned. I could feel myself drifting off to sleep, but the clock said it was only six thirty and I hadn’t had dinner yet. I groaned as the phone buzzed with a text. I thought it was Aimee again, but I didn’t recognize the number.

Had a great time last night. Hope you did too. Maybe you can call me sometime? XOXO ~ Kim

Her cuteness came through even in her text messages. I felt a smile creep across my face, but then I started thinking about the predicament I was in with Kelly.

I had a great time too! :-D

Then I made sure the phone saved her number. I realized I didn’t even know her last name and sighed. I was an asshole. My life had certainly taken an unexpected turn in the last few weeks, and I suddenly felt exhausted. Mom always told me I never ate enough, but I couldn’t stand the thought of consciousness anymore and didn’t want to cook dinner.

I wanted to forget about Kim, Kelly, Katherine, Jack, and, most of all, Aimee, for the night. I grabbed the remote and turned the TV off, then stumbled to bed. I think I was out before my head hit the pillow.
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Chapter 19

“Hey baby, I’m back, but I’ve got terrible news.” Kelly said on my phone. I was heading to work after my Monday morning classes.

“Uh oh. I don’t like terrible news.”

“Yeah, I know, sorry. I really miss you, but I’ve got matches and practices pretty much every night this week. So we can’t hang out.” I could hear the disappointment in her voice.

“Ah, that does suck. Can I come to a game or something?” I asked hopefully, and then I remembered they were called “matches” and each “match” consisted of “games.”

“Totally! That would be great. Oh, I really want to see you again. Wednesday should be good! We are playing San Diego State. I think it starts at seven o’clock.”

“Okay, great. I’ll come then. Maybe we can do lunch or something?” It was a shot in the dark. As I recalled, she had almost exactly the opposite schedule to me.

“The only day I have free is Wednesday, and I think you have work, right?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

“Oh!” She suddenly gasped in excitement, “but I don’t have any volleyball this weekend. It’s, like, the only weekend I’m going to have off for the next two months. I was talking with my brothers, and we may go up to Gorman this weekend to go off-roading and camping. Do you want to come? I mean, it might be kinda cold, but we can share a tent and keep each other warm.” She giggled at the last part; her voice was thick with excitement.

To be honest, I wasn’t much of an outdoors person. Growing up in the suburbs gave me a dislike of cities and a fear of anything too rural. But I had never done anything like it before, so it would be fun to try dirt bike riding or whatever activities Kelly liked to do. I could also tell it was important to her.

“Where is Gorman at?” I also didn’t want to spend more than five hours in the car getting to some remote location.

“It’s north off the 5, past Pyramid Lake, right before Frasier. Will take us, like, an hour and a half to get there. Forty-five minutes if you let me drive your car!” We laughed at her comment.

“Yeah, it sounds like fun. Your brothers will be cool with me tagging along?” I forgot exactly how many brothers she had, but I somewhat recalled the number to be around four.

“Oh yeah, they are all bringing girlfriends, wives, and kids. No worries. They’ll like you!” She sounded so happy. I suddenly realized I liked making her happy. A lot. “I gotta go. See you Wednesday, and I’ll confirm plans and stuff then. I’ve got camping stuff, so you don’t have to worry about bringing anything besides clothes and a warm coat. Oh wait, you’ll also need a pair of boots that cover your ankles. “

“Okay, sounds good. I think I have boots like that. Talk to you then.”

“Buhhhyyyyeee!” She drew it out before she hung up.

Work was great. I was still getting used to the job, but my percentage of leads that turned into appointments was increasing. I hardly ever saw Michael. In fact, there didn’t really seem to be any one in charge of the office. I didn’t know enough about the business or the industry to tell was it was supposed to be like, but it seemed like the back-end support didn’t work that hard.

On my way home, I got a call from another unknown number. I hit the speakerphone so I wouldn’t have to hold it up to my ear.

“Hello, this is Eric.”

“Hey buddy, it’s Brent.”

“Oh, hey dude. How’s it going?” I was surprised, but tried not to let it come out in my voice.

“It’s going well. Are you in the car right now?”

“Yeah, just heading home from work. What are you doing?”

“Just hanging out with Sam. I hope you don’t mind me calling you…” He hesitated.

“Oh no, dude! That’s totally cool. What’s going on?”

“Well… Remember that band I was talking to you about? They are playing tomorrow night in North Hollywood. Should be an awesome show, and some industry folks my dad knows are going to be there. I was going to go with Sam after dinner to check them out, and I wanted to know if you would be down to go.” I was pretty flattered. I guess Brent had gotten to like me now that I wasn’t competition for girls.

“Yeah, that sounds great! I’d love to go check them out. You said they sounded pretty good. What time and where?”

“They are playing at ten-ish. I’ll text you the address.” He sounded happy.

“Great. Thanks for inviting me.”

“Oh, one more thing. Can you bring Katherine or another girl? Then we could make it like a double date. I don’t want you to feel like a third wheel. Sam and I are pretty into each other right now… you know how it is, right?” He said with an apology.

“Oh yeah I get it… Ummmm….” I started to think. I recalled that Katherine said she was busy with volleyball all week. Shit, Kelly was busy too. I also figured Kim would be busy, since she was on the team with Katherine. “Katherine is actually busy all week with matches. Ugh. Sorry, I don’t really have anyone else I can invite. I won’t feel like a third wheel though.”

“Okay. We’ll figure something out. I’m fucking happy you are going to come though. No one else really seems into music as much as me, besides you. So, I’ll talk to you tomorrow night.” We exchanged goodbyes and then hung up.
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Chapter 20

On my way home from work the next day, Brent called me again.

“Hey dude. What’s up?” I asked as I hit the speakerphone.

“Nothing much, dude. You’re still coming tonight, right?”

“Yeah, totally. I wouldn’t miss it!” I was pretty stoked to be invited, and thinking about the show kept my mind off the women situation I was in.

“Okay, cool. Samantha got you a date for the show tonight, so you don’t have to feel like a third wheel.” He sounded far away on the phone, and I had to struggle to hear.

“Oh… okay. So, you guys are going to meet me there or… do I need to pick her up?” I started to get nervous. I had never been on a blind date, but I’d heard horrible stories about them.

“Sam and I are going to catch a movie and some dinner, so we’ll meet you guys there. You know where Aimee lives, right?”

“She lives in Bel Air, right? She’s going to come too?” I must have sounded annoyed. I didn’t want to hang out with her tonight.

“Yeah, dude. She’s your date! Jack has some LSAT class or something. Sam told her we were going and that you didn’t have a date. Do you have her phone number? You probably better get directions from her.” His voice trailed off, and I heard a wall of static. Fuck. This was not good. Actually, this was horrible. I yelled Brent’s name into the phone, but the screen said it was disconnected. I had full bars, so it must have been on his end.

I needed a way to get out of this. I could not spend the evening, hanging out with Aimee. Sam and Brent were going to be so into each other that I might as well just be alone with Aimee. I already committed to Brent that I would come tonight. Fuck, we started off the conversation confirming I would come, so I couldn’t pretend I was sick now.

My mind ran through a half dozen possible solutions to the problem. The only thing that came somewhat close to acceptable would be to have Aimee drive herself to and from the show. Picking her up and taking her home would be too risky. Also, it really didn’t make a lot of sense for me to pick her up. Bel Air, North Hollywood, and my apartment made a perfect triangle that involved me going up and down the 405 grade four times to get the job done.

As I pulled into my apartment complex, my phone rang. I figured it was Brent calling me back.

“Hello?” I asked

“Hey Eric. So, what time are you going to come get me tonight?” Her voice sounded sweet across the phone.

“Listen, Aimee, I was wondering if you would be okay to drive yourself. It doesn’t make much sense for me to come get you. You are actually closer to North Hollywood than I am.” I tried not to sound like I was pleading.

“Awwww, just come get me. I really don’t feel comfortable making the drive through the canyon late at night. Also, I want to have something to drink while I am at the bar.” Her voice was pleading, more than mine was.

“Just take the 405 up, instead of the canyon. It’s an easy drive. You don’t have to drink that much tonight. Does Jack know you are going out with us?” Maybe if I asked her about Jack, she would lay off of me.

“Yeah, Jack has his LSAT course. He knows we’re going to see a band play. I really don’t want to drive myself. Come get me. I’ll give you a tour of my house, it’s pretty nice. Um, also, maybe we could take one of my parents’ cars to the bar? Oh, and my sister is going to be home, so maybe you can meet her. We can also have dinner here. We have a cook. We’ve also got a great art and music collection. Just come okay? Pleasssseeee?” She was throwing everything she could think of to get me to come over. I felt my willpower cracking at the sound of her voice. I would like to see her house. I imagined it was pretty impressive. Also, it would be interesting to meet her sister. I’d never met a genius before.

“Okay I’ll come over-” I started to say.

“Yayyy!” She almost screamed in pleasure.

“But, you have to promise me something,” I continued.

“What?” she said, sounding suspicious.

“This isn’t a date. You are dating Jack. Who happens to be my best friend. You and I are just friends going to see a band together, with some other friends.”

“Haha, okay, fine. I’ll pinky swear when you get over here. So, how soon can you be here?” she blurted. I tried to figure out how long it would take me to get home, change, and then fight through the traffic on the 405 to get into Bel Air. Could I even drive through there without some sort of pass code? Was there a gate on the entryway?

“Maybe an hour and a half, depending on traffic.” It was only five in the afternoon now. Did I even need to get over there that early? “Why don’t I just come over at nine or so to pick you up, and then we can head over to the bar?”

“Icky, no! We can have dinner here, and I’ll show you around. It’ll be fun! Just come over as soon as you can. I’ll text you my address and directions. Bye!” Then she hung up before I could get an objection in.

I pulled into my parking spot and killed the engine. As soon as it was off, my phone beeped with a text, and I looked at it to see Aimee’s address, followed by a smiley face. Then I realized what had just happened.

“Fuck!” I yelled in my car. Did she just “Jedi Mind Trick” me across the phone? Why was I going over there? I groaned in frustration. Why was she doing this? I struggled for a while thinking about what I could do, but I didn’t see any way out of it without just “forgetting” to pick her up. Maybe Brent would believe me if I told him Aimee and I couldn’t get a hold of each other, or maybe I couldn’t find her house. It was unlikely in the age of cell phones, GPS units, and internet map sites. Also, Jack would be pissed with me. Ugh. Did she really tell Jack?

I pulled into my complex parking lot and stumbled into my apartment. I decided I needed to talk to Jack. It was the best decision, because then he would know what was going on. I figured if Aimee hadn’t told him, and he found out, he may get mad at me. Sure, I could tell him Aimee told me that she told him and yadda yadda yadda. But then it would be my word against hers. Jack was practically my brother, but Aimee had him wrapped around her finger. I didn’t want those odds.

I waited impatiently as the phone rang and then beeped to his voicemail message.

“Hey dude, it’s Eric. I know you are probably in your LSAT class right now, but I just wanted to talk to you about tonight. Brent, Sam, Aimee, and I are going to see some band in North Hollywood. I just wanted to make sure you knew and that things were cool. None of us have anything going on tonight so… yeah. Anyways. Hope class is going well, and give me a ring tomorrow.”

I felt better. Now I just had to worry about Aimee for the rest of the night. I took off my work clothes and contemplated what I would wear. Then I decided to take a quick shower.

When I was done, I threw on a pair of blue jeans, the leather shoes I had worn over the weekend when the group went dancing, and one of my favorite, nicer-looking shirts. I realized it was the same shirt I wore when I first met Aimee at Jack’s party, so I switched it out with another one. I paused when I realized the new one was purple. Her favorite color. I threw it back in the closet in disgust and then grabbed a blood-red, long-sleeved one. I normally didn’t like it because it attracted attention, but I was running out of options. It did look good on me. For a second, I could understand how long it took girls to get ready to go out, and then I realized the decision process still only took me less than a minute. No, I still didn’t understand why it took girls so long to get ready.

I paced between my doorway, kitchen, dining room, and living room for a few minutes, agonizing about leaving. To kill time, I walked into the bathroom and absently brushed my teeth and combed my hair. I realized I was nervous. I didn’t want her to pull anything weird on me, again. She promised she wouldn’t, but I didn’t trust her. Also, the thought of traveling to Bel Air was giving me anxiety. Finally, I ran out of reasons to stay in my apartment, and I walked down to my car. It was a dirge march.
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Chapter 21

The traffic wasn’t as bad as I thought it was going to be, so I ended up making it to the front gate of Aimee’s house within forty-five minutes. I drove slowly through Bel Air, looking at the houses. Most of them were obscured by trees and gates, but I could make out a few, and they looked impressive. There wasn’t a gate outside the community, but most of the houses had them. Soon, I was at Aimee’s place.

I could only see a long cobblestone driveway from the gate at the street. I hit the button at the call box, outside the massive portcullis, and heard a voice come across it. It was a woman’s, but I didn’t recognize it.

“Yes?”

“This is Eric, here for Aimee.”

“Ahh, good. Please, park near the fountain,” she said as the gate started to open.

The driveway went back about fifty yards before I could make out the mansion. I was surprised because I pictured something out of a European movie, but it looked pretty modern: smooth, gray concrete with lots of glass and green ferns. The further I got up the driveway, the more I could see a slight Asian-influence in the design. The roof definitely looked to be the same style of tiles I recognized from various Japanese architecture. Most of the driveway I had driven up was surrounded by pristine fields of grass that seemed to emulate a jade-green ocean. As I got closer to the house, the grass slowly gave way to manicured juniper trees, rock formations, and bamboo forests. Definitely Japanese influenced.

The driveway formed a loop and then forked. One path went back to the street and the other went behind the side of the house. I saw a large statue off to the side that looked to be made out of copper, koi fish. Water flowed elegantly from the mouths of the fish, down rocks, and into a large pool. I figured this was the fountain and found a spot next to it to park. I didn’t see any other cars around.

I took a deep breath and walked toward the door. I could hear the trickle of water coming down the fountain and the sound of the breeze through the trees. I hadn’t been paying attention during my drive, but the house was pretty far up on the hills of Bel Air. I saw parts of the Los Angeles Basin as I looked past the house. The sun was starting to set, and a golden, blanket of smog filled the valley.

The doorway was framed by dark wood, and it reminded me of some pictures I had seen of Japanese shrines. It looked really cool. As I thought about getting a tour of the place, my fear turned to excitement. From the entryway, I could hear a small fountain concealed in the ferns and juniper trees to my left.

About half a minute after I rang the bell, Aimee opened the door with a huge smile on her face.

“Hi! I didn’t think you would make it here so quickly. Come in!” She opened the door wider and gestured for me to enter. Her hair was in a bouncy ponytail that swung around athletically as she turned her head from me to the inside of her home. “You look nice!” she said, innocently.

I avoided her eyes and tried not to be pleased by her compliment when I stepped inside. The first thing I noticed was the dark tile of the entry, followed by the very dark wood flooring that spread through the rest of the house. The entryway had a stone bench off to the side and a small shelf to store shoes. I saw a few cotton slippers in packages near the shelf. Then I noticed Aimee was barefoot. Her feet looked perfect. Beautiful high arches that would make a dancer jealous and dark, purple-painted toenails.

“Should I take my shoes off?” I asked

“Please. The floor is kind of slippery, so I normally walk around barefoot. You can use those slippers if you want.” She stepped down from the entryway to give me some space while I sat down. Not that the entryway was tiny, she really didn’t need to move, but I was glad she did. I guess I was expecting her to hit me over the head and try to rape me as soon as I walked into her house.

I opened up a package of larger slippers, slipped them on my sock-covered feet, stacked my shoes on the shelf, and stood up to admire the rest of the house. Even though the mansion was magnificent looking, I couldn’t help but admire Aimee, even though I didn’t want to.

I was surprised at how casual she was dressed, but then I remembered it was her house, and I was earlier than expected. It didn’t really matter that she was dressed casual though; she could be wearing a burlap sack and would still look hot. She had on a pair of tight, little khaki shorts that only came down her thighs a few inches. Her long, lean legs seemed to stretch on forever. She wasn’t as tall as Katherine (definitely not Kelly) but she was still taller than an average girl. Maybe 5’7” or 5’8.” Most of her height came from her legs. She was wearing a tight-fitting, light-purple tee-shirt with cute cartoon bananas and strawberries on the pattern. The fruit had smiles on their faces, and I couldn’t help but grin when I looked at it. At least she was wearing a bra, so while I did get a good impression of her perfect breasts, I wasn’t distracted by their exact shape or the nipples pushing against the material.

