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Chapter 1

I pulled up to Beth and Aimee’s house a few minutes before ten o’clock. It was amazingly quiet on top of the hill on which their house sat, and the day was beginning to get windy. It was a colder wind coming off the Pacific, and the endless sea of long thin grass that blanketed the estate grounds waved with each breath of breeze like ocean waves. I parked next to the beautiful fountain again and got out of my car with as much enthusiasm as I could muster.

“What am I doing here?” I asked myself while I stared at the koi fish statues in the fountain. I should have spent this day alone in my apartment with my guitars, or maybe even agreed to visit Kelly’s family. Instead, I was about to hang out with one of the richest families in all of Los Angeles and try to fend off the advances from their underage daughter while trying to figure out my exact relationship with their eldest.

Yeah. I shouldn’t be here.

Yet, here I was; staring at the water flowing out of the mouths of a dozen copper koi fish and debating whether I could just leave and stand up Beth again. She’d be mad, but maybe it would be mad enough for her to stop pursuing me once and for all. She’d go back to her life of being a model-artist-genius, and I could go back to not thinking about her.

If that was what I really wanted.

That still didn’t solve my problem with Aimee though. I didn’t even know where our relationship stood anymore. Two weeks ago, I’d been ready for her to dump Jack so I could date her. Or maybe she had me convinced that Jack and she weren’t really an item. If Beth hadn’t of interrupted us after the show, we would have been lovers. Did Aimee know that Beth had been coming over to my house? Had Aimee talked to Jack?

“Hi Eric!” Beth called out from the door of her house. I spun around from the fountain and saw the beautiful girl waving to me. She was wearing a bright-red sleeveless dress with a wide skirt that came down to a little above her knees. She was barefoot, and, once she saw me turn to her, she danced toward me onto the cobblestone driveway.

“I’m so happy you are here.” She stood in front of me and smiled. The expression was more cute than beautiful, and I noticed her hands were nervously entwined together.

“Thanks for inviting me.” I ran my left hand back through my hair like I did whenever I was nervous. Fuck, I shouldn’t be here.

Suddenly her arms were around my neck, and her lips, along with the front of her slender body, were pressed against me. It was a quick kiss, with no tongue, and I hadn’t even realized what happened until she pushed away. Then she giggled and spun away from me like a ballet dancer, complete with a pointed toe.

“Come inside. We are about to start on brunch and were just waiting for you.”

“Okay. Where is Aimee?” I realized that if Beth’s older sister had just seen her kiss me, then she might inflict some violence.

“She heard the buzzer at the gate for you and said she had to finish getting ready.” Beth grabbed my left hand with her right, and our fingers entwined. “I’m going to guess she’ll be down in a few minutes. Which is good, I get you all to myself.” Beth pulled me into the foyer of her massive house and then pointed to the shoe rack. I nodded at her and used the opportunity to free my hand from her grip so I could take off my shoes.

“My parents are this way.” Beth tried to grab my hand again, but I looked in the other direction, at some of her paintings on the wall, and stepped away so that she couldn’t reach me.

“I didn’t see these the first time.”

“They are new.”

“I like this one.” It was a series of green islands dotting a blue ocean. On one of the islands was a crumbling castle. A woman with a long, tattered white dress sat on a boulder and seemed to be watching the castle. I realized that it was as if Beth had caught the fortress in the middle of crumbling.

“I’m glad you do. We’ll have plenty of time to look at the rest of my stuff. I intend to take you on a tour of the house, but first I want you to meet my parents.” She tugged on the sleeve of my shirt, and I followed her through the long hallway toward the kitchen. Every step toward our destination made my heart beat a bit faster and my nerves become tenser. This was a bad idea, and I should have stayed home.

“This is Eric!” Beth declared happily as soon as we walked into the kitchen. Her parents were moving around the kitchen with Loretta, and the three of them stopped their cooking tasks to look at me.

“Hello Eric.” Beth’s handsome dad wiped off his hands with a towel and took the few steps toward me. He was a tall man, maybe six three, and looked to be in perfect health. He had darker-blonde hair and the same striking blue eyes that Beth and Aimee possessed. I saw other similarities between the man and his two daughters. Beth shared his cheekbones, Aimee had his nose, and when he smiled at me, it reminded me of both of the girls.