“Let me show you around the house,” she said, looking up into the entryway into my eyes. She’d caught me admiring her body, and I cursed to myself. I hope she didn’t think I was undressing her with my eyes. Hopefully she didn’t think my look meant more than it really did.

The house was large and impressive, but it didn’t feel sterile. The dark-wood floors looked extremely expensive. They were made out of long planks that looked carefully aged. They butted up against dark-gray, stone-tiled walls and various fireplaces that were scattered around the ground floor. The floor plan on the west seemed more open. Aimee led me past the foyer, where a large chandelier hung between a beautiful wrought-iron-accented staircase leading to the second floor and a large room with an ancient-looking fireplace as the focal point. With large leather couches, ottomans, and dark-colored coffee tables, the room felt like it belonged in a ranch-style home. To prevent anyone from thinking it was a destination for cowboys, there were African-looking spears, shields, and masks placed strategically throughout the room. I noticed audio speakers concealed in places amongst the dark-wood molding and end tables.

On the walls of the room were several large canvas paintings of deserts and grassy plains. They were rich in orange and yellow hues and complemented the furniture perfectly. On the wall opposite the fireplace was a very interesting piece. Like the other art in the room, it first presented a calm feeling of serenity. But this piece seemed to be set on a beach wetland as dusk set; a purple glow from the setting sun reflected off what looked like a futuristic oil tower, now dilapidated with age. Small footprints led from the tower toward the far center of the painting, where a lone figure walked away from the tower into the endless gray of the sands and water pools. It made me feel calm, but also terribly sad and lonely. Like there was no hope.

“Wow. This is a really, cool painting,” I said, with awe.

“Yeah. Beth did it. She did most of the stuff in the house, actually. Let me show you over here.” She tugged on my arm to lead me into the next room.

The transition from the leather sitting room to the next room was done pretty smoothly, considering how different the rooms were. This new room was very Japanese-style, with straw mats laid out below a long, low table made of smooth marble. Off to the side were smaller tables, with what looked like bean bag chairs spread out. A fountain on one side of the wall lapped down some smooth river rock into a stream bed that led across one side of the room.

“This is kind of like our informal dining room.” Aimee said in explanation. “We normally don’t use it though. There is a small kitchen nook where the four of us eat dinner normally. But sometimes we may have some extended family over, or Dad and Mom’s close friends, and we’ll use this. Sometimes they will stay up all night and drink with their friends and lounge around the room. Check this out!” She went over to the wall by the fountain and flipped a small switch that I couldn’t see. A large TV rose up from the wall area behind the stream. “Pretty cool, huh? Sometimes, we’ll watch TV and eat too, or just hang out.”

There were a few art pieces in the room. Just canvas with green, gold, and grays splattered across to complement the colors of the room. I hardly had time to admire them before Aimee latched onto my arm and pulled me into the next room.

Aimee called the next room the game room, and, once I entered, I decided that coming over early was a good decision. The room was very large. Almost larger than the previous two rooms put together. It was covered with a thick dark-blue carpet, and the walls were a textured brown and dark rust-red color. There were several paintings hung on the wall. All of them ocean-themed. The blue worked with the carpet.

I saw a wet bar in a corner, next to that a dart board, a comfortable-looking, leather couch with adjoining coffee table, a jukebox, and a few chest-high bar tables, accompanied by stools scattered through the room. My eyes were attracted to the pieces that brought the whole room together: a pool table, foosball table, ping pong table, and poker table.

The magnificently crafted pool table looked like it was made of hand-carved wood. The cloth was a deep navy color, and it looked like it may have never been played on. I really didn’t play much pool, or know that much about tables, but I could probably spend the rest of the night with it. I spotted a cue stand with half a dozen poles on it, now that my brain had begun to take inventory of the room.

The foosball table looked solid and hefty. The wood looked slightly out of place, because it was thick butcher block. But the figures were detailed, and the set up reeked of quality.

The ping pong table was dark navy to match the pool table. I could see a few scratches on the surface, so I figured it probably got the most play out of the tables I had seen so far. The poker table looked like it could seat at least eight people, and it was also a matching blue.

The best thing about the room was that it just felt comfortable. The tables were spread far enough apart so that you wouldn’t have to worry about running into anyone while you were moving around. You could easily play pool without having to worry about the back-end of the cue slamming into someone’s butt by accident. I imagined thirty or forty people chilling out in the room all night. But, it looked pristine, save for the few scuffs on the ping pong table. Either they never used it or they had an amazing cleaning crew.

“Haha, boys really like this room! Your face looks like my dad’s when he walks in here. Let’s go to the kitchen,” Aimee said excitedly as she wrapped her arm through mine to pull me to the next room. By the time we made it to the kitchen, I realized each time she tugged on my arm to direct me through the house she had gotten more comfortable with the grasp.

The kitchen was actually smaller than I expected it to be. It was still huge, with more dark-wood cabinets, stainless steel fixtures, and jade-colored granite counters. The counter extended around the perimeter of the kitchen, and I saw stools in a corner so people could eat in the kitchen or interact with the person cooking. There was a large center island with a convertible butcher block, table area, and a spare sink. Expensive cookware hung from hooks, and various herbs and multi-colored tomatoes dangled from an inverted hanging garden. Similar to Jack’s parents’ new home, the entryway to the backyard patio was located next to the kitchen. The sun had started to set in the nearby ocean, and warm oranges and cooler purples saturated the space. There was a middle-aged Hispanic woman bustling between the sink and the industrial-sized fridge; she was carrying a bunch of purple and yellow carrots.

“Loretta! This is my friend, Eric,” Aimee introduced us.

“Pleased to meet you.” She smiled nicely. I recognized her voice from the gate intercom. “When will you be ready for dinner?” she asked Aimee. Aimee looked to me and shrugged.

“I normally eat between seven and eight,” I said. “What are we having?”

“Salmon with wild rice, carrots, and a mixed-green Caesar salad. Do you eat fish? I can do chicken instead,” she asked pleasantly as she started to wash the carrots.

“Oh, I love fish. I’m pretty easy going.”

Aimee and I pulled up stools near the counter and talked to Loretta as she washed the carrots and grabbed more materials from the fridge. From our conversation, I discovered she was from San Salvador and immigrated here with her husband and children twenty years ago. The kids had grown up and moved to the east coast for work. Her husband passed away about six years ago. She originally intended to move across the country, but she ended up finding Aimee’s family and decided to stay and work as the maid/cook/organizer of the house.

At the end of our conversation, Loretta walked over to a wireless phone dock and hit a few buttons on it.

“Beth?” she said through the speakerphone. There was no answer.

“Try her studio,” Aimee said.

“Beth?” Loretta said again. I could hear music through the speakerphone. It sounded like Indian hookah-lounge music.

“Hey Loretta!” a voice yelled. It sounded far away, and I could hear a faint echo from upstairs, across the other side of the house.

“Dinner between seven and seven-thirty, okay?” There was a long pause. “Beth?” Loretta asked again.

“I’m covered in paint, and I don’t want to stop anytime soon.” She sounded exasperated. Loretta frowned and adjusted her apron.

“I’ve got a friend over, Beth!” Aimee yelled across to the speakerphone. “Please have dinner with us and meet him.”

“Oh, you brought a boy over.” Beth sounded like she was spitting out the words. There was another long pause. “Okay. I’ll be done by seven-ish.” The phone beeped off immediately. Loretta and Aimee both sighed at the same time, Aimee in annoyance. Loretta just sounded relieved.

“Let me show you the rest of the house. I’ll show you the back before it gets too cold.” Aimee put her hand on my bicep and tugged me toward the large double doors that led outside to the back patio.

The view was pretty amazing. The sun had set completely into the Pacific Ocean, and purple hues were dotting the clouds. I could barely make out the dark outline in the distance, but a small amount of orange light still filled the sky in the west. Since it was twilight, it was a little difficult for my eyes to adjust and see the buildings in the valley.

It was a magnificent scene.

Los Angeles stretched out as far as the eye could see. You don’t really get an idea of how big it is until you fly to another city and fly back. I remember I once took a trip to Texas with the track team in high school It seemed that Dallas started and then stopped a split second later as we landed. When I flew back to Los Angeles, it seemed like the homes and buildings started on the ground thirty minutes before I landed.

I could see the ghostly shapes of the mountains to the east as the last bits of light faded. I didn’t really know what mountain range it was. Maybe San Bernardino, but I figured those were far away. To the west was the Santa Monica Mountain range that became Malibu and Pacific Palisades before it abruptly ended in the ocean. To the south was the majority of Los Angeles. The city proper, Inglewood, Torrance, and maybe, if the light was right and the day wasn’t so smoggy, I would be able to see to Long Beach and the ocean around Palos Verdes.

Aimee’s back patio had a large pool and jacuzzi, as well as an outside bar and built-in grill. It wasn’t set up as a second kitchen like at Jack’s parents’ house, but I imagined it would be easy enough to throw a great party out here. The pool was surrounded by smooth river stone, and cleverly designed landscape lights began to flicker on as dusk settled. The lights hinted at hidden paths that diverted guests away from the pool and through the surrounding bamboo and juniper gardens.

“The tennis and basketball courts are down here.” I suddenly paid attention to what Aimee was saying. She had been talking for a few moments, but I hadn’t really been paying attention because of the view. As she escorted me to wide path that led toward the southern horizon, I realized she hadn’t moved away from me when we stepped outside. Our arms were still entwined. She squeezed me tighter and shivered as a cool gust blew against the side of the hill.

She led me to a stairway heading steeply down. I could see the pathway lights guide a trail to a half-court basketball top and a fence-enclosed tennis court. I wasn’t really into tennis, but I loved to get beaten at basketball. Aimee was shivering too much to ignore now. The wind had picked up, and she was in shorts and a tee-shirt.

“Let’s go back inside. I want to see the rest of the house,” I said urgently as I pulled her back toward her home. She resisted for a second and then followed me back to the kitchen.

We walked through the dining room quickly. It looked pretty, and I wanted to admire some of the paintings and the table setting, but Aimee dragged me on.

“We are almost to the best part,” she said excitedly as she squeezed my bicep. We flipped a corner through a hallway, I was totally lost now, and came into another dark, leather-type room that had a movie screen on a far wall, leather reclining chairs, and plush couches for viewing. There were dim lights on in the room to highlight more paintings on the wall. Maybe twelve people could have easily spread out in here to watch the screen on the far wall. It would have comfortably held twenty if people sat on the floor. Before I could look at the paintings, she dragged me to the next room.

“I think you’ll love this room. Oh my gosh, I am so excited to see the look on your face!” Aimee was prancing next to me as we went through another long hallway with beautiful paintings on the wall. Again, I wanted to pause to look at them, but Aimee was on a mission. Finally, we got to the destination she was so excited about. I fell in love with it immediately.

It was a music room. In a corner was a dark-walnut grand piano. Next to the piano was an upright bass on a stand; there was a bass guitar next to that, with a large amplifier. On the other side of the room sat a nice-looking drum set and an arsenal of acoustic and electric guitars. Vintage-looking Marshall and Fender tube amps were stacked behind a couple of mic stands in the other corners, and I could see a bunch of large PA speakers spread throughout the room. There was a small fireplace with a protective glass next to some stools and leather bean bags. I wanted to grab a guitar, plop into a beanbag in front of the fire, and never leave. Then I realized I hadn’t even thought about playing in so long. My chest hurt as desire suddenly flared, like a hot nova.

Aimee let go of my arm, and I walked like a lemming over to the array of guitars. There were five acoustics, but my eyes locked onto the centerpiece of the array: a beautifully crafted Martin D-28 with an ebony fingerboard and beautiful inlays across the dark body and neck. As I inspected it closer, I could see the inlays were mother of pearl and, gasp, silver metal. The rosette across the sound hole was flowery and ornate, like I had never seen. It crawled like a vine up the body and across the fingerboard to end at the top of the headstock. Inside of the body was the same pattern, carefully etched into the wood, without silver. Even the pick guard was formed as a beautiful silver and pearl extension of the design. The wood seemed made of dark flames that seemed to lick and tease at every angle the light hit it.

“Yeah, I thought you would like that one!” Aimee said, with a purr of pleasure. I could only nod in agreement. The other guitars were pretty magnificent as well, but not quite as ornate as the Martin. There was a Taylor 12-string cut off with rich abalone accents on the body and fingerboard. Another Martin, this one was a classical, with nylon strings. The fourth was a round-bodied Ovation that was a deep-rust color with rich, lightly-colored maple inlays around the corner sound holes. I paused for a second at the fifth guitar, which was in the back. It was an old Yamaha steel string that looked like it had been abused, used, and gigged for a long time. The finish was coming off at the heel where the arm would hang, and I could see tons of wear at the frets. Someone had loved this guitar for a long time.

“Who plays?” I asked. No one would buy a beat-up Yamaha; it had to have sentimental value, not that they were bad instruments. This one just seemed out of place with the other high-end collectors.

“My dad does. It’s a funny story. He knew my mom played piano, so he asked her to do some duets to weasel some time with her.” She giggled a bit. I wondered how many times she had heard that story. I thought it was romantic; of course it was something I would do. Well, something I would have done if I still played. “What kind of guitar do you play? They all kind of look the same to me, but Dad told me there were differences.”

“I have one that is the same brand and style as that,” I said as I pointed to the amazingly beautiful Martin with the silver and pearl accents. “But, it isn’t as fancy.” I quickly said. Martins were still expensive guitars.

I just had a normal D-28 model. It cost my parents a little under $4,000 to buy when I was a junior in high school. I had spent two weeks trying out over sixty different instruments until I found the one. The first time I touched it, I knew it had been made for me. It sang like the church bells atop a lonely monastery in Tibet. It sat in my playing position as weightless as a feather. It was like my soul mate. Thinking about it now made my stomach tie up in knots. My parents didn’t make a lot of money, and it had been a huge investment for them. They were really proud of it and how it sounded when I played it. Aimee’s dad’s guitars were amazingly beautiful, and I wouldn’t have been surprised if he had bought the silver and pearl Martin for $20,000, but I doubted that any of these guitars sounded as good as the one which sat forgotten in the corner of my closet, collecting dust and crying for me.

“I also have a nylon string one like that,” I said as I pointed to the classical guitar. I used it to play flamenco and classical style. My nylon string was a Yamaha. It was a great instrument that did its job. It wasn’t as nice as the Martin I had, but I got it used for an eighth of the price when I grew out of my childhood guitar.

“Do you have an electric?” Aimee was standing closer to me now. I glanced over to the area where her dad’s electrics were. He clearly wanted to represent all the flavors. There was a tobacco-burst Fender Stratocaster, a seafoam-green Fender Telecaster with a dark-red, tortoise-shell pickguard, and a gold-colored Gibson Les Paul.

“I have one like that, only it is a mustard-white-yellow kinda color with a matching neck,” I said as I pointed to the green Telecaster. I used it to jam with jazz cats. It also worked for rock, but I normally didn’t do any rock stuff.

“Cool! So… can you play for me?” she asked as she softly drew out the last syllable.

I looked at her, and she had a hopeful expression. I turned and glanced back to the guitars. I almost didn’t want to touch the silver and pearl Martin. I don’t think I’ve ever held an instrument of that fine craftsmanship. I was also really out of practice. I think it had been almost twelve months since I played. I’m sure my fingers would work fine, but I no longer had calluses on the tips.

I didn’t feel like playing though. For one reason, Aimee may read more into it than I would want her to. Also, I didn’t know what would happen if I played. It may bring up more thoughts of my parents, and I didn’t want to turn into a mess here. Especially if Aimee was the only person’s shoulder I could cry on.

Maybe she wanted that.

“No, sorry Aimee. I just can’t play right now,” I said as firmly as I could.

“Oh come on! Please? I heard your stuff in Jack’s car, and you sounded soooo good. I’d love to hear you live.” Aimee was pleading. I glanced up into her eyes. She actually seemed a little angry. She was used to getting what she wanted. I suddenly felt satisfied with my decision. She had already gotten me to come pick her up, hang out at her house, eat dinner with her, and take her to a show. I played for me and when I wanted to.

“Sorry, Aimee. But tell you what, I’m not too shabby of a piano player. I can play that, if you’re interested.” Her face lost all anger.

“Oh totally! I want to hear you play piano!” Ha! My ninja distraction move worked. She forgot about the guitar request as she escorted me with an arm tug over to the dark-walnut piano. She pushed me down on the bench and sat next to me.