“Hello, sir. Nice to meet you. Happy Thanksgiving.” I shook his hand. He wore a light-blue polo shirt with pink stitching on the seams, and I noticed he had big biceps and a strong grip. The guy must have spent a lot of time working out. It was hard to tell his age since he was physically fit, his eyes looked young, and he had an energetic presence. But he had lines around his eyes, and I could see the gray hair on the muscular hand that shook mine.

“Nice to meet you. Call me John please. This is my wife Keiko.” John introduced me to the beautiful woman that filled in the missing pieces of Amy and Beth’s beauty.

Keiko was Asian, and I think Beth or Aimee had told me that she was Japanese. She looked like she might have been half, or maybe a quarter, but I couldn’t tell for sure. Her hair was long and lustrous. Like her daughters’. Her eyes were a beautiful light shade of brown. The woman moved smoothly across the tile floor, and I guessed this was where Beth and Aimee got their grace. She raised a delicate hand to shake mine, and I marveled and how smooth and perfect her hand looked.

“Nice to meet you ma’am.” I shook the beautiful woman’s hand. She looked only a few years older than her daughters, and I imagined that men more than half her age would have been thunderstruck by her timeless beauty.

“Nice to meet you too, Eric. I am very happy that my beautiful Beth has made a friend. And Aimee tells me you are best friends with Jack also?” I nodded my head and tried not to think of what Aimee and I had done in John’s Ferrari.

“That is good. He is a nice young man.”

“We were just helping Loretta prepare brunch,” John said.

“Hello Eric.” Loretta waved to me from behind the counter. She smiled at me and then went back to cutting something behind to counter.

“You two can sit at the counter here and keep us company until we are ready to eat.” John gestured to the stools at the counter with a smile. I nodded and then walked over to the seats with Beth.

Beth’s parents returned to the kitchen counter. They worked like a well-oiled machine in the kitchen, with Loretta taking command and asking her employers politely to attend to different cutting, retrieving, and prep tasks. The kitchen already smelled of bacon, sausage, and eggs when I entered, so I guessed that the massive stainless steel ovens were at work cooking.

Beth’s parents asked where I went to school, what I was studying, and where I grew up. They were the usual questions a parent would ask someone dating their daughter, and I answered them as honestly as I could. Both John and Keiko nodded at my words and seemed to busy themselves with the work of the food. Beth was strangely silent during their questions, and I realized that she probably didn’t know the answers to most of them either. Her sister knew me much better.

“Hello family! Hello Eric! Happy Thanksgiving!” Aimee called out as soon as I thought of her. She entered the giant kitchen from the side opposite where I had entered, and I stood out of my seat to greet her.

The beautiful girl wore a lilac dress that hugged her form tightly and descended to the middle of her shapely thighs. It was a soft material that looked like felt. Sewn onto the dress were half a dozen butterflies roughly the size of my thumb. They were made of the same dress material and were of matching color, so they kind of gave the impression that they were printed on the dress. Until I got closer.

“Great to see you.” She opened her arms to hug me, and I smelled the scent of lilacs on her hair. She pulled me close with the embrace, and I felt her warm breath on my neck. “I missed you. Thanks for coming,” she whispered in my ear. We parted from our hug, and my eyes were drawn to the pearl necklace that she wore around her smooth neck.

“Brunch is almost ready.” Keiko said from behind the kitchen counter. “Can you all grab some plates?” John and Loretta were taking trays of steaming meat out of the oven, and Keiko smiled at me and pointed to a long dish covered with smoked salmon, cuts of lemon, soft cheeses, onions, and capers.

Beth grabbed a plate of bagels, and Aimee grabbed a tray of cut fruit. I didn’t really know where in the house we were eating, but the two sisters did, so I followed them out of the kitchen and into the large dining room. As I recalled, the mansion had two dining rooms. One was Japanese style, with one of those tables that was low to the floor and a bunch of pillows to sit on while the party ate. This was the more traditional room and in its center was a long, dark red-table. I couldn’t figure out what kind of wood it was, but I guessed it probably cost twice as much as my car. There were already place settings at each seat, and the dishes were a calm green with pink Japanese cherry blossoms on the design. There were also a dozen paintings in the room. I guessed that Beth had done all of them, and I figured I could ask about them during brunch if the conversation began to lull.

“Too bad we couldn’t eat outside. It’s a bit too cold,” Aimee said to us after we set the food down.

“I invited a snuggle buddy to keep me warm.” Beth smiled at me.

“Stop Beth. You said we would play nice today.” Aimee crossed her arms over the butterflies on her dress and glared at her younger sister.

“I did. I will. Soooo-rreeee.” She pouted and then shrugged at Aimee.

“I don’t want to get in the middle of anything.”

“It’s fine,” they both said at the same time and looked at me. Then they both smiled, and it became strikingly obvious that the two were sisters. Aimee was an inch shorter and had lighter, wavier hair, but they were both extremely beautiful.

And dangerous. Fortunately, the talk with their parents had calmed my nerves a bit, so I didn’t jump when John, Keiko, and Loretta walked in carrying trays of eggs, bacon, sausage, rice, and potatoes.

“This is a feast!” Aimee smiled at the food and helped her mother with one of the trays. I grabbed a bowl of white rice from Loretta and then set it down on the table in front of me. Soon, all the food was placed, and the three left the dining room to get drinks.

“Your parents help out a lot,” I observed.

“If they are home and aren’t busy, then they will help Loretta cook. She was really uncomfortable with it at first, but then she got used to it. My dad says that it ‘keeps him balanced,’ and Mom said it reminds her of when they were first married,” Aimee said.

“Can I serve you?” Beth said from beside me. I realized I had sat between the two sisters, or maybe they had flanked my position strategically.

“Should we wait till they come back?”

“We are back,” Keiko said when they walked back into the dining room. John held a bottle of Champagne in an ice bucket, and the women carried jugs of water and juice and a giant French press filled with coffee. They set down the drinks and began to scoop food for the girls and me.

“Coffee, Eric?” Aimee and Beth’s beautiful mother asked.

“Yes please. Thank you.” She poured the dark liquid into a Japanese-style cup, and I placed it by my plate.

“Is there any food you don’t want, Eric? I can just give you some of everything.” Loretta had grabbed my plate and looked over to me with kind eyes.

“I’ll eat it all. Thank you.” She nodded and began to put breakfast food on my plate.

“Mimosa?” John asked as he thumbed off the cork with a soft pop.

“He’d love one,” Aimee answered for me quickly. “I want one as well.”

“Beth?” John looked at his youngest daughter. I was actually surprised he was asking her, since she was under age, but I recalled that they had lived and traveled all over the world. Couldn’t you drink when you were like ten years old in most of Europe?

“Hmmmm?” I turned away from John and saw the blue-eyed girl staring at me with a glazed expression on her face.

“Do you want a mimosa?” John asked her again.

“Oh, I supposed I should indulge as much as I can today.” She stared at me and didn’t even glance in her father’s direction. I felt my face begin to redden, and I turned down to my food. Then I glanced up to John, but the handsome man didn’t even seem to notice his daughter ogling me.

The table we sat at was massive and could probably seat thirty people, but the six of us occupied the corner closest to the kitchen, with Loretta sitting nearest the hallway. John and Keiko sat on the other side of the El Salvadorian woman after the food was dished and the mimosas set.

“Cheers,” John raised his glass. I was too far away to touch mine to anyone’s other than Beth’s and Aimee’s. The older sister gave me a wink when our glasses clinked together.

We began to eat, and the food was delicious. I already knew Loretta was an amazing cook, but the eggs, bacon, sausage, and coffee was so good that I had trouble restraining myself from scarfing it down. To pace myself, I made sure to count my chews and then take a sip of coffee or mimosa between bites.

“You’re a business major, Eric?” John asked me after a few minutes of silence at the table. Oh boy. Here we go. The father interrogation.

“Yes sir. At Northridge,” I answered.

“That is a good school. One of my VPs is from there. Are you a senior?”

“My schedule is a bit mixed up. I switched majors and lost some credits. I’m taking six classes now, and if I can get a class during this summer, I should be able to graduate the following June.”

“Good. Class of ‘07. What are your plans after school?” He took a bite of egg and fixed me with the piercing stare that his daughters’ shared.

“I have an internship at a small financial advisor firm now, so I planned on staying with that after school.”

“He works for Patrick’s dad,” Aimee said.