In reality, I wasn’t that experienced of a piano player, but you needed to know your way around one if you wanted to be a professional musician. I took lessons in high school and then in college, but I normally only practiced an hour or so a day, as opposed to the four or more on the guitar. Still, I could fuddle my way around some standard jazz tunes because I had the chord progressions and melody memorized. I may be able to sing some. I cleared my throat and flexed the back of it. It had been a while since I sang.

“I can just play jazz stuff, unless you have any sheet music lying around?” She scooted off the bench and then dug around in a wooden box that was secreted beneath the piano. I started to stretch my fingers and rotate my wrists.

“How about these?” Aimee stood up next to me. She had a jumbo arm-full of sheet music and various books. I took the load of music from her arms and set it on the bench next to me. A lot of books with standard classical stuff: Mozart, Beethoven, Bach, Haydn, Debussy, Chopin, Schubert, Tchaikovsky. They even had some non-standard stuff too, like Mahler, Rimsky-Korsakov, Gershwin, and Rachmaninoff. Near the bottom of the stack, I found what I had hoped to find: the set of Real Books 1 & 2. They were filled with jazz and blues standards. With those two books, I could play all night if I had the finger stamina.

“These are perfect!” I said, holding up the Real Books. They were pretty thick. She started to gather up the rest of the music, but I grabbed the Rimsky-Korsakov book. There were a few of his pieces I had played through the years on piano and guitar. Some of his works were pretty simple, but they still sounded beautiful.

I left the books on the bench next to me, hoping that Aimee would maybe grab another stool or stand behind me, and then I started running my fingers across the keys to warm them up. She didn’t fall for it. She grabbed the books, set them on the stand on top of the piano, and sat where the books had been next to me.

The piano sounded amazing. Each note filled the mansion with a warm, full sound. I could feel the tones reverberate through my ribs, chest, and hips into the seat. I didn’t really know that much about piano brands, but this one had a golden-etched harp logo with the words “Steinway & Sons” etched below it. It was probably top of the line, and it sounded wonderful.

“Wow, you sound good!” Aimee said, next to me. She seemed as excited as a kid on Christmas Eve. It was hard not to feel pleased by her attention.

“It’s not me; this is a great piano,” I laughed. After a few minutes, I could feel my fingers begin to remember what they were doing. I grabbed the Rimsky-Korsakov book and found what I was looking for. Song of India was a pretty, easy standard I had played many times. I set it on the stand, took a deep breath, and started on it.

It wasn’t my best execution of the piece, but, all things considered, I felt that it went great. When I finished, Aimee clapped in joy.

“That was great! Can you play some more?” she asked. I risked a glance over into her face. Her eyes met mine; they were filled with desire, and I looked away quickly. Oh jeez, this was a bad idea. Hopefully, she would keep her word and not try anything with me tonight.

I opened up the Real Book. I knew the chord progressions to most of these songs already, but it was good to have a reference. I decided to start with Satin Doll. It was easy to play, and I could also sing it.

“I didn’t know you could sing too!” Aimee gushed after I finished.

“Yeah. I was kind of thinking I’d make a living playing music. You have to be able to sing and play piano.” I started flipping through the book. “Anything you want to hear? I can just do all the standard stuff.”

“I don’t know… just play what you want. You sounded great so far. I wish my parents were here to hear you. They’ve been so busy with work that they don’t play that much anymore,” she said, sadly.

I nodded as I opened up the book to Take the A Train. I’d played this a million times on guitar, and probably hundreds of times on the piano. I really didn’t need the music, but it felt good to have it in front of me. This went pretty easy. I was definitely starting to relax.

I played for about thirty more minutes. After each song, Aimee clapped and complimented my playing and singing. Eventually, my hands started to get tired; the muscles hadn’t been used in a while, and I needed a break.

“That’s probably all I can do for now,” I said with a smile. This had been fun. The piano sounded amazing, and I realized how much I missed music.

“Thank you so much for playing!” Aimee wrapped her arms around my shoulders in a hug. It was kind of awkward, since she was sitting at my side. I couldn’t really wiggle out of it, and she leaned her head on my shoulder. I tried to think of something to say to get her to stop hugging me.

“So, is there more of the house to see?” She let go of me and sat up. She was still sitting too close for my comfort. The act of hugging me placed her body in my personal space.

“Ummm…” she said considering. “I think that is the entire house.”

“What about upstairs?” I said. I could make out the foyer over her shoulder as I looked at her, and I recalled the stairs leading up to the second level.

“Oh, that is just bedrooms. Of course, I can take you up there if you are really interested in seeing my bedroom,” she said, the last part with a teasing tone to her voice, and she fluttered her eyelids as she looked at me. Uh oh.

“Oh no, that’s okay.” I looked around for an escape, but I couldn’t escape her eyes. I felt her lean in close to me, her breasts pressed into my shoulder. My heart pounded against my ribcage. Her breath smelled like mint as it came close to my nose and mouth.

“Are you two ready for dinner?” Loretta asked as she walked into the room.

“That would be great!” I said, with probably too much excitement. Aimee startled, looked pensively at me, and then turned around on the bench to face Loretta.

“Thank you,” she said as she scooted off the bench. I sighed in relief.

As we approached the kitchen, I could smell the aroma of the meal. I normally didn’t eat that much, but my mouth started to water as the scent of the salmon assaulted it. Loretta had a cordless phone in her hand, and she hit a few buttons on it and then put her ear up to the piece as she walked with us back toward the kitchen. She said something in Spanish. I recognized “comida,” “Niña,” and “preciosa.” My Spanish was pretty terrible, but I suspected she was probably telling Beth that dinner was ready.

The aroma was even more intoxicating in the kitchen. If the food tasted even half as good as it smelled, it might be the best meal I have ever had. I saw the corner breakfast nook area of the kitchen was set up for three. Loretta asked us to take a seat as she walked into the kitchen to finish the last of her preparations. We both sat down.

There was a glass with ice water and a filled glass pitcher with ice and cut-up cucumbers in it. I’d never thought of putting cucumbers in water, and considering the idea made me realized I was suddenly very thirsty from singing. I grabbed the full glass and drank most of it in one gulp. When I set the water down, I looked to my left past Aimee to see what Loretta was doing in the kitchen.

Then Beth walked in.

I was glad I had just finished with the water, because I know if I had been drinking when I first laid eyes on Beth, I would have choked, and probably died. For a few seconds, it was like I had forgotten how to breathe; my heart stopped working, the world slowed down.

Beth was taller than her sister. Maybe by a few inches, so she was 5’9” or 5’10.” Her breasts weren’t as big as Aimee’s, and her butt was a bit smaller, but she moved into the room like mist rolls over mountains. Like Aimee, she had piercing light-blue eyes that hid beneath thick black eyelashes and milky, white skin. They also shared similar cheekbones, high and slightly rounded. Beth had a cute mole slightly below,and to the left of her left eye, which helped draw attention to those eyes, and perfectly arched brows.

Her lips were perfectly shaped and moist; they were a dark, red color that contrasted with her pale skin. I could imagine drinking from them for days, as she smiled at me, revealing small, square, white teeth. Her hair was a deep black and seemed to reflect the light coming from the light fixtures in the kitchen. It was tied up in a knot/bun on top of her head, with a long tail that fell down to her neck. Her neck was the perfect transition between her beautiful face and shoulders. It was long and delicate-looking. I could make out faint lines of veins through her skin as I drank her in. She was wearing a blue set of medical scrubs that didn’t flatter her at all, but she probably didn’t need to be flattered anymore. There were paint splotches all over the uniform, and I figured it was her painting gear. Her feet were bare, and I could see that she had amazingly high arches and that each toenail was a different shade of pink or red.

Aimee stood up and gave her a hug. I stood too, but everything felt really fuzzy, like I had just walked into a room filled with people all talking at once. Aimee said something to Beth, and they both looked over to me. Beth held her right hand out, and I extended mine. Her hand felt warm as we touched and shook. I noticed she had a massive black watch on her right wrist. It was one of those manly Casio black-rubber ones that you could apparently run over with a steam roller and it would keep working. It looked terribly out of place on her arm. As we shook, I felt her hand squeeze mine, and then her left hand came up to touch the sleeve of my red shirt.

“Ahhh. Did you tell him to wear my favorite color, Sis?” Beth said as she looked at Aimee. Her voice sounded like wind chimes.

“No! Not everything is about you, Beth,” Aimee said, her voice dripping with annoyance.

“Nice to meet you, Eric.” I loved the way she said my name. “I do like your shirt.” She let go of my hand.

We sat down. Aimee next to me and Beth across. I busied myself pouring more water into my glass. It kept me from looking at her. My brain was working again.

Holy shit, dude. Get a hold of yourself. She is sixteen! I said to myself thirty times in the five seconds it took to pour more water. She didn’t look like sixteen. She looked like one of those models on the cover of the Victoria’s Secret catalogues.

Only exponentially more gorgeous.

I finished pouring the water and took another drink, more for activity than thirst. Beth was looking at me. I finished my drink and set down the glass. She wasn’t even blinking. I felt myself start to blush.

“He is much better looking than your last boy, Sis,” Beth said, without looking away from me. She said it like one complimented an inanimate object.

“What?” Aimee said, startled.

“The boy you brought to Catalina with us for my birthday. This one is better looking.” Beth’s watch beeped, and she broke eye contact with me to look down at it.

“Ummm. Jack?” Beth nodded as she looked at her watch.

“Jack and Aimee are still dating. I’m actually a really good friend of Jack’s,” I blurted. Loretta brought over a small plate of leafy greens and romaine for each of us, as I spoke. It had multi-colored, tiny tomatoes and thinly-sliced white cheese on it. It had a slight anchovy flavor to it.

Beth looked up from her watch to me and then over to Aimee. Aimee looked aghast that her sister compared me to Jack while I was there.

“Oh,” she said, flatly. “Is that right, Sis?”

“Yes, Beth! I can’t believe you just said that! It’s really rude!” Beth looked down at her salad and picked up a fork with her left hand.

“How is it rude?” Beth said as she speared a tomato and some mixed greens. “I didn’t say your last one was ugly. I just said this one was better looking. It’s a compliment.” She looked over at me. “You aren’t insulted, right Eric?” Her eyes burned into mine.

“Ummmm… no that is okay I guess. He’s a really good friend of mine.” I started to eat so I wouldn’t have to look at her anymore.

Aimee gave out an exasperated moan and picked up her fork. We ate in silence for a bit, and then Beth’s watch beeped again. She looked at it. Her face was emotionless. It seemed like weird behavior but Aimee didn’t seem to notice.

“So, if the last boy is your boyfriend, and this pretty one in the red shirt is his best friend, I am kind of confused as to why he is over here. Can you explain it to me, Sis?” Beth looked at Aimee with a sly smile on her face.

“We are going to go see a band play in North Hollywood. I thought Eric may like to see the house and have dinner with us before we went there. I also wanted him to meet you,” Aimee said. I could tell she was trying not to get mad at Beth.

“Ahh, okay. Where do you live, Eric?” Beth said as she directed her icy stare back to me.

“In Northridge. I’m going to school at the university there.”

“Oh, I see.” She looked back at her salad, spearing the last bit with her fork.

“Yeah.”

“Seems like a long drive down here, then up to No Ho, and then back… but what do I know, I hardly ever leave the house,” Beth said, as she looked over at Aimee. She pushed the bite into her beautiful mouth and smiled.

Aimee looked pissed, and I realized they probably played this game often. And Beth probably won all the time.

We finished our salads, and Loretta came over to clear the plates. I thanked her since I wasn’t used to having someone take care of me.

Beth said something quickly in Spanish to Loretta and she yelled something back. It was so fast I couldn’t make it out.

“What are you studying?” Beth looked back at me. Her watched beeped, and she looked at it again.

“Ummm, Finance,” I said. Beth looked more interested in her watch than she did in me. She nodded and then looked up back toward the kitchen.

“What are you painting, Beth?” Aimee asked. It was hard for me to gauge their relationship after only sitting here for ten minutes, but I felt like Aimee was trying to extend an olive branch to Beth.

“Scheherazade,” Beth replied simply.

Loretta brought the main course in. The salmon looked beautifully prepared; it sat on top of a bed of brown, black, and green long grain rice. To the side were purple, yellow, and orange carrots that looked seasoned with cinnamon.

“Shara what?” Aimee said as Loretta set the food down.

“Isn’t that the girl who told the tales in Thousand and One Nights?” I asked. It sounded familiar. I liked all those fantasy fables and mythology when I was in high school. Beth paused mid-bite, fork suspended inches from her open mouth. She looked at me and then looked to Aimee.

“Handsome and intelligent. If he isn’t yours, can I have him?” She slid the fork into her mouth and smiled. She was baiting Aimee again. I couldn’t help but turn red. I was glad they weren’t looking at me.

“No! I don’t want Eric to go to jail. You keep your teenage claws off him!” Aimee said jokingly and stuck her tongue out at Beth. Well played. The three of us burst into laughter.

“So, tell me about this band.” Beth said as she carefully cut into a purple carrot. They were delicious.

“A friend of ours is really into them. Should be a good show,” Aimee said.

“What time are you leaving?” she asked Aimee, innocently.

“It starts at… ten?” she said, looking to me. I nodded. “So, we can leave here at nine/nine thirty-ish.”

“I can be ready by then,” Beth said as she looked at her watch. “This will be fun.”

“Ummm.” Aimee was scrambling for words. “Beth, you aren’t invited.”

“What do you mean?” Beth looked up, shocked, from her watch. For a second, I thought she was really interested in coming. Then I realized she was baiting Aimee again. “Why can’t I come?”

“It’s just going to be a few friends and stuff,” Aimee said, hesitating. It didn’t sound like a good excuse.

“Is your boyfriend going to be there?” Beth asked with a coy smile.

“Umm, no, he has class tonight.”

“So, wait. I am confused again. Help me understand, okay?” Beth was beaming at Aimee with a victorious smile. Aimee was already wincing. It looked like she was about to get punched. “Jack is your boyfriend, right?” Aimee sighed and was about to reply when Beth cut her off. “And Eric here, who is pretty yummy and seems to be smarter, is his best friend.” Aimee tried to get a word in, but Beth raised her pointer finger and cut her off again. “And you invited him over here to see our beautiful house, eat dinner, and then go to a club to see a band play, without your boyfriend. It just seems to me that I was right from the beginning, and that you want him. Or is there something I am missing?” Beth finished her resolution with a satisfied grin.

My opinion of Beth started to change. Where at first I thought she was beautiful and smart, it seemed she was a serious bitch. And while I thought Aimee was manipulative, I realized Beth ran circles around her. She seemed bent on embarrassing Aimee in front of me. And even though I thought Beth picked up on the situation with amazing quickness, she didn’t need to drag it out like this. Not cool.

“Beth, it’s a dive bar in North Hollywood. I don’t think you can get in. Also, I wanted to take Daddy’s red car there. There is nowhere for you to sit in it.” I had to applaud Aimee for thinking so fast and keeping her cool.

Beth’s watch beeped, and she lost all concentration in our conversation as she looked at it. Then she started to cut into more of the fish. No one said anything for a while.

“It’s actually my car,” Beth said suddenly as she looked at me. She may be a bitch, but I felt my heart skip a beat as her face turned my way. Then I thought about getting gang-raped in jail, and she didn’t seem as gorgeous any more.

“It’s not your car!” Aimee’s frustration laced her voice.

“Well I helped Daddy pick it out. And it is my favorite color!” Beth said with a laugh. Aimee moaned in annoyance. “It’s okay, Sis. I’ll let you borrow my car tonight. And you know I was just fucking with you. I didn’t want to go tonight. I have too much painting to do.” Beth fluttered her eyelids at Aimee. I recalled the move from earlier today; Aimee had used it on me. “I want you to have a good time. Please forgive me?” It sounded very sincere. Beth seemed to be able to flip on the cold and hot whenever she wanted.

Aimee nodded and smiled. Beth clapped her hands together and giggled. Everything seemed right between them in an instant. I wondered how many times they had done this dance, with Beth winning and then apologizing to make Aimee feel better.

A few minutes later, we finished the main course and Loretta cleared the plates. I poured the girls more water, and we talked about movies that were coming out. Beth had no pulse on movie pop culture. The last movie she had seen in the theater was Finding Nemo two years ago. She still engaged us in conversation, unless her watched beeped. Then she stared at it for a few seconds. She looked like she was starting to get impatient. She called something out to Loretta in Spanish, and Loretta yelled back “Bayas!”

Within a few seconds, Loretta brought three small bowls of berries. Blackberries, blueberries, strawberries, and raspberries with a small spoonful of cream on top. It was simple and delicious.

Beth ate the dessert with an undisguised sense of urgency.

“I have to get back to work,” she said to no one in particular before her last bite. As she was chewing, she stood up and turned to walk away. She said something to Loretta, and then she turned the corner, out of our sight. My heart started to beat normally again.

“Ugh. She didn’t even say goodbye. Sorry, she was acting so weird.” Aimee looked back at me, concerned.

I didn’t know how to feel about the dinner. Beth was amazing on one hand. I mean, Aimee was gorgeous too. A “perfect ten” as guys rate women’s looks, and I hadn’t really believed her when she had said her sister was prettier. But Beth was, and it seemed impossible. Beth also quickly figured out the situation between Aimee and me. Aimee was trying to make it seem she had no intentions with me, but she hadn’t fooled Beth for a second. So, I didn’t doubt Aimee when she said Beth was a genius. But it seemed like Beth was one of those kids who liked to use a magnifying glass to burn ants or who tore the wings off flies to see how they squirmed. She made Aimee and I squirm during dinner. Then she flipped it around so easily to befriend Aimee again. One thing was for sure: Take those looks, that brain, and the manipulative disposition and you get a girl who is dangerous. Like that Michael Jackson song. I started to picture what she would be like in two years when she was legal. That was more dangerous.

“Oh, that’s okay. I’m glad you made up at the end. Ummm. What was with the watch?” I still hadn’t figured that part out.

“She says it helps ‘keep her on track.’ It beeps all the time. I don’t get it. She tried to explain it to me once.” Aimee rolled her eyes, smiled at Loretta, and thanked her for dinner as she cleared the plates.

We talked for a few more minutes. I started thinking about being in Aimee’s shoes, having to grow up with Beth. It was probably a rough ride. Thinking back through our conversations, I was kind of surprised Aimee spoke so highly of Beth and wanted to introduce her to me. Aimee must really love her, despite the way Beth probably treated her.

“Oh, I have to get ready!” Aimee said suddenly. “If you want, you can watch TV in the sitting room,” she said, as she pointed to the room with the movie theater-like atmosphere. “Or, you can do something in the game room. I’ll be ready soon. Sorry to leave you, but you can keep yourself amused, right?”

“Oh, no problem! I can figure something out.” I was actually kind of happy to get some time alone. Aimee smiled at me and sprang out of the chair to walk toward the stairway. I caught myself staring at her ass. The khaki shorts were tight on her body, and her hips swayed suggestively.

Ugh. I suddenly felt tired as dinner settled in my stomach and I reprocessed what had happened so far today. The night was still young too. I actually had a good time so far, but I kept waiting for Aimee to do something.

I stood from the table and walked into the theater room. There was a small coffee table with a massive remote control on it. I plopped into the leather-encased recliner and sighed in comfort. Then I grabbed the remote.

After a few minutes, I gave up trying to figure out how to turn on the TV, cable box, and sound at the same time. Seems that even rich people couldn’t get simple remotes for their TVs. I leaned back in the chair and thought about Beth some. My mind raced through images of her. Her face, her lips, her hair, the curve of her neck. I felt myself start to get hard.

Wait. This was a bad idea. I pictured sharing a jail cell with a big black dude named Bubba and got out of the chair in a hurry to pace. I realized I hadn’t had much of a chance to look at the various paintings she had done throughout the house. Aimee had been in a hurry to pull me to the music room. I set off into the hallway that connected the room where I was to the music room. As I recalled, there were a bunch in there.

Now that the house was darker, I noticed there were recessed lights that highlighted each of the three masterpieces on the wall. As I looked closer at the first one, I could see it looked to be a combination of paint and colored pencil done on rich, textured paper. I really didn’t know much about art, but I could see they had an amazing level of detail.

The first piece showed a large bed overflowing with pillows and smooth-looking sheets. The woodwork of the bed had engraved swans and flowers. On the pillows were two figures: a beautiful woman in a nightdress with blonde hair. She was holding a lamp in one hand and leaning over the other body on the bed. Her hand was outstretched toward the body. It was a male winged angel who looked to be asleep.

The blonde woman’s face was frozen in an expression of joy, or maybe it was sorrow, or maybe it was terror. As soon as I had settled on what I was seeing, I changed my mind about how her face looked. I wondered what the story was behind this painting. The bottom on the painting was signed “E. Godwin.” I was puzzled for a second until I realized Beth was short for Elizabeth.

The next painting showed a muscular man pushing a large circular boulder up a hill. He was physically powerful, and his muscles were tense and flexed over his entire body with the effort. His face looked sad and forsaken. I remembered a Greek mythology story about a man sentenced by the gods to forever push a rock up a slippery slope of mud, only to have to slip and slide down the hill before he could get it to the top. I couldn’t recall the exact name. Sis-a-something-or-other? I had forgotten what he had done to get there. Probably slept with one of Zeus’ women or told Hera about Zeus sleeping with women. The Greek gods were a bunch of assholes.

The last painting, at the end of the hallway before the music room, stole my attention for a long time. It was a magnificent tree with gold and silver leaves. The trunk was twisted and the roots gnarled as it perched on a green hill. Snow-capped mountains were in the background. After careful examination, I could see that it was actually two trees entwined so close together that they looked like one when I had first looked. That’s why there were different-colored leaves. The leaves were so highly detailed, I couldn’t believe it. Maybe these were painting techniques artists used. It must have taken her months to do this piece.

“You like it?” I almost jumped out of my skin as the voice whispered in my ear. “Oh, sorry! I didn’t mean to startle you!” I turned around to see Beth. Looks like the sisters shared their sneaking abilities.

“Yeah, I really like this one. Actually, I like all of your paintings,” I said once I caught my breath. I took a step back, because she was standing so close to me. How did I not hear her? My back bumped into the wall opposite the paintings.

“What do you like about it?” she asked inquisitively. She stepped away a bit so I could have some room. Her eyes were like the blue fire near the bottom of the flames you see in gas fireplaces.

“I like the detail. Every minute I look at it I see something new I hadn’t seen before. It’s two trees entwined together, right?” She nodded. She wasn’t looking at the painting though.

“And the leaves look really good. I mean, I don’t really know how to paint, or draw, or anything, but it must have taken you forever to put this much detail into it. Looks like every leaf is different.” I looked at the painting. I really did like it. “What inspired you to do it?” I looked back at her.

She looked at the painting and then back at me.

“Do you know of Philemon and Baucis?” I shook my head, and she continued. “Zeus and Hermes decided to walk in disguise amongst the mortals for a day. They decided to test mortals’ hospitality and traveled to different homes, begging for shelter. They were refused by everyone until they came to the humble home of Philemon and Baucis. They were a poor elderly couple, but they were delighted to have guests. They didn’t have much money or food, but they shared what they could with Zeus and Hermes and told them stories. Zeus and Hermes were so impressed by them that they transformed their home into a beautiful temple, and, when the couple died, the gods make them into two trees that were entwined.” Beth was absorbed by the painting now. I saw joy in her face.

“This painting with the man and the boulder is Greek Mythology too, right?” I said as I looked at the center piece.

“Yeah, I was on a Greek kick a few years ago. I spent a couple of months on the different islands with Aimee and my parents. That is Sisyphus. He fooled the gods several times during his life, and, when they finally got him, they made him push the rock up the hill forever.” She was looking at me with a smile on her face. It was a different look than I had seen at dinner. She looked so happy that I started to feel warm inside.

“His face is really good. I can see the pain and regret there. You are a great artist,” I complimented her as I looked at the painting,and back to her. Her cheeks turned red. Was she blushing?

“Thank you.” Her watched beeped, but she ignored it and pointed at the first painting in the hallway. “Do you like that one?”

“Yeah, I do. I assume it is Greek mythology, right? I don’t remember the story of an angel though; it has been a while since I had studied it.” She nodded.

“I was impressed you knew about Scheherazade earlier.”

“Don’t be too impressed. I like mythology, but I haven’t really studied it that much. I knew about Scheherazade because of music. There are a bunch of different pieces about her and the tales,” I said apologetically. I didn’t want Beth to think I really knew what I was talking about. I had just gotten lucky.

“Oh, so you like music?” Beth mouth formed a perfect small O shape as she asked the question.

“Yeah, doesn’t everyone? Sooo, ummm, what about this painting?” I tried to get the conversation off me.

“Oh, it is a great story!” Beth became really animated and started gesturing with her hands as she told it. “It’s Cupid and Psyche. Psyche was so beautiful that Aphrodite became jealous and told her son to shoot her with his arrow so that she would fall in love with the first animal she saw. Cupid snuck into her chamber while he was invisible. He was about to shoot her when he paused, shocked by her beauty. She woke up and surprised him. Even though she couldn’t see him, he accidently pricked himself with the arrow, and fell in love with her.

“Aphrodite was so upset with Cupid’s failure that she cursed Psyche so that she would never find a mortal, human husband. This upset Cupid, so he decided to stop using his arrows. The whole world turned to turmoil, as no one fell in love. Eventually, Psyche’s parents visited an oracle, who told them she should be left on the nearest mountain top, since her beauty was not meant for mortals. Psyche decided to commit suicide and threw herself off the mountain. Luckily, the Wind and Cupid were friends. The Wind saved Psyche and took her to a valley where there was a beautiful palace that was attended by invisible servants.” Beth’s watched beeped, but she ignored it again and looked at me. She was really passionate about this story, and I was into it.

“Then what happened?”

“The servants told her that she would be married that night, but she must never look at her husband, for he was a god. She agreed, since she really wanted to be married and hadn’t been able to because of the curse.

“That night, Cupid stole into Psyche’s room, and they made love. And they continued to do that for many months, until she carried Cupid’s child. She eventually wanted to show her family that she was married, and, since Cupid loved her more than anything, he agreed to let her leave the Wind’s palace for a week so she could visit them.

“Once Psyche met with her family, her sisters, who had always been jealous of her beauty, told her that her husband could be a monster and that she should make sure of what he looked like and slay him if it was so. Once Psyche was back in the palace, she hid a dagger and an oil lamp next to her bed. That night, after she had made love with her husband, she lit the lamp to see what he looked like.” Beth stopped and looked at the painting. Again I marveled at the joy in her face. This seemed like a different girl than the one who had been picking on Aimee half an hour ago.

“So, she is happy to see him, because he is not a monster; he is beautiful. But she is also sad and horrified, because he really is a god. This kind of thing never ends well for mortals.” I finished the story for her.

Beth looked at me for a moment, and the smile left her face. I worried that I had said something wrong.

“Have you seen my other paintings?” she asked, after she had studied me for a long time.

“Well, Aimee gave me a tour of the house, but I didn’t really get a chance to spend a lot of time. There was this one of a tower that I really liked.” I was going to mention what I liked about it, but she suddenly snatched my hand in hers and pulled me toward her.

“Let’s go look at it!” she said with excitement as she almost skipped down the hallway to the foyer, dragging me behind. We rounded the stairs and went into the first room Aimee had shown me. We stopped in front of the first painting that had caught my eye. Beth’s fingers weaved between mine, and she squeezed. I freaked out a bit and tried to let go, but she would have none of it. She just squeezed again until I wrapped my fingers around her hand.

“It makes me feel sad and alone. When did you do it?” I asked her.

“Last year, when I was in Oxford. I didn’t really fit in there…” She sounded sad.

“I find that hard to believe.” I said with a smile. “I’m sure you had everyone wrapped around your fingers.”

“Yes, of course I did!” she said with a laugh. “It’s just a depressing place. Beautiful of course, but I’m happy to be back home. Italy should be a nice change for a year.” I recalled Jack telling me that Aimee’s parents gave Beth a trip to Italy to study art.

“Which city are you going to be in? Do they have a university there?”

“I’m going to be in Florence, I think. I might spend some time in Rome too, maybe Tuscany. I’ve only been to Italy a few times, on brief trips. It would be nice to stay in one place for a while and absorb the culture. I can always try a different city sometime in the future.” She turned to look at me as she finished. Our hands were sweating since they were grasped so firmly together.

It struck me how different these people were than me. World travelers who could spend their time and energy on leisure activities. Sure, let’s go to Italy for a year. Which city should we live in? Ehhh… whatever strikes our fancy. We’ll just go and have fun. I’d never been out of the country, and the thought of paying to go on a trip the way she had described seemed expensive.

“Do you speak Italian?” I asked her. She smiled, and said ‘Si,’ then a bunch of other words that made no sense. She giggled and said something else. The timbre of her voice had changed. Her voice came out in a husky whisper as her smile got bigger. The inflection in her voice made it seem like she asked me a question at the end. I smiled at her in confusion.

“Want to know what I just said?” she asked with a sly smile. Her other hand found mine and grasped it. The hand that had been entwined with hers, like the trees in her painting, was damp from our combined sweaty palms. We were facing each other now.

“Ummm… okay,” I said cautiously. My heart was thumping in my chest as her eyes seemed to catch on fire.

“First I said ‘Yes, I’ve been practicing for the last two years because I have always wanted to go.’“ Then she repeated it in Italian. “Then I said ‘The cities are beautiful; the food is delicious; the art is amazing; and the boys are handsome.’“ She smiled at me as she stepped closer and repeated it in Italian. “Then I said ‘I don’t think any of the boys there are as handsome as you. So I’d like to get to know you better. Will you take me out to dinner?’“

I think my jaw hit the floor. This was not happening. Her body was pressing against mine. She had to feel my erection through my jeans. Her lips were inches from mine, and her eyes started to close. I could already taste her lips as I leaned down slightly. All thoughts of jail gang-rape were gone. I couldn’t resist this crazy girl; she had me spellbound. Damn me to hell. A soft moan escaped her lips as mine parted and began to-

“I’m ready!” I heard Aimee shout from the foyer as she was coming down the stairs. Beth and I parted abruptly in surprise, and she released my hands. I looked at her in shock, and she gave me a mischievous smile, then she shrugged. I didn’t think I would ever be so happy to have Aimee interrupt something.

“We’re over here!” Beth yelled across the mansion. I heard heeled footsteps make their way over to us across the hardwood floors.

“Thanks for looking at my paintings.” Beth’s mischievous smile was replaced by one of gratitude. “No one ever really asks me about them. It was nice to talk to you about my art.” My heart was going a mile a minute. Holy shit, I almost kissed her. That would have been so fucking stupid.

Aimee walked around the corner. She looked great. Her hair was down in gentle waves behind her shoulders. She was wearing a violet-colored, button-down-the-front, dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up. It was tight around her chest, and the top three buttons were opened, exposing her chest down to her cleavage. She had a black-buckled skirt that was loose around her legs and dropped down to mid-thigh. It had a matching violet-and-white plaid pattern that went with her shirt. The best piece of her ensemble was probably her boots: high-heeled black-leather things that stretched over her knees. It left only a few inches of beautiful skin between the top of her boots and the bottom of her skirt. They were definitely “fuck-me boots.” On her left wrist were white-gold dangly bracelets that matched the buckles on the boots and skirt. She was carrying a black-leather jacket and purse in her right hand. They matched the boots, too.

“Wow, Sis, you look great!” Beth said and walked up to her. “I hope you both have a fun time tonight!” She sounded sincere, but Aimee looked cautiously at her and back at me.

“Thanks, Beth,” she said, finally smiling. “You ready to go, Eric?”

“Can I use the bathroom before we head out?” I realized I should have used that excuse to get some space between Beth and me earlier.

“Oh yeah, there’s one down the hall. First hallway on the right.” Aimee pointed. “I’ll meet you back in the kitchen area.”

I made my way out of the room in search of the bathroom. It was bigger than my whole apartment and had faucets that flowed down river stones into a natural-looking bowl. I wouldn’t have been surprised if there had been a blind dude in there handing out mints and cologne. If there had been, I would have told him about how fucked up of a situation I was in, he would have nodded sagely, offered me some wisdom, and I would have given him a great tip. But alas, I finished up and walked back to the kitchen to find Beth, Loretta, and Aimee chatting a bit.

“Okay, I am good to go,” I said with a confident thumbs up. Then I realized it probably looked kind of cheesy.

“It was great meeting you, Eric!” Beth walked toward me with her arms out, looking for a hug. Her arms circled around my neck as mine lightly circled her lower back. I could feel her squeeze me, and then her lips lightly touched my check. She whispered something Italian in my ear that made my whole body turn warm. Then she was out of my arms and walking away. She didn’t look back as she turned the corner toward the stairs.