“That is a good company,” her dad said with a nod.

“What did you study before business?” Keiko asked.

“Music,” I answered.

“That seems like quite a change of direction,” the woman said with a slight smile.

Aimee cleared her throat loudly, and her mother’s eyes shifted toward the sound.

“It’s okay, Aimee.” I smiled at her before turning back to Keiko and John. “My parents were killed in a car accident. Kind of messed me up for a while. I didn’t want to play music anymore because it reminded me too much of them.”

“That is terrible,” Keiko said with a gasp.

“I told you not to ask him about school, mom.” Aimee sighed and set down her fork with a loud clang.

“He’s fine. He worked through it the other night when I was at his apartment,” Beth said casually, leaning back in her chair. Beth’s gorgeous face looked bored, and her eyes were fixated on one of the paintings.

“You were at his apartment?” Aimee’s voice curled a bit at the end of the sentence.

“He played his guitar for me.” Beth turned her head slowly to the right and looked past me to her sister. There was still no emotion on her face, and it was impossible to tell if she was intentionally trying to make Aimee angry.

“Why were you at his apartment?” Aimee looked at me, and her eyes turned into ice lasers.

“Daddy, can we retire to the music room after breakfast? Maybe you, mom, and Eric can play some songs together?” Beth asked her parents.

“That is a good idea.” John was sipping on his coffee and glancing between the three of us. He didn’t seem angry or suspicious of anything. Or even surprised by Aimee’s outburst.

“Can you answer my question?” Aimee leaned over to look at Beth, but the younger sister took a fork full of food. “Eric?” Aimee looked at me and raised an eyebrow.

“Beth came over one night after one of her shows. She fell asleep on my couch, and I had to run to school the next morning.” I felt my heart skip a beat, but I didn’t know what else to say when Aimee locked onto me with her glare.

“Then I came over a few nights later to cook you dinner, but you had to kick me out because Kelly was coming over.” Beth sighed and took a sip from her mimosa absently. “I just can’t catch a break with him.”

“Kelly?” Aimee’s voice was a growl.

“She’s like your Jack!” Beth laughed gleefully. “Do you know what I mean, Sis?”

“Girls.” John’s voice rang out, and Aimee closed her mouth and cut off the reply she intended for Beth. “If this becomes a problem, then I will have to ask Eric to leave.” The man looked at me with a soft smile.

“Fine.” Aimee leaned back in her chair. Beth said nothing else, but resumed eating.

“So, you play guitar?” Keiko asked.

“Yes ma’am. I started when I was around ten.”

“He also plays piano,” Aimee said.

“And he can sing,” Beth continued, and her older sister glared across me in her direction.

“Sounds like you are talented.”

“He is very talented.” Beth emphasized the ‘very’ with an alluring moan that was completely, absolutely, and uncomfortably out of place at a Thanksgiving brunch table that I shared with her parents.

“Mom, did you hear her?” Aimee sighed, “she is trying to push my buttons.”

“Stop.” Keiko raised her hand and frowned. “Your father and I do not want to hear any more of this between you two. It is ridiculous and childish. As your father said, we will ask Eric to leave if it happens again.” She turned her eyes to me. “I want to apologize for my girls, Eric. They are excited that you are celebrating with us today.”

“No problem. Thank you again for inviting me. Aimee told me that you two met through music?” I looked between John and his lovely wife. I hope this change of subject would get the girls to stop picking fights.

“Yes, indeed.” John laughed a little and then took a sip of mimosa. “We met at school. I knew she played piano, and I was too shy to ask her on a date. Like you, I had been playing guitar for a while. The habit had fallen by the wayside, so I spent a few weeks brushing up on my skills before I asked if she wanted to do a duet.”

“It’s romantic.” Aimee giggled and drank from her own mimosa. Everyone’s glass was just about empty, and Loretta got up from her plate and poured more orange juice. Then we passed around the bottle of champagne.

“I was really shy then. I did not even ask her out until we had played together a few times. I even wrote a song for her before we ate dinner.” Then Keiko and John looked at each other, and I saw the love in their eyes.

“Where did you go to school?” I asked John.