“Nice meeting you, Eric,” Loretta called from behind the counter. I thanked her again for dinner and looked at Aimee.

“Shall we go?” I said as I walked toward the front door.

“We’ll go out this way,” she said as she pointed to the back corner by the exit outside. I gave her a puzzled look as I followed her out the back door. Then I realized I had left my shoes at the front door. Aimee waited while I got them.

The covered patio had a side walkway that led around the garden. I saw that it led to a large detached garage with eight bays. Oh that’s right; she had said we were going to take her dad’s car. She opened the side door and stepped into the garage, hitting a light switch with her left hand. I followed her inside.

There were four cars occupying the garage at the moment: a silver Lexus sedan, a white BMW convertible roadster, an amazing blue BMW M5, and the red car that Beth thought was hers, a Ferrari.

Now I wasn’t much of a car guy. I knew brands and what-not, just because it was something guys were supposed to know, like how to play football and fix a toilet. I didn’t really know which make or model of Ferrari it was, but I knew Ferraris were amazing cars. It wasn’t the traditional red you saw on the posters or books that had Ferraris on them. This was a darker, deeper red. It looked like blood. It had huge wheels that had a weird star pattern with five spokes, and I could see that the disc pads matched the color of the car. It was a two-seater with sleek lines and air vents, and it looked like it was already going 200 miles an hour even though it was sitting in the garage. All of the windows were tinted dark, so dark I couldn’t make out the interior. I thought it was illegal to get windows tinted that color. It also didn’t have a front license plate. I’m sure Aimee’s dad just paid whatever “fix-it ticket” the cops would give him. The car probably ate more in gas money a week than a ticket would cost.

“Uh oh. I knew this would happen!” Aimee said mockingly from beside me. “Tsk tsk tsk.”

“What?” I said, waking from a dream. I looked over to her. She had a smirk on her face.

“You love the car more than me, don’t you?” She started giggling. I couldn’t help but laugh.

“It’s really amazing. I don’t know much about Ferraris though. It looks fast!” I was failing to hold in my excitement. I didn’t know if Aimee would drive it fast, but it would be awesome just to take a ride in it at street speed. Some people might go their whole lives without even sitting in one of these cars! I made a slow circle around the beast, looking at it from all angles. Even the back looked fast. It had twin exhausts on each side, and the bottom looked like a solid piece of smooth black steel. Jack knew more about cars than I did. He could probably tell me what model this was, how many horsepower it had, and what its zero to sixty time was. I heard Aimee’s footsteps walk back over to the door we came through, and then the garage sliding door in front of the Ferrari opened quietly. Aimee walked back over to me.

“Here are the keys,” she said as she tossed them to me. I almost dropped them in shock.

“Wait. I’m driving?” I think my voice cracked.

“Yeah! It’s too fast for me. I thought you would like to!” She had a dazzling smile as she opened the passenger door. Her head disappeared as she sat down quickly.

I looked at the keyfob in my hand. It was a big black piece of leather, plastic, and metal with the yellow Ferrari box and a black dancing horse. I honestly didn’t know if I could handle a car like this. What if I crashed? How much were these cars anyway? A quarter million? A half million? I didn’t even know what this bar was like. It’s not like we would be driving to Rodeo Drive to go shopping. It was going to be in North Hollywood, and probably not in a part of town where people drove Ferraris. The car might get scratched or broken into. It would be my fault. Fuck.

I opened the door and sat down in the driver’s seat. The seats were soft black leather, and it smelled divine. The driver cockpit had bright yellow dials and digital displays. There were buttons everywhere. On the left side of the steering wheel was a red “Engine Start” button, and the right side had a dial with different drive settings.

The seat hugged my body from all sides as I practically fell into it. Whoops. I didn’t realize it was that close to the ground. Aimee was putting on a seatbelt that was actually a four-point harness with yellow Ferrari logos on it. This car meant serious business.

“Listen Aimee, I don’t know if this is such a good idea. What if something happens to the car?” I was worried.

“What can happen?” She looked at me with a smile.

“What if we get into an accident, or the car gets stolen, or something happens to it at the bar?” I thought of 100 things that could happen while the car was my responsibility.

“So what? We have insurance and LoJack. This car was meant to be driven and enjoyed. Think about how much of a stud you are going to look pulling up to the bar with this car and me on your arm. Every guy there will want to be you, and every girl will want to be with you.”

She was trying to appeal to my vanity, and it was working. I was thinking earlier about how some people have never even sat in a car like this. I had the opportunity to drive it, and drive it with a beautiful girl in the passenger seat. Every guy’s dream right? The chance to experience this was worth the fear I was feeling right now. I pushed the red button next to the steering wheel, and the engine roared to life, like a tiger’s growl.

“Whoa” was all I could get out. Aimee giggled.

I found the button to put the car in drive. There wasn’t any stick to shift, and I realized the car was controlled by levers on the wheel. Smart idea. I engaged first and pushed lightly on the gas. The car purred gently as it crawled out of the garage and onto the stone driveway. Aimee hit a button on the dash as we drove by the side of the mansion, and I saw the garage door descend in the rearview mirror. Aimee’s dad must be my height since I didn’t need to adjust any of the mirrors or the seat.

We got to the end of the driveway, and Aimee hit another button on the dash. Then the gate opened, and we were off the property and on the roads of Bel Air.

“I don’t really know how to get out of here. I used my GPS on my car to get here.” I looked over at Aimee.

“No problem! This car has a nav too. Let me figure out how to use it.” She touched a few other buttons on the center console, and a screen rose from the middle dash area. Aimee fiddled around with the touch screen for a few minutes, while giving me directions to get to Sunset Boulevard.

By the time I made it to Sunset, she had the computer set with directions to the bar. The clock said it was a quarter past nine, and the computer said we would be there in thirty-five minutes. I hadn’t really gone past twenty miles per hour yet, but after I turned on to Sunset, I opened it up a bit. Or at least I thought it was going to be a bit. Aimee and I ended up being thrown back into our seats as I quickly hit sixty in first gear. The engine grew from a deep purr to a joyful roar. She laughed as I remembered to flip the shift lever, putting it into second, and then quickly into third so the gas pedal wasn’t so sensitive.

“Daddy said he did the same thing when he first drove it. You’ll get used to it.” I nodded and started to smile. Sunset had some gentle curves. I had gotten my speed down to forty-five and was starting to get the hang of driving it. The seat and ride felt amazingly comfortable. I thought it would feel much harder.

“Take Sepulveda to the 405,” she said as I approached the right off Sunset. The computer said differently, but I followed her instructions. The car angled down the ramp and slid onto Sepulveda easily. I had my eyes transfixed on the speedometer. I was beginning to get a feel for the car. It was really easy to maneuver; it was just hard to keep it under the speed limit. The dark-red animal wanted to go fast.

We stopped at the intersection light next to the left turn onto the 405. An older-model Honda pulled up next to us, and a man and his wife looked over at the Ferrari; their mouths were open in appreciation. I’m sure the locals saw these cars every once in a while, since we were near Brentwood, Westwood, Bel Air, Hollywood, and Holmby Hills.

“These windows are so tinted; no one can see in. Hi!” Aimee said as she waved from her seat at the people next to us. They didn’t acknowledge her. The light turned green, and I made the left onto the ramp to get on the 405. There was no one in front of me, so I decided to open it up on the straight away.

Aimee cooed as the Ferrari ended up reaching 80 within a few feet of the on ramp. The engine sounded unreal as I merged into traffic. I was in second gear still, and I think I had an idiotic smile glued on my face. I was so glad I decided to drive. Actually, who was I kidding? Aimee convinced me. I looked over and saw her studying me carefully with a smug smile on her face. Her eyes had dark liner that accented their slightly almond shape. Her legs crossed at the ankles, and I could see the skirt ride up on her hips, exposing more of the smooth leg between the top of the boot and the skirt hem. She was gorgeous. I could have been sitting at home right now studying for classes that I was already weeks ahead on. I was such a prude.

The flow of the traffic was going about eighty, and I moved over to the left lane before we hit the grade that took the 405 over the Santa Monica Mountains and into the San Fernando Valley. On the freeway, the car felt magnificent. I could probably drive all day in the seats without fatigue, and it wasn’t bumpy at all, even though the 405 was pretty rough. I didn’t expect it to be more comfortable than my new car, but it was. The only issue I had was that I randomly put my left foot down where there should have been a clutch and tried to grab a stick to shift. Then I remembered the levers on the steering wheel.

“So, what do you think?” Aimee’s hand rested on my right shoulder. I should have been annoyed by her touch, but I was so happy with this new experience.

“This car is fucking awesome,” I said, breathlessly.

“I’m so glad you like it. You look good driving it. My dad only takes it out sometimes on the weekends. He doesn’t take it into work, because he wants to have a more-frugal image. I don’t know why, all the other people at his company drive nicer cars.” I looked at the instrument gauges more closely and saw the car had a little over 4,000 miles on it.

“How long has he had it for?”

“About a year, I think.” I guess he didn’t really drive it that much.

“What does he normally drive?” I asked. The garage was only half full, so I figured he must have taken one of the cars to the airport.

“He normally drives the blue BMW. He likes blue colors.” I recalled that it was a BMW M5. I hadn’t paid much attention to it in the garage, but I recalled that any BMW with an “M” on it was supposed to be fast. I didn’t ask why it was parked in the garage. Hell, he probably had a helicopter come pick him up from the house when he wanted to fly out. “The cute Lexus is mine; my parents sometimes take the little convertible into work together when the weather is nice; my mom has an Audi she likes; and Beth doesn’t drive yet.”

“Ahh, I was just going to ask you which cars were whose,” I said as I glanced over to her with a smile.

We reached the top of the grade, and the San Fernando Valley stretched out beneath us. I started to change lanes to get on the 101. A song started playing out of Aimee’s purse, and she dug around to find her phone.

“Hey Sam! How’s it going beautiful?” Aimee said. I could hear Samantha’s voice from the phone speaker, but I couldn’t make out the words. “Oh no! Is he going to be okay?” I looked over at Aimee. She looked concerned. “Icky! That sucks! Hold on a second, let me tell Eric.” Aimee put the phone down from her mouth. “Brent got food poisoning at dinner and is throwing up. Sam drove him home and is taking care of him.” Uh oh.

The wheels in my mind turned as I tried to figure out how to get back. I guess I could get off the 405 in Sherman Oaks after the 101 ramp and flip back around. I was a little disappointed I’d have to cut the drive so short, but there was only another ten minutes left in our trip anyways.

“Oh, okay.” Aimee was talking to Sam again. “Yeah, we’ll just pick them up at Will Call then. Tell him we hope he feels better.” Then she hung up. “He left two tickets under your name at the bar, so we can still get in. Sam was saying Brent told her this place was going to be full tonight, so we won’t be able to get in without the tickets.”

I glanced at her out of the corner of my eye. She had a smile on her face as she looked at anywhere but me. Crap. This wasn’t what I signed up for. I didn’t want to be there alone with Aimee. I thought Brent and Samantha were going to be there as well.

“Oh, okay, I guess that is good news. I mean, I hope he feels better, but I really wanted to see these guys play. You are still cool going, right?” I asked her. Maybe I would get lucky and she would say that she wouldn’t want to go. It was a shot in the dark.

“Oh, I totally want to go!” Aimee sat up in her seat. “We are going to have a great time. We’ll have an even better time with just the two of us.” I swallowed hard at the last sentence. She hadn’t really said it with any sort of emphasis on a double meaning; she sounded like her normal perky self. I looked over at her again and then back to the road. She was looking at her phone.

“Okay. I do feel a little weird that it turned out this way though. It feels more like a date now…” I trailed off, waiting for her to confirm or deny my statement.

“Well…” She paused as she put her phone back in her purse. “This is a date! I mean, we had dinner, dressed up, and are going to see a show. Date, right?” I could see out of the corner of my eye that she was staring at me intently. I was trying to get on the 101, and the off ramp was always a mess, so I didn’t want to take my eyes off the road.

“Listen Aimee…” I didn’t want to bring this up. I thought she agreed she wouldn’t be like this. I thought back to when I was playing piano; she had tried something then too. “I don’t think this is a good idea. Jack is your boyfriend and my best friend, and I-”

“Wait,” she said as she put her hand up. “Hold on a second. I think you have the wrong idea about Jack and me.” She sounded angry, but I couldn’t afford to take my eyes off the road. I dropped the car a gear and punched it to get around a slow car. The Ferrari ate the road up like a tidal wave and sounded twice as cool.

“What do you mean?” I asked once I got back down to eighty. I was safe on the 101, heading into North Hollywood.

“You are making it out to be more than it is. Maybe Jack told you differently. I mean, Jack is a great guy, but we’ve been dating for only a few months. I wouldn’t call him my boyfriend. I’m certainly not in love with him,” she said as if I should have known this.

I didn’t know what to say for a few seconds. It was obvious to me that Jack was in love with her, but I might have had my perception of the situation skewed. If someone as great as Jack loved her, then she must love him. Right? Maybe I had been telling myself a story about Aimee. If what she was saying was true, then it wasn’t so weird that she was flirting with me. She didn’t think she was attached to Jack. It still seemed weird though. My gut was telling me that it wasn’t as simple as she made it out to be.

“I don’t know, Aimee. You took the guy to Catalina with your family; you hang out with him most nights; you both have the same friends; and you spent the night together at his parent’s house. It sounds like you are more than ‘just dating’ to me.” I said it smugly. There. That’ll fix her wagon.

“I took a few friends with me to Catalina. Sam and Katherine went with me, as well. Remember, I also invited you, too? Jack didn’t tell you Sam and Katherine came with us?” I shook my head. Ugh. I was starting to feel sick. I really may have read this whole relationship wrong.

“I hang out with him most nights because he hangs out with me most nights, in study groups. Next quarter, we’ll have different classes, and we probably won’t see each other as much. And the friends, they are my friends. I brought him into my group. He doesn’t have a lot of friends at school. He’s pretty shy; you know that. My friends all like him because he is a nice guy. But if I decided to date someone else, Jack probably wouldn’t be hanging around them anymore.” She paused to study my reaction. I was pretty shocked. Not really at what she was saying, but at what I had assumed the situation was. I had really been wrong with everything.

“And as for the spending the night at his parent’s house, not that it is really any of your business, but we haven’t had sex yet. I was going to that night, but he got so drunk and stoned that he fell asleep. It really pissed me off. I was so fucking horny. I thought about sneaking into your room, but I saw Katherine and her friend walk in there so…” She looked out her window as she finished.

We didn’t say anything for a while. I wondered what would have happened if Katherine and Kim hadn’t come in, and instead Aimee would have walked into the shower with me. Would I have turned her away? I’m glad it hadn’t happened, so I would never know what I would have done. The booze and pot had made me super horny.

I thought about Jack. I didn’t know if Aimee was telling the complete truth, but she didn’t have much of a reason to lie, did she? I could see how I may have only looked at their relationship from his point of view: the love struck guy who had never really had a girlfriend and now found someone who was completely out of his league. I could easily see how he convinced himself their relationship was more than it was, and I saw how I bought into his story because I wanted him to be happy. Since I loved the guy like my brother, I probably thought everyone else would too once they got to know him. I thought about all the good times we had experienced through the years growing up. I thought about when he helped me overcome the depression from my parent’s death. I thought about last Saturday night at the restaurant when I had a nervous breakdown. He had been there for me.

Aimee might not want Jack, but that was her dumb mistake. He was a great guy and would have made her happy forever.

“So, why are you dating him, if you don’t like him?” I broke the long silence. My voice was slightly above a whisper. Aimee considered carefully before she turned to look at me.

“Don’t judge me, Eric. Everyone wants different things out of a relationship. I didn’t say I don’t like Jack. I just said I don’t love him. Maybe I will someday. Or maybe someone better comes along. And if someone better comes along, shouldn’t I go after him? Don’t you think I owe it to myself to have what I want in life? After all, I’m only twenty. I want something beautiful, and sexy, and romantic, and new. I have the rest of my life for everything else.”

I tried to find holes in her argument and I couldn’t. I thought about Kelly and me. I really did want a relationship with her, but let’s say it was a hypothetical, imaginary world where I was with Kelly, happy, and then I had met Aimee (in this hypothetical world, she wasn’t dating Jack). Wouldn’t I always wonder what it would be like to be with Aimee? What if I had met an eighteen-year-old Beth when I was Kelly’s boyfriend? Wouldn’t I always wonder what life would have been like if I had tried with Beth?