“Berkeley. We both did biochemistry. During our doctorate study, we came up with the idea for our headlining drug. I had to switch gears to learn more about business so we could secure funding, but we got it figured out. That was about twenty-five years ago. I occasionally pick up my guitars, but I am rather rusty. Keiko still plays piano and sounds just as good as she did in college.”

“You are so humble, honey.” Keiko smiled at her husband and turned back to me. “We played together last week, and he sounded great. I am looking forward to jamming with you after brunch though.” The word ‘jamming’ sounded completely out-of-place coming from the beautiful and dignified woman, and it made me smile.

“I’m done then.” Beth set down her fork. “Let’s go listen to some music.” The girl has finished only half her plate.

“We will get there. Please eat more. You are too skinny,” Keiko said. Beth looked at me with a happy smile and then picked up her fork again.

Once the girl turned back to her food, I felt a hand on my right leg. The touch surprised me, and I almost jumped out of my chair with a yelp. I glanced out of my right eye at Aimee and saw that she had a little smirk on her lips. She was eating with her right hand, but her left was hanging under the table and massaging above my knee. I doubted anyone else at the table could see what she was doing.

It still made me nervous though, and I struggled to keep my heart from racing and my face from blushing. Should I push her hand away or leave it alone? What if Beth turned around and noticed her sister’s hand on my leg? I glanced down at my plate and realized that the edge of the table was covering Aimee’s hand. Beth wouldn’t be able to see.

Did I even want Aimee rubbing my leg? We hadn’t talked about Jack or the future of our relationship. She had taken him to her family charity dinner last week, and I knew Jack still thought that they were together.

“I heard you had a charity dinner last Friday. How did it go?” I asked.

“It was excellent. We raised a few hundred thousand dollars for cancer research,” Keiko answered.

“I didn’t realize I could bring a date or I would have asked you.” Beth smiled at me. Her eyes didn’t drop down to my lap, so I guessed that she didn’t see her sister’s hand there.

Almost as soon as Beth glanced away, I felt Aimee’s hand squeeze my quad muscle and then rub a few inches up my thigh toward my crotch. My penis began to stand at attention from her slow movement, but my mind was racing uncomfortably.

“I heard you played in a band that night! Tell us about it,” Aimee asked, and her hand squeezed my leg.

“It wasn’t a big deal. Their guitar player didn’t show, so I jumped in to help themmmmm.” I slurred the last word and gritted my teeth. Beth’s hand touched my knee on my left leg and squeezed it in the same manner as her sister. “It was pretty fun, and it had been a while since I’d played music with anyone else.” I exhaled slowly and tried to calm my heart. My cock was rock hard and pushing painfully against my jeans. Any second now, either Aimee or Beth could move their hand over and touch the top of my erection through the denim. If they both decided to do it at the same time, the outcome could be disastrous.

“Was it a show or a party? Did you know the band? How did you learn the songs?” John seemed interested in what I was saying, and he leaned forward a bit in his chair. Fuck, I didn’t want to talk anymore. I needed to get out of here; maybe go to the bathroom so that I could calm my body down.

“Aimee and I actually saw them play a few weeks ago. One of my friends got us tickets to their show in North Hollywood. They ended up getting a record deal, and that same friend invited me to their private show with the recording company.”

“Brent is the friend he is talking about Daddy,” Aimee said, and John nodded. I felt Aimee squeeze my leg again, and then her hand crept another inch toward my aching dick.

“Ahh, he is a nice boy.” Keiko smiled and nodded. “Please continue, Eric.”

I explained to them what happened last Friday and how I learned the songs. I tried not to make it sound like I was an amazing guitar player, but both John and Keiko were musicians, and they commented several times on how skilled I must have been to pick up the songs that quickly.

“Rock songs aren’t that hard. They are mostly three or four power chords.” I smiled, and the two of them laughed. Beth’s hand hadn’t moved much from my knee, but the laughter seemed to be a cue to her and she slid her hand along my leg and stopped almost half an inch from my cock.

Sweat descended my neck, and I moved my arms under the table to push both of the girl’s hands away from me. Aimee’s hand twisted against mine, and her fingers wrapped around my own and squeezed. Beth just ignored my gentle push and moved her hand against my own. Fortunately, I positioned myself against my groin so the girl couldn’t touch me.

The pace of everyone eating had seemed to slow down, and I realized I could probably escape to the bathroom. It would be a gamble, since anyone that looked at my crotch when I stood would see how aroused I was, but I thought of a quick way to divert attention.

“I need to use the restroom. Where is the closest one?” I asked the family.

“Right out the hallway and first door on the left,” Keiko answered. I squeezed Aimee’s hand, and the girl released me from her grip, and then I pushed Beth’s hand urgently, and she let go.

“Beth, did you paint that. I really love it.” I pointed at the painting that hung on the opposite wall. It was a beautiful jungle tree filled with colorful birds. The image had an alien quality to it and looked like something that would be on the cover of a fantasy novel. The family all turned to look at the painting, and I quickly slid out of my chair while they were all distracted.

“Yes. A few years ago,” Beth began to speak, but I took a few steps toward the exit and turned my body in the direction of the hallway.

“Tell me more about it when I return,” I said over my shoulder as I walked. She may have replied, but I didn’t hear her.

The bathroom was where Keiko promised, and I shut the door behind me with a long sigh. Then I closed my eyes and waited for my dick to calm down. A few minutes passed, and I felt the tension in my groin begin to ease up a bit, so I opened my eyes. The bathroom was not the one I used the last time I was here, but it was still made mostly of marble, tile, bamboo wood, and expensive gold-colored fixtures. I used the toilet to piss and then washed my hands. My dick was back to rest position, and I thought about what my next steps were.

It seemed obvious that Aimee and Beth’s parents knew that something was going on between the three of us. They were either choosing to ignore it or kicking the confrontation down the street a bit until they got to know me better. I would have thought that John wouldn’t have wanted me to come today, but who knows what tricks Beth may have played to get him to agree.

I finished washing my hands in the stone sink and then dried them off on a towel that felt as thick as my bed comforter. Then I opened the door and stepped out into the hallway.

Aimee was there, and I felt her hand on my chest a second before the rest of her tight body pushed against mine. Her sudden weight was unexpected, and I fell back into the bathroom, my ass bumping into the stone countertop.

“I missed you...” Her lips were at my neck and chin. Her hands scratched across the shirt at my chest, and her right leg wrapped around my hip so that she straddled my leg.

“Aimee!” I dropped my voice to an urgent whisper. “You can’t be in here!”

“Sure I can. It is my house.” Her head turned up a bit, and her lips pushed into my mouth before I could reply.

Her tongue was sweet and tasted of mimosa. It felt wonderful, and my own tongue quickly entwined with hers before I could even think of what to do. She moaned in my mouth when she felt me return her kiss, and her hips pushed harder into me. Thoughts of Jack came and quickly went as the intensity of our kiss grew. Finally, we couldn’t take the passionate heat between our mouths, and we broke off the kiss with a gasp.

“You are such a good kisser,” she panted, and her hands moved to the buttons on my shirt. Her fingers were quick, and she soon had the top two buttons undone.

“What are you doing?” My hands were cupping her tight ass cheeks, and I slid them up her arched back and then grabbed her wrists.

“I’m taking off your clothes,” she answered plainly as she leaned into my neck again.

“We can’t. Not now.” My stomach tightened as her tongue left a warm, wet trail across my throat and chin. Her lips found my earlobe, and she gently bit it.

“Aimee. Your sister and parents are expecting us.”

“No, they are cleaning up the dining room. I told them I’d find you, show you some more of the house, and meet them in the music room in fifteen. We have plenty of time.” Her eyelids fluttered, and then she leaned toward my mouth with her lips opened.

“We haven’t talked about Jack yet.” Her lips met mine, and I found my head spinning. My fingers fell from her arms, and I found myself unconsciously rubbing the sides of her hips.

“Don’t talk about him now. I’ll take care of it. I already told you.” Her hands moved down from my shirt buttons and slid across the lump of my jeans where my penis was painfully captured.

“I want this.” She rubbed across my crotch, and her fingers hooked onto my belt.

“We can’t.” I said the words, but my cock was pleading to be released. My mind was in charge though. It might have been different if Aimee had shown up at my house alone like Beth had, but we couldn’t do what she had in mind right now.

“Yes we can. Just real quick. Let me suck on you.” She licked her lips hungrily and yanked on my belt. The leather quickly unbuckled at her movements, and she reached for the button of my fly.