Then I came to an epiphany.

I realized that I might feel the same way if I was with Aimee, or Beth, and then I had met Kelly. It wasn’t about the girl. It was about the unknown. I didn’t know what I was missing, and the possibility that one of them was more right for me than the one I was currently with would have ruined any happiness.

Wasn’t that the way these stories went thought? Boy meets girl. They fall in love. They live happily ever after. It was probably a more realistic story to say: Boy meets girl. Then another girl. Then another girl. And so on… till boy realizes what he wants. Then, once he knows what he wants, the boy can meet a girl he knows he will love, or hopefully he hasn’t burned bridges with a previous one he would have been happy with. Then you figure the girl is probably doing the same thing the boy is doing: trying to figure out what she wants while tearing through different possible mates. This whole love thing gets pretty treacherous.

The 101 turned into the 134, and I easily flirted in and out of lanes and traffic to get into open lanes. I would have gotten a ticket if there had been a Highway Patrol around.

“Do you love Katherine?” Aimee’s question caught me off guard and interrupted my thoughts.

“No!” I said, maybe a little too suddenly.

“What about that other girl you were dating? The one from your school who plays volleyball?” I kept my eyes on the road and didn’t look at her. “Do you love her?”

“No. I like her though.” I didn’t know where this was going, but I had a feeling Aimee was about to school me in Love Logic 101.

“So, you like this girl… sorry, what is her name?” she asked.

“Kelly.”

“So, you like Kelly, but then you sleep with Katherine, or at least, I’m going to guess that you slept with her and her friend.” She waited for me to confirm or deny. After a few seconds, I hadn’t, and she continued. “But if someone better than both of them came along, would you want to date her? Sleep with her? Don’t you want to keep your options open? It’s kind of a rhetorical question, because you already proved my point by sleeping with Katherine.”

She had me there. Oh wait. No she didn’t. A good rebuttal popped into my head.

“Yeah, you are right, but the difference is that Kelly and I haven’t made any commitments to each other. If she wanted to be exclusive, I wouldn’t have slept with Katherine.”

“That’s a bunch of bullshit, and you know it. For one, Jack and I don’t have any sort of commitment to each other either. He’s been smart enough not to bring it up, because he knows what I would say. Second, are you telling me that you are going to deny yourself potential happiness because someone else wants a commitment from you? And, you don’t even care about getting a commitment from her? You are lying.”

“I’m not sure I follow.” The GPS showed that I needed to get off the freeway, so I angled the Ferrari through the right lanes. I was getting the hang of driving it now.

“Okay, you say you like this girl, Kelly, but you obviously didn’t like her enough to prevent you from sleeping with Katherine. Then you said that if Kelly had told you beforehand that she wanted a commitment from you, you wouldn’t have slept with Katherine. But if you really wanted a commitment from Kelly, then you wouldn’t have slept with Katherine in the first place, even without the verbal commitment beforehand. You would have said something like ‘Sorry Katherine, I really like this other girl, so I’m not going to sleep with you.’ But, you didn’t do that. You obviously didn’t care enough about Kelly to reject Katherine. So, in essence, you are saying that while you don’t really care about Kelly, you wouldn’t have slept with Katherine if Kelly had asked to be exclusive.” She finished with a self-satisfied “Hurmpf” at the end. “What do you think?”

I stopped at the red light on the freeway off-ramp, and we looked at each other across the seats. The streetlights almost couldn’t penetrate the tinting of the windows. What light did shine through bounced off the numerous yellow Ferrari brands that decorated the interior. For a brief second, I wondered if the manufacturers meant to be a bunch of narcissistic douchebags. “Hey assholes, in case you’re a complete fucking idiot and forgot you were driving a Ferrari, we put thirty-five yellow Ferrari logos all over the dash, seats, and steering wheel!” Actually, I probably wasn’t intended to appreciate all the branding. Hell, if I bought this car I would have wanted to be reminded every time I looked around that I owned it. I couldn’t even believe I was driving it.

“Give me a moment to think about it.” Aimee was starting to bring me over to her way of thinking. I thought about Kelly and Katherine. I know I had felt guilty, or had I? I didn’t want to hurt anybody, but at the time when I needed to make a decision, I decided for my own pleasure and potentially hurting Kelly instead of telling Katherine no. Refusing Katherine and Kim would have meant Kelly would never have the possibility of getting hurt. Trying to figure out if we were really committed to each other was just an excuse I was giving myself so I could justify my actions.

“So, even if Kelly and I had made a commitment, you think I would have still slept with Katherine?” I asked as the light turned green and I successfully accelerated the Ferrari onto Vineland Avenue, without breaking the sound barrier.

“Or you wouldn’t have, but then you would have been bitter. I’m sure you’ve seen all those couples who just aren’t happy with each other, but they stay together. That is how you would be.” Aimee seemed pleased that I had reached the conclusion she wanted me to. I guess arguing with Beth all the time made her pretty skilled at convincing people of her opinion.

We continued a few miles on the street. Everyone we drove by gawked at the car.

“I’m glad you and Jack are such good friends. He is a good guy, and I am happy dating him for now. But can you please just enjoy the time you spend with me? I want to enjoy every second I am with you. Jack is a big boy, and he can take care of himself.” Aimee’s hand rested on top of mine on the armrest.

I felt like she had out-maneuvered me. What could I say? “No, I’m not going to enjoy the time I spend with you?” But I feared agreeing with her would mean more than I wanted it to. Maybe, her and Jack’s relationship was not as it seemed, but I know Jack would be hurt if anything happened between Aimee and me. I sighed, trapped by my inability to tell this beautiful girl, no.

“Okay Aimee. I understand. Let’s just have fun tonight,” I said, hopeful she wouldn’t read that much into it.

We suddenly approached the bar. Actually, it looked like a massively popular club by the line that wrapped around the building and by the foot traffic.

“Whoa. I didn’t think it would be this busy. I guess these guys are good.” The people standing in line were staring at the Ferrari as I slowed down and drove past the place.

“This is going to be so fun! Oh look, a valet!” Aimee pointed to the front of the building. Several burgundy-vested guys were taking cars from patrons. This seemed like a really big production for North Hollywood. My guess was that this band was pretty close to making it. There must have been 300 people in line. I couldn’t believe how many people were here on a Tuesday night.

We pulled up to the valet spot, and I put the Ferrari in park. I felt a tinge of regret when I opened the door and realized I had to leave the plush seats. It wouldn’t be as bad as I would probably feel when I parked the car back at Aimee’s house and had to leave it forever.

The valet passed me a ticket.

“You mind if we park it in front?” he asked me as he eyed the car with hunger. I saw a small group of nicer cars parked off to the side of the curb. It was probably better off there than in whichever deserted lot they had to drive it to. I nodded to him and looked toward the entrance. It seemed like everyone in the line was looking at me and the car. I felt somewhat self-conscious.

Aimee’s door opened, and a spare valet scurried over to get the door. I walked around the front and gave her my hand so she could get out easier. She smiled at me sheepishly, swung both her legs together over the edge of the seat, took my hand, and pulled on it as she came up to her feet out of the car. I imagined it probably wasn’t an easy task to get out of a car that low in a skirt.

She wrapped her arm through mine as we walked toward the front door of the bar, which seemed to be more the size of a club as I looked at the building. We must have had 100 pairs of eyes on us. Actually, as I looked through the crowd, they were all on Aimee. Even the women looked at her with desire plain in their eyes. Women had way more power than men gave them credit for.

We had taken a few steps toward the entrance when I saw there were two ways in: a roped-off area to the left and the long line to the right. Where did you go if you had tickets at Will Call? As I was trying to figure out what to do, the massive bouncer at the front beckoned us over.

He had arms as big as my head and a mean-looking tattoo around his neck area. He looked at Aimee, checked her out in a completely nondescript way, and then looked at me.

“Come this way, sir.” He gestured to the roped-off area to the left. We followed him the fifteen feet to the other entrance, and he asked us to hold out our arms for wristbands. He put them on, pulled away the rope, and we were in.

“Jeez, that was easy,” I said, with relief when we walked into the dark building. I saw a large bar-cocktail area with about forty people sitting in it. The left side of the room had a hallway that I assumed went to rest rooms. The right side of the bar led to an opening that looked to be the concert room. I didn’t see anyone in the concert room, but I could only see the back quarter of it from where I was standing.

“Everything is easier with me!” she said with a charming smile. I smiled back at her nervously. I still had to make it through the show and then drive her home. The challenges weren’t over yet. “Want to get something to drink?” She pulled me toward the bar.

The bartender was a cute-looking girl who had a small upturned nose and various facial piercings. She looked at us inquisitively as we walked up. I wasn’t twenty-one, and neither was Aimee. I wondered if Aimee was going to order us a soda or something. Maybe, the wristbands meant we were old enough to drink? Perhaps the bouncer figured that someone who could afford the car I drove and the girl I was with was old enough.

“A Cosmo, a Crown and Seven, and three shots of Tequila,” Aimee said with a confident smile.

“What kind of Tequila?” the bartender asked, smiling back. Aimee was hard to resist.

“Whatever you like, cutie. The third one is for you!” The bartender laughed and walked away to get the drinks prepared. I shook my head in amazement. She looked back at me and winked discreetly.

After a few moments, the bartender came back with the two drinks and three shots. The three of us grabbed a lime, tossed back the drink, and then bit into the limes. It hit the back of my throat and burned a tiny bit.

“Thanks for the shot, that’s forty-seven dollars, Sweetie. You wanna open a tab?” she said as she looked at Aimee and then back to me.

“No, I’m taking care of you tonight, Eric.” Aimee stopped me as I reached for my wallet. She dug around in her purse and looked at the bartender. “He drove so I’m buying drinks for the night.” The bartender smiled and looked at me. “Keep it open please,” Aimee said as she handed the cute girl an American Express Black Card.

“You got it, Sweetie.” The bartender tried not to look shocked as she took the card and smiled back. Aimee passed me my drink and looked into my eyes.

“Cheers?” she said, holding up her glass.

“Yes. To fast cars and beautiful women,” I said as we clinked our glasses together. Hers was filled to the brim, so I didn’t tap it hard. She let out a sigh after she took her first sip. “Want to sit down?” I scanned the bar and saw an unoccupied booth in the corner. She nodded, and I led her over there.

“So you think I am beautiful?” Aimee said with a cute smirk on her face as we sat. The smirk was close to breaking into a grin. Shit. I had toasted fast cars and beautiful women. It was my theme for the night, so the words just came out.

“Ummm. Well, yeah. It shouldn’t come as a surprise to you. I’m sure you know how beautiful you are.” I needed to stop playing the defensive with Aimee. I was quick enough to direct the conversation where I wanted it to go.

“Yeah, but it is nice to hear you say it. Can you say it again?” Aimee couldn’t hide the smile now. Damn it. She looked so good.

“I think you are beautiful,” I said again after a few seconds. Why was I doing this? I suddenly realized I was following her agenda perfectly. Here I was, alone with her in a club, telling her that she was beautiful. How did I go from thinking she was a manipulative psycho bitch to this in only a few hours? She said that all of the group were her friends. Did she plan this with Brent? No, Brent first asked me if I could take Katherine. I was getting paranoid.

“Thank you, Eric,” she said as she looked into my eyes. With that look, I knew she wanted me. There was no more flirting or cute games. Her look was hot, burning desire, and she intended to have me tonight. I broke eye contact with her and turned to survey the bar as my heart beat frantically in my chest. Holy crap, I’ve gone through so many cardio roller coasters tonight I won’t need to run for a month. No one really stuck out in the bar. Aimee was hands down the best-looking girl I had seen so far. From the many careful glances of the other people in the place, I saw most agreed with me. The bartender pointed over at us. She was talking to a man in a dress shirt and green tie. His eyes followed her hand, and he looked over at our booth.

“I wonder when they will start letting everyone in?” Aimee said to bring my attention back to her. She was looking at the closed door that was holding back the massive crowd outside.

“It’s going to get packed in here once they do,” I said. I saw the guy in the green tie walking over toward us.

“Excuse me, folks,” he said, very carefully. “Can I get you anything to eat? Dinner or dessert perhaps?”

I looked at Aimee, and she smiled and shook her head no.

“I think we are good. Thank you.” I looked up at the man.

“How about something else to drink? I can bring out some champagne if you are interested.”

I looked to Aimee again. She definitely looked interested in that. I pondered the wisdom of ordering a carbonated drink. I wasn’t planning on drinking anymore after the whiskey and soda, but she may want more. Did I even want her drunk? That could be bad, but maybe I might be able to fend her off easier if she wasn’t sober. How fucked up was it that I wanted to get this gorgeous girl drunk so that I wouldn’t have sex with her?

“Champagne would be great.” He nodded quickly and opened his mouth. “Just whatever kind you want. Also, I think a few appetizers would be nice. Again, just whatever you want to bring us will be fine.” He nodded and disappeared.

I tried to avoid Aimee’s eyes as I looked around the bar again. A few more people had come in at the entrance we used, so the bar was filling up. I looked at my cell phone to check the time. Ten past ten. Looks like things were running late.

“So… how do these things work?” Aimee asked from across the table. I turned around to look at her. She was spinning her pointer finger in her Cosmo, the pink liquid making a small whirlpool.

“I think they’ll let some people in and then the band will start. Normally, they have an opening band play before, but I figured they would have started by now.” I paused as she pulled her finger out of the liquid and sucked on it. Her tongue licked it first, and then her lips engulfed it tightly.

“Umm, this is so good,” she moaned. “Want a sip?” My cock was a raging piece of steel in my pants. I think I got hard so fast that I started to feel light-headed.

“Ahh, I’m okay with mine. It does look good though.” She smiled at me from around her finger and slowly withdrew the tip from her mouth.

The waiter, or maybe he was a manager, brought over a bottle of champagne, an ice bucket, and two glasses. He opened it carefully and poured two glasses. He waited while Aimee and I took a sip each. She nodded at him, and he smiled and left without a word. I looked at the yellow label: Veuve Clicquot. I didn’t know anything about champagne, but it tasted fruity and good.

“Those girls over there are checking you out,” Aimee said as she looked over my shoulder. I resisted the urge to turn around.

“Really? Which ones? Are they cuter than you?” I asked, teasingly

“Ha! None of them are cuter than me. But practically every girl here is drooling over you.” She scanned the crowd behind me and at the bar. If anything, I thought the opposite was true; everyone seemed to be looking at her. “But you’re mine for the night!” Aimee stuck her tongue out at me and giggled. She was halfway done with her drink, but I didn’t think she was tipsy yet.

The waiter brought food over. Some bruschetta with multi-colored tomatoes, brie with crackers and berries, and bacon-wrapped dates. I thanked the waiter again, and he left. The food looked really good; I normally wouldn’t have been able to eat it, but I felt hungry, and eating would help fight against the alcohol I had drank so far.

I scooped up some brie on a cracker, and Aimee grabbed a piece of bruschetta.

“I didn’t think I was hungry, but this tastes really good!” she said as she covered her mouth with her hand and tried to chew. After a few minutes, we had cleared half the food and Aimee had finished her cosmo. There was a sudden uproar behind me; I turned around and saw that the doors had opened, and fans of the band were filing into the back room.

“You want to go in there?” Aimee said as she eyed the crowd.

“Nah. Not yet. Let’s sit here and talk, eat, and drink till the band starts.” She nodded and smiled.

Another fifteen minutes went by, and we had pretty much cleared the food. Aimee polished off a glass of the bubbly gold liquid. I was trading sips between my whisky and the wine, but I hadn’t really made a dent in either. I knew I was going to be driving again in a few hours.

Aimee said something, but I couldn’t really hear her. The crowd was really loud now. She tried again, and I just held a hand up to my ear and shrugged. Annoyed, she got out of her seat across from me and slid into the booth next to me. She scooted closer till our bodies were touching, and I was reminded of the piano bench earlier this evening.

“I really like hanging out with you. You make me feel good, and you’re so fucking hot.” Her mouth was next to my ear, and her right hand started to stroke my thigh. She was probably buzzed. My body was reacting to what she had said and the feel of her hand on my leg, but my brain was screaming for an escape. It wasn’t screaming very loud though. I could feel her wearing down my resolve, and it seemed inevitable she would get what she wanted from me. Maybe, I should just play the game the way she wants and hope I could squirm out of her plans. Resisting hadn’t worked so far. Perhaps I should try to seduce her and then make a break for it when we got back to her house? It sounded like a terrible idea, but I couldn’t think of any other options.

I looked into her face. It was just inches from mine, and her eyes darted down to look at my lips and then up to my eyes in excitement. I leaned in toward her slowly and smiled at her. She looked surprised for an instant, and then she opened her mouth slightly, closed her eyes, and waited for me to kiss her. I could feel her body tense as she held her breath in expectation.

She looked irresistible with her eyes closed and lips parted suggestively. I could just kiss her now and the whole game would be over. As my face descended toward hers, I predicted the events for the rest of the night: I would kiss her, we would watch the band play for a bit, but then would leave early, eager to consummate our relationship. We would make out with a passionate urgency in the leather seats of the Ferrari before we raced back to her place. Once we got there, we would go up to her room and drink of each other’s lust till the sun came up. I’d skip school, which I had never done, but still go to work the next day. I wondered what Aimee’s moans would sound like as I pleasured her, and it made my mouth water.

Those were the good parts. The bad parts would be thinking about Jack during the whole day. What would I tell him? I had also planned on hanging out with Kelly tomorrow night. I wouldn’t be able to give her my attention if I was busy thinking about Aimee and Jack. I already doubted my ability to concentrate on anything else but Aimee for a while, and I hadn’t kissed her yet

Instead of pressing my lips against hers, I angled my face alongside her chin and held my lips an inch from her beautifully crafted ears. I could feel her cheek against mine, and her head tilted away a bit to give my mouth more access to her ear and neckline.

“Let’s go see the band set up,” I said as nonchalantly as possible into her ear. Then I pulled my face a safe distance away, and looked at her.

Her beautiful face had a dozen painted emotions on it at once as she let out her breath: anger, desire, disappointment, excitement, fear, confusion, passion. She hadn’t expected me to do that, and she could barely nod in agreement with me as she tried to control her emotions and figure out what I was planning. I gestured with my hand toward the room where the band was setting up, and she slid back out of the booth.

My plan had worked! At least, this first part had. I sighed in relief as she turned her back to me when she was leaving the booth. Maybe I could keep this up all night. I’d lead her on, let her think she was getting what she wanted, and then escape before anything happened. It had seemed like a bad idea a few moments ago, but I totally knocked her off balance. After all, Aimee was just a girl. Granted, one of the most beautiful girls I’ve ever seen, but still a girl. Yeah, she was smart and charming and manipulative. But I’ve been around women before and seduced my fair share before my parents had died, and I wasn’t a depressed emo kid. I could play this game, walk this tightrope, and manipulate her toward my desires. She already told me in a roundabout way that she wanted me, but I hadn’t admitted that to her. I held all the cards.

Her hand grasped mine as I followed her out of the booth. Her other hand took my mostly full glass of champagne, and we made our way through the crowd in the bar area to the back room. The crowd was so thick, I was glad she was holding my hand or we would have lost each other. I think people subconsciously make way for couples who try to pass them. She was in front of me, leading me to the room. I tried not to check out the shape of her butt through the skirt, but her shiny leather boots drew attention to her legs and ass, like one of those spotlights shooting into the sky. I wasn’t the only guy distracted by her though; as we worked through the crowd, I saw most heads follow her. It was like a group of kittens mesmerized by the dangling bell on the string.

The concert room was packed full of bodies. We squeezed into the back corner of the room as the band came out. The lead singer started shouting something into the microphone as the guitarist and bass player tuned. There was more movement in the crowd as people in the other room heard music and pushed their way in. Aimee and I were pushed closer together as people filled in the space behind us and to our side. She squeezed my hand and smiled at me. Then she looked at her glass of champagne and took a small sip.

The band started their first song, and I was really impressed. They were kind of like a pop-punk-metal mix. The lead singer had tons of energy and played a great rhythm part. Her guitar was bright pink and had rocket ships painted on it. It went well with her sparkly jewelry. The audience was really into it, and I saw a friendly mosh/dance pit start to form near the front of the stage. The band finished their first song, and the crowd cheered loudly.

The second song had even more energy, and most of the front of the audience was jumping up and down now. The people were more subdued back where Aimee and I stood, but the people near us started to get jostled by the dancers in the front. Aimee got bumped, and a bit of her champagne spilled on the ground. She looked at the back of the guy who bumped into her with a frown on her face and tried to stand closer to me.

The second song ended, and I started to feel claustrophobic. There were really a ton of people in here, and it was almost impossible to move. I looked around and saw several other couples practically standing on top of each other in a hug to save space. Aimee got bumped again, so I acted without thinking and pulled her from my side to stand in front of me. She was facing away from me, toward the band, and I put my feet on the outside of hers. Carefully, I wrapped my arms around her tight stomach and pulled her back into my embrace. I felt her body relax as she leaned back into me. We were now taking up the same amount of space one person would have taken, and the crowd quickly filled in around us. Aimee’s free hand covered mine around her stomach and started to rub it. Her back pushed back a little more against my chest and hips. The sensation of her body against mine started to make my dick hard.

The third song was a slow ballad. Aimee’s hips and ass were doing slow circles against my crotch and pelvis. She wasn’t really dancing, since there was a lack of room, more like swaying with the music. I was rock hard, and she had to feel it press against her body when she moved against me.

About halfway through the song, she flipped her hair over my shoulder and leaned her head back to rest against my chest. She smelled like apples and flowers. Sweet and delicious. Her hair tickled my nose and across my earlobe. My grip tightened around her as I squeezed her to me. I felt her exhale in satisfaction, and her left hand started to rub mine a bit more urgently.

The singer thanked everyone for coming out and mentioned their website. The crowd became a little less dense in the room. Ballads were a good excuse to go grab a drink, and a good chunk of the people had moved to the other room. Their next song was high energy, and the crowd started getting into it again. Aimee had finished the champagne and held the empty flute glass in her hand. I was torn between the desire to get rid of the glass for her and fear of the empty feeling I would have once I let go of her. It was a bad idea to hold her against me. Her body fit well against mine, and my cock was especially pleased by her hip motions. Now she knew I wanted her too.

Realizing my mistake, I grew frustrated and took the glass from her hand and slid my arm away from her. My arms missed her instantly, but not as much as my cock did. She looked over her shoulder back at me as I took a few steps through the crowd and set the empty glass on a vacant table with other discarded booze. I made my way back to Aimee and stood next to her. There was a little more room now, and I didn’t think I should hold her like that again. I shouldn’t have in the first place. What was I thinking?

Aimee had other plans though. Now that I had already put my arms around her, she wanted it again. She stepped in front of me like a dancer about to twirl and then leaned back into me. My arms automatically circled her hips and stomach again. I let out a soft moan as I was assaulted by the pleasurable smell and feel of her body. I wondered if she could feel my heart pounding like a jackhammer through my chest and into her back. Probably not, the music was pretty loud, and I could also feel the bass guitar and drums reverberate through my body.

Aimee seemed satisfied enough in the position she was in for a few songs. But halfway through the fifth song on their set, which was a dance song, she wove her fingers through mine and started to pull my hands off her stomach.

I didn’t know what she intended, but I shouldn’t have been surprised; she moved my hands down to the sides of her hips and then pushed her ass harder against my throbbing cock. The sides of her hips and thighs felt amazing. She wasn’t as muscular as the volleyball girls were, but she still had a rocking body. She probably spent lots of time at the gym. The material of her skirt was smooth, as was her skin. My hands slid effortlessly down from her hips to her thighs, to the top of her skirt, and then back up again. In shock, I realized I was the one instigating the movement of my hands over her tight body. Her arms were up in the air as she tried to dance in the tight crowd. Other fans of the band were doing the same movements in sync with the singer, whose hair was bouncing on stage.

When I reached her hips again, I pulled her back into my cock slightly. My penis was screaming in frustration at the layers of clothes between our bodies. I could feel pre-cum flow from its tip. It was making my underwear even more uncomfortable.

Aimee’s body seemed to acknowledge my hint, and her ass ground even harder against me. My dick sat painfully pointed up in the crack between her butt cheeks. It wanted inside of her so bad. I wanted inside of her just as much. For a brief moment, nothing else mattered. I didn’t care about Jack, Kelly, Katherine, Kim, Beth, my parents. I just wanted Aimee as she danced against me and my hands roamed her perfect body.

She spun around, and I found her face inches from mine. Her face looked excited, and her eyes were pleading as she looked into mine. My hands found themselves cupping her perfect butt cheeks. They were firm and tight. I slowly squeezed them, and I could see her open her lips and moan, even though I couldn’t hear it. Now would be the perfect time to kiss her. I remembered I had already predicted what would happen if I opened that door. I thought about Jack, why hadn’t he called me yet tonight? What would I say to him tomorrow after I fucked the girl he was in love with? I couldn’t do this. I needed to be strong. Aimee’s hands were around my neck. I was lucky she was wearing a skirt. If she had been in pants, she probably would have been straddling one of my legs and grinding me that way. I wouldn’t have been able to resist that.

“Want to get out of here?” I yelled over the crowd as her lips approached mine.

I could see the same variety of emotions across her face. She was annoyed I interrupted her kiss, but then she probably thought leaving the show early meant more time for us to enjoy each other privately back at her house. She grinned like the Cheshire Cat and nodded. Her eyes were wide, and she bit her bottom lip as I led her out of the concert room, back toward the bar to pick up her credit card.

Aimee waved to the bartender and made a writing motion with her hand. There was no way anyone could hear anything unless you wanted to get face to face with the person and yell. The bartender brought over the bill, and Aimee didn’t even look at it as she signed quickly. I wondered how much it actually was. Had they charged us for the champagne and appetizers? I heard that Black Card holders got special treatment. Like it mattered. Aimee’s boots probably cost more than eating here for a week did.

Now that she wasn’t grinding me, I could think clearly. I could still get out of this. Once we got back to her place, I could just say I had class and work the next day and beat a hasty retreat. She turned toward me after she finished signing. The look in her eyes made me think it wasn’t going to be that easy. She looked like she was smoldering and needed a bucket of water thrown on her, or my cock in her. I’d have to walk this tightrope for another hour at least, alone in the car with her, and hope I didn’t fall.

The front of the club was pretty empty. Just the large bouncer we had seen before, a few people smoking, and the valets. I saw the Ferrari parked ten feet from the valet stand. I didn’t need to give them my ticket; they remembered Aimee and me.

“Help me get in?” she asked as she tugged me toward the passenger side of the blood-red car. The valet opened the door. She grabbed my hand and then carefully lowered herself into the seat with her legs together. Once her butt was secure in the seat, she swung her leather-encased stems off the street and into the car. She looked at the crotch of my jeans and then up at my face with a smile.

I passed the valet ten bucks as he opened the door for me. I spent a few seconds getting the harness on, and then I hit the red button next to the steering wheel. The monster purred to life like a hungry lion. I checked the street for traffic and set off back toward the freeway.

“That was really fun!” Aimee said happily. She was squirming in her seat a bit.

“Yeah, I really liked that band. I don’t know if they will be that successful though.” I trailed off. This was good. Let’s just talk about the band and show for the rest of the car trip.

“Why not?”

“They weren’t mainstream enough. It’s sad, but I don’t think they’ll get any radio play here in LA. But what do I know? I’m sure someone once thought U2 weren’t mainstream enough. Brent knows this industry way better than me, so he probably has a better guess.”

“Well, the band was good, and you were good,” she purred from the seat next to me. I looked over at her cautiously and thought she was going to unbuckle her seat harness and jump me. “I really liked your arms around me. I think we are a good fit. What do you think?” I looked back at the road.

“Listen Aimee, I…”

“What did we talk about before we got here? Just have fun with me tonight. I could tell you were having fun. Your dick is still hard. I can see it through your jeans.” It was true. I hadn’t calmed down yet from her body rubbing against mine. “Your hands felt so good on my body. I can’t wait till we get home,” she finished. She squirmed again in her seat as she fiddled with her seat harness.

I didn’t know what to say. How could I get out of this? The on-ramp to the 134 freeway was ahead. I turned onto it and hit 100 before switching to third gear. Driving fast would take my mind off our conversation. There wasn’t any traffic on the freeway. The dashboard clock said it was thirteen minutes past midnight (was there a Ferrari logo on the clock too?!) and it was a Tuesday night… errr Wednesday morning.

I dropped the speed down to eighty and cruised. We had forty-five minutes ahead of us, alone in the car. I’m sure I would think of a way out of fucking her before we got back to her house. Did I even want to say no? I thought about Jack again. He would be crushed if he found out. Would he find out? The thought of keeping a secret from him made me feel terrible.

“Come on, Eric! Smile for me! You look so glum. The night is still young, and we have already had so many good memories.” Her left hand grabbed my right, which was resting on the center console. She squeezed it.

“Do you have class tomorrow?” I asked, trying to change the subject. I forced some sweetness in my voice.

“Yeah, but not till eleven. And it is an Anthropology class. General Education. I could be half asleep and get an A in it. I’m good to go till like… ummm ten?” She giggled.

I was going to respond when I felt her raise my hand off the armrest. For a second, I was confused. I was about to take my eyes off the road to see what she was doing when I felt her lips gently kiss the bottom of my wrist. Her tongue lightly touched the skin first, before her lips pressed against it, sucked slightly, and parted. Then her tongue licked the same spot, and she repeated the kiss.

I couldn’t believe what she was doing, but I should have expected it. I also couldn’t believe how amazing it felt. I remembered how her tongue flirted with my lips the night we first met. I looked over at her. I think my mouth was open so wide you could have fit a bowling ball in it. She was holding my arm with both hands and gently licking, kissing, and sucking on my wrist where the fleshy part of my palm turned into the veins of my arm. Her eyes looked into mine seductively, and a moan escaped her lips.

I couldn’t talk. My head was swimming with emotions and sensations. She lightly bit my wrist and then kissed it again. I felt like my cock was about to rip through my jeans, and I started moaning. It came out of my chest like an escaping space shuttle. I couldn’t help but lean closer to her so she could lick it easier. I turned back toward the road so I wouldn’t crash. That would have been embarrassing.

I gasped as her tongue licked the tip of my pointer finger. I looked over at her as another moan ripped through my body. Her pink tongue licked along the sides and over the tip of my finger while she closed her eyes. She looked like she was enjoying a piece of decadent chocolate. Her eyes slowly opened halfway to look at me. She saw me watching her, so she smiled and slid my finger into her mouth.

The inside of her mouth felt amazing. I didn’t even know what she was doing or how she was doing it, but every breath leaving my body was a moan. She sucked when I needed to be sucked; she licked when I needed to be licked, and her mouth put the perfect amount of pressure on my finger. Katherine and Kelly were amazing with their blow jobs, but Aimee was bringing me close to an orgasm with my fucking finger. I couldn’t believe it. I felt my hips start to buck. My cock was jealous.

“Oh my god, Aimee. That feels so good,” I said through gasps. She moaned and pulled my finger out of her mouth briefly. Cold air hit it, adding to the sensations running through my mind.

“I love hearing you say that. Say it again.” Her mouth ran down my finger again.

“That feels so good, Aimee; I can’t believe how good it feels.” I was lost. If she told me to pull over right now and fuck her, I would. Sorry, Jack. I couldn’t help myself.

“Do you want me?” she purred the question as I felt my finger get cold again.

“Yes. I want you sooo bad, Aimee. Fuck. Oh god.” She went back to licking my finger.

“That’s exactly what I wanted to hear, Eric.” She moaned around my finger. “I wanted you the first second I saw you. When we get back home, I’m going to fuck you like I should have done last Saturday.” I moaned again. Somehow, we had made it to the 101, and I was about to get on the 405. This car practically drove itself now. “Before we get home, you should know something…” Aimee continued. Her voice was dripping with honey.

“Ohhh?” I couldn’t tell if I moaned it or whispered it.

She stopped licking my hand and gently laid it on her left leg, just above the end of her leather boot. I could feel the smooth inside of her thigh. In less than thirty minutes, those legs would be wrapped around my waist or my face, as I pleasured her.

“I’m not wearing any panties,” she said it seductively, but it hit me like Big Ben rings across London at midnight. She took her hands off mine. It was apparent what she wanted me to do.

If the Greek stories were true, then the sirens looked like Aimee, spoke with her voice, and tempted Ulysses’ men with the same methods Aimee was using on me. I’d been sucked in by her. Her lifestyle was everything people wanted. The money, the power, the freedom, the beauty. All of her friends were part of the tapestry. They were all good-looking, rich, and they invited me in. They picked me out of my middle-class lifestyle and offered me a taste of what they had. Did I want this? Would it make my life better? Was betraying my best friend for a taste of Aimee and her life worth it? I thought about Aimee’s views on love. Would she break up with Jack tomorrow? Would I be her next flavor till she got tired of me? Was that the way it should be? I agreed with her during the ride to the club, but now I felt panic.

My mind spun as I tried to decide what to do. It was my decision now. I just had to move my hand a few more inches and Aimee would be moaning like I was moments ago. Then I realized it was too late for my brain to make a decision. My hand had already slid down her leg.

We both gasped as my fingers, wet from her tongue, rubbed against the lips of her dripping wet pussy and slid inside of her.

She was tight and warm. I couldn’t really fit more than my pointer finger in. After a few seconds, I slowly pulled it out. I could hear the sound of it sliding out of her over the engine of the car. She moaned as I pushed it in again. This time, I went in a bit deeper.

It was an awkward position. The Ferrari was pretty wide, and the seats were low. I had to lean a bit toward her, angle my arm over the center console, and face my palm toward her door. My thumb ended up finding her clit, while my pointer finger pushed and rubbed into her wet hole. My fingers and thumb were dripping with her wetness after a few seconds. She was really turned on.

“Eric. Eric. Eric. Eric.” She was chanting my name over and over. I looked over to see her reaction to my fingers. She had her lower body pushed toward me slightly, and her back was pressed as far as she could get it toward the door so I would have easier access to her pussy. Her eyes were closed tightly, and her mouth was open in a mixture of pleasure and agony. Her legs were spread wide out across the floor of the car, feet flat so her knees were actually higher than her hips.

I turned back to the road and dropped the car from eighty to sixty-five. There was no way I was going to be able to concentrate on driving while I was fingering her. I was glad the windows were so tinted.

Every breath from her body was a soft moan as I attacked her pussy for the next few minutes. My thumb seemed to have found a circular pattern her clit enjoyed. Her hips unconsciously began to rotate a tiny amount in the seat as I established the tempo. I found that the finger probing her vagina really couldn’t get as deep as I wanted it to go, but that if I slightly hooked it upwards and dragged it out very slowly against the velvety texture of her wall, then she cried out in ecstasy and moaned again when I thrust it back in quickly. Her moans, my name, the wet, slippery sounds of my fingers against her pussy lips, and the sound of the car engine were all that I concentrated on for the next ten minutes.

“Oh my god, Eric. This feels so fucking good. I can’t believe how good it feels. Ohhhh.” It was the first time she had said anything other than my name. I looked away from the road to see her. Her eyes were halfway opened and staring at me in adoration. She was biting her lower lip in between moans. Her right hand was grabbing onto the armrest on the door, and her left was digging into the center console. I suddenly pulled out of her and moved my hand away toward my side of the car.

Her whole body twitched as she felt my fingers leave their duties. Her eyes opened wide, and she looked at me with a mixture of confusion, lust, and displeasure. Before she could say anything, I licked my pointer finger slowly, to get a taste of her. She tasted like olive oil with a hit of lime. Delicious.

“You taste amazing, Aimee. I’m going to love eating you out when we get back,” I said with a smile as I licked my finger again. Her eyes got wider, and her left hand fluttered to her mouth. She let out a whine as she watched my hand go back down toward her pink lips.

That did it. As soon as I resumed my rubbing on her clit, her hips started to buck. I could feel her pussy clench around my finger, and she moaned a long gasp of agony, spiked with pleasure. I pushed my finger into her as far as it could go, so I could feel her orgasm, and then I pressed down gently on her clit with my thumb. Her body rocked up and down for almost a minute as she gasped, cried, bit her hand, and finally screamed my name. Her tight pussy walls had squeezed my finger at least thirty times while the long orgasm ravaged her body. She sighed and leaned back into the chair. She was gasping for breath like she had just run up ten flights of stairs.

Her hole made one last wet, sucking sound of regret as I pulled my finger out of her. I licked both my fingers and thumb again, enjoying her taste. I didn’t want any of it to go to waste.

It took her awhile to regain her composure and speak. I exited the 405 onto Sunset Boulevard. We were probably ten minutes from her house now.

“Eric.” She paused and gasped a bit. “That was so fucking good.” She breathed in deeply and breathed out again. “I mean, I’ve never had one which lasted that long. Ummm… and you used your fingers! I can’t even get myself off like that with my fingers.” She moaned again. “Oh my fucking god. That was so good.” She turned away from me to stare out the window and sigh. In the passion of the moment, I had forgotten about my dick. It was still as hard as a steel pipe and starting to get angry. I was going to need to come soon. I didn’t think it would be a problem.

“I liked it too. Your pussy tastes so amazing.” She moaned and looked back at me. “What about at your house? Ummm… are, like, Loretta and Beth going to be around?” I turned into Bel Air. Almost there.

“Loretta goes home after she cleans up dinner, and Beth goes to sleep every night at ten sharp. Her room is on the other side of the house from mine, and the walls are thick. I’m seriously going to fuck your brains out. I’m going to make you come like I just did.” She had a big grin on her face. She had gotten what she wanted. Or at least she was about to.

Aimee hit a button on the dash as we approached the gate to her estate, and the massive doors opened. Within seconds, she hit another one to open the garage door concealing the Ferrari’s spot.

“Can you back it in?” she asked as she grabbed her purse from the floor. I nodded and angled the car backwards into the port. Then I put it in park and turned off the engine. In any other circumstance, I probably would have spent a few minutes looking over the car again, trying to capture all of the memories and store them so I could remember the experience correctly for the rest of my life, but Aimee’s door flew open as soon as I cut the engine, and she was out. The thought of what awaited us in her bedroom was more intriguing than the Ferrari. I did look back at it one last time as Aimee put the keys on a hook and led me out of the garage. Maybe, someday, I would drive it again.

She grasped my hand firmly as we walked on the covered path through the back garden area toward the house. There were enough lights on the walkway to let me see her hips sway. I wouldn’t be satisfied having her once tonight. She had teased, taunted, and flirted with me too much. My head had been filled with the thought of her. No, we were probably going to be fucking till the sun came up.

Aimee let go of my hand when she reached the door to the house, opened it, and smiled back over her shoulder as she walked in. We took a few steps down the short hall and stepped into the kitchen, where the breakfast nook area we had eaten dinner was.

“Hi Aimee! How was the show?” Aimee stopped dead in her tracks, and I almost bumped into her.

Beth.

“What the hell are you doing awake?” Aimee couldn’t contain her frustration and anger.

“What do you mean, Sis?” Beth asked innocently. I took a few steps around Aimee to get a view of the room. Beth was sitting at the table in the same outfit she wore at dinner. Blue scrubs, with her hair up in a bun. She had a thick-looking, blue paperback book in her delicate hands. It had what looked like a patent plan of a missile on the cover, but I couldn’t make out the title. There was a steaming mug, either coffee or tea, on the table next to her. When Beth saw me, her eyes lit up. “Hi Eric!” She dropped the book and jumped out of her chair. Before I could think, she had her arms around me in a fierce hug. I had to take a step back since she hit me full speed and almost knocked me over.

“You’re supposed to be in bed!” Aimee cried out. Her face was red, and her hands were clenched into fists. She was fucking pissed.

“Oh I know; I normally go to bed, but I wanted to see how your ‘really not a date’ went with Eric. I was actually hoping he would come back with you so we could talk more about my art.” Beth couldn’t have said it nicer. She either didn’t get what was going on, or she was a phenomenal actress. She turned her face back to look at me. “Did you like my car? It’s so fast, huh? It has a twelve-cylinder engine!”

Beth still had her arms around my neck, and I suddenly realized I had my hands around her hips; my fingertips laid across the top of her ass cheeks. Her lithe body was fully pushed against mine, and my cock was still as hard as a rock. She had to feel it poking her in the abdomen. She knew what she was doing.

“Ummm… yeah it was really fast. I liked driving it.” I let go of her hips and put my arms to my side. Hoping she would get the hint and let go of my neck.

“Awesome! I’m glad you liked my car. You can drive it anytime you want to. Just come over!” Beth’s face was inches from mine. She smiled joyfully as she wiggled her body against mine, making my cock ache, drag, and push harder against her. Oh, fuck me.

I looked over to Aimee in panic. She was at a loss for words. Her face was so upset and angry I thought steam would come out of her ears at any second. She finally managed to get a word out.

“Get off him, Beth!” Aimee grabbed onto her and yanked her from me. Beth’s mouth opened in surprise as she let out a cute little yelp and let go of me. She seemed to turn Aimee’s violent push into a dance move.

“Sorry, Sis! You know how excited I get when I make new friends.” Beth smiled at Aimee and leaned her head to the side like a puppy. I noticed she wasn’t wearing her massive black watch.

It looked like Aimee was two seconds from punching Beth in the face. Her whole body was shaking in anger. I needed to do something quick or there was going to be blood.

“The band was really good, but we decided to come home before they finished.” I stepped slightly in front of Aimee and grabbed her hand. It was clenched into a tight fist, and she didn’t grab me back.

“Oh! Well… can you look at some more of my paintings? I didn’t really have much of a chance to talk to you about some of them.” Beth locked eyes with me and smiled with excitement. I felt myself falling into them. What was I doing here? Fuck. I couldn’t do this with Aimee now. Maybe after Jack and she were finished and he had recovered from the heartache. I sighed.

“Eric and I were going to talk privately.” Aimee couldn’t disguise her malice. “I thought you were going to be in bed.” There was a clear threat there.

“Oh, Sis, I’m so sorry! I just thought, you know, that because it wasn’t really a date, Eric may want to spend some time talking with me about my art when he got back. At least, I hoped he would…” she looked back to me with a smile. Holy crap, this girl was good. My stomach fluttered whenever she looked at me. I reminded myself, again, that she was sixteen, and I had been two minutes from screwing her beautiful sister. This whole night was so fucked up. I needed to get out of there.

“I’d love to another time, Beth, but I have school tomorrow and then work. I think I need to head home.” I took a step toward the foyer on the other side of the house. My car seemed so far away.

“No!” Aimee and Beth both almost shouted at once. They looked at each other. Beth with a smile on her face, Aimee with horror and rage.

“Just hang out a little bit more. I wanted to finish the discussion we were having in the car,” Aimee pleaded with me. Her anger was forgotten for a second as she turned away from Beth to look at me.

“Yeah, we can turn on the TV or something and talk. You can lose a few hours of sleep tonight, right?” Beth continued, after Aimee finished.

“Shut the fuck up, Beth! You fucking bitch!” Aimee’s face contorted in anger as she swung around to look at Beth.

Beth’s mouth formed a little O shape, but she didn’t look startled or scared by her sister’s outrage.

“I really should be going. I had a really nice time tonight, Aimee.” I started to walk toward the door. This is what I needed. I needed some time and space away from Aimee to think about things. Beth luckily had given me the escape route.

“No, wait. Let me just get rid of Beth,” Aimee pleaded as she walked after me. I could see the front door in the distance. It was like the peak of a far away mountain.

“But Eric likes talking to me! Why can’t the three of us hang out?” Beth chimed in from somewhere behind Aimee, who was a few steps behind me.

“I swear to God, Beth. If you say one more thing, I am going to fucking slap you!” Aimee was trying not to scream, but she wasn’t successful.

I made it to the door and started to open it. I turned to face Aimee. The look on her face almost broke my heart. She looked like she was about to burst into tears. I hesitated for a few seconds. This whole thing was too weird. Beth was involved now, and I still had Jack to consider. I needed to get some space. Aimee and I needed to talk on the phone about this. I couldn’t think clearly when I was around her.

“Please stay.” It was a whisper. A plea. Her eyes were filled with emotion.

“I had a great time. We need to talk tomorrow.” Her eyes started to get watery. “I’ll call you.” I stepped out the door.

“Bye,” she choked out with an endless supply of remorse. Before I got to the car, I heard Beth yell. I turned around to see her bound down the steps, past Aimee, toward me. If looks could kill, Beth would have burst into flames from Aimee’s glare.

“It really was good meeting you. Can I see you again?” Beth started to shiver as soon as she finished the question.

“Jeez, Beth, it is really cold out here. Go back inside!” I pointed back to the house. She was smiling.

“I will. As soon as you tell me I can see you again.” Her teeth were clattering. I wanted to wrap my arms around her and make her warm. Fuck, I needed to get out of there.

“Yeah, sure. I have to go. Get inside!” I turned around and walked toward my car, unlocking it with the remote. Hopefully, she would get the clue and go back inside. Hopefully, Aimee wouldn’t kill her tonight after I left.

I started the engine and frowned. I was so happy with my new car, but it was nothing compared to the Ferrari. Was that going to be a metaphor for my life with Aimee’s friends and my old, carefully planned path? I looked back at the house cautiously, and Beth was skipping back to the doorway. Aimee’s jaw was clenched; I couldn’t tell if she was crying. I shifted into first and crawled away down the cobblestone driveway toward the gate. It opened automatically as I approached it. Then I was out. Free.

End of book 1


[image: ]

Thank you for reading this novel. Interested in reading more Rock God? Click HERE, leave a review, and let me know that you want more!

 

A letter from the author:

Dear reader, if you REALLY want to read the next Rock God novel- I’ve got a bit of bad news for you. Unfortunately, Amazon will not tell you when book 2 comes out. They also won’t tell you when book 3, or 4, etc... are published. You’ll probably never know about my next books, and you’ll be left wondering what happened to Eric, Jack, Beth, and Aimee. That’s rather tragic.

There is good news though! There are three ways you can find out when the next book is published:

1) You follow me on Amazon. You can do this by going to the store page of this book and clicking on the Follow button that is under the picture of me riding my mountain bike. If you follow me, Amazon will send you an email when I publish a book. You’ll just have to make sure you check the emails they send.

2) You join my mailing list by clicking here. When you join, I’ll send you a welcome email with some cool concept art for Persephone. She’s a beautiful ship, and you are going to love how she looks. You’ll also get my fantasy novella Rose Boy for free.

3) You join my Facebook Fan group and follow me on my Facebook page. Then you’ll know when I come out with a new book.

Doing any of these, or all three for best results, will ensure you find out about my next book when it is published. If you don’t, Amazon will never tell you about my next release. Please take a few seconds to do one of these so that you’ll be able to join Adam, Eve, Z, and Persephone on their next adventure.

----------------------

I have two bestselling fantasy series you might like. One is The Destroyer, the other is Lion’s Quest. If you like dark fantasy with a lot of violence and sex, you’ll love The Destroyer. If you prefer less sex you might like Lion’s Quest. Both of the series are epic fantasy, so each novel is two or three times the length of “normal” sized novels.

 

You can read The Destroyer here FOR FREE in the USA

You can read The Destroyer here FOR FREE in the UK

You can read The Destroyer here FOR FREE in Canada

You can read The Destroyer here FOR FREE in Australia

Or- keep reading for an excerpt!

If you’ve got Kindle Unlimited, you can read Lion’s Quest:Undefeated for free. If you are hesitant to buy it for the price I have listed- I stand behind all of my novels. If you buy Lion’s Quest: Undefeated and you don’t like it, let me know and I’ll do what I can to make you right.

 

Get Lion’s Quest: Undefeated here:

Amazon USA

Amazon UK

Amazon Canada

Amazon Australia

 

To get updates on future novel releases, and to receive a free copy of his short novel Rose Boy, subscribe to Michael-Scott's newsletter here.

 

To find out more about Michael-Scott and his novels please visit:

 

www.michaelscottearle.com

 

Editing by Daniel Schmitz, Ginger Earle, Nick Kuhns, Diane Velasquez, Deborah Haggitt, Jacqueline Miles (who also edits my audio books), Holly Lenz, Wanda Jewell, Cody Elyko, Jay Taylor, Lucas Luvith, Kenneth Smith, Anthony DePaolo, Alex Hyde, and Zach Summers.

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


[image: ]

 

Copyright © 2018 by Michael-Scott Earle

 

[image: ]

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

cover.jpeg





images/00020.jpeg





images/00022.jpeg





images/00021.jpeg





images/00023.jpeg





images/00017.jpeg





images/00016.jpeg





images/00019.jpeg





images/00018.jpeg





images/00011.jpeg





images/00010.jpeg





images/00013.jpeg





images/00012.jpeg





images/00015.jpeg





images/00014.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg





images/00008.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg





images/00009.jpeg