“No. No. No.” I grabbed her hands. “Not now.” She looked up at me, and her eyes narrowed.

“What is going on with you and Beth?”

“Nothing.”

“It doesn’t seem like nothing. She has a crush on you. Do you have feelings for her?”

“Aimee, your sister is sixteen.”

“You don’t seem very interested in me right now.” She tilted her head. “She did invite you. Why did she go over to your apartment? You haven’t invited me over. You didn’t even call me back.”

“I don’t want our first time to be in a bathroom with only fifteen minutes on the clock.” The words poured hastily out of my mouth, and they were partially correct. But I also just wanted to get out of the bathroom before I lost control of my penis and ended up letting her suck me.

I did want her.

“Okay. That makes sense. There will be plenty of time tonight.” She smiled at me and let go of my belt with a sigh. “I’d want more time with you anyways. Preferably on my bed.” Her smile turned into a smirk, and she bit her lower lip. Aimee was one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen, so the look of desire on her face made my cock twitch again and my mouth reconsider the decision I had just made. I remembered how tight and wet her pussy had been when I fingered her in her father’s Ferrari, and I wanted to use my tongue to explore her again.

But Jack was in love with her. Jack thought they were together. Jack didn’t know that Aimee was going after me. Jack didn’t know that I was attracted to the girl and wanted to date her. Jack was the one that was going to get hurt.

And then there was Beth.

I didn’t know what to do about the girl. She was smart, beautiful, and I found her fun to be around, when she wasn’t trying to seduce me. She was dangerous because of her age and her intelligence. Also, I didn’t know exactly what Beth wanted. With Aimee it was obvious that she wanted to be my girlfriend and lover. Every time I hinted that Beth might want that from me, she spun it around so that it seemed like I was the one pursuing her.

“Let me take you to the music room.” Aimee grabbed my hand and pulled me out into the hallway. Once we were out of the bathroom, I could hear the distant sound of running water and clinking dishes from the direction of the kitchen. Aimee pulled me the other way, and we walked for what felt like fifty yards through somewhat-familiar hallways before we reached the music room.

Beth was already in the room, draped over a thick leather couch like a piece of candy wrapped in red. She had been staring blankly at the ceiling, but, when we walked in, her eyes quickly focused on me, then the hand that I had linked with Aimee. For half a second, it seemed as if she was furious, but her face calmed, and I wondered if I had imagined the beautiful girl’s anger.

“Come sit by me, Eric.” She was like rising steam, and I didn’t see any articulation in her limbs when she sat upright. Her movements were so fluid that I would have guessed that she had practiced the motion with the intensity of a dancer.

“Okay.” The couch was big enough for six people to sit on, so I sat between the two sisters.

“Did you have a good time in the bathroom?” Beth raised a perfect eyebrow and glanced down at Aimee’s hand.

“What kind of question is that, Beth?” Aimee asked with annoyance.

“Eric was gone a long time, and then you bring him here holding his hand. Should I be jealous?”

“Do you think Eric is your boyfriend?” Aimee let go of my hand and turned her smooth legs toward me so that she could face her sister better.

“I don’t think anything, dear sister.” Beth rested her right hand on my left leg again and smiled at me.

“He isn’t interested in you, Beth! How could you-”

“Shuuush!” Beth raised her left hand to her lips and tilted her head in the direction of the door to the music room. Aimee closed her mouth when we heard the voices of John, Loretta, and Keiko approaching.

“Sorry for the wait,” John said when they walked in. They each carried trays covered with dried fruit, cheeses, crackers, and Loretta bore a large pitcher of cucumber ice water.

There were several coffee tables along the couch and a few other chairs to sit in. After we arranged the food on a table, everyone got a small plate of snacks and water and found a place to sit around the food. Except for Loretta, who said she had to begin working on dinner.

I again found myself sitting between the two beautiful sisters on the couch. Both of their shoulders rubbed against mine, and I imagined that the scene looked beyond ridiculous. Especially to Keiko and John. These people weren’t stupid; they were geniuses who owned a billion-dollar pharmaceutical company. Why had they even agreed to invite me?

“Eric,” John’s voice pulled me out of my panic and drew attention back to the conversation around the table.

“Yes sir.”

“You can call me John.” He smiled and gestured over to his collection of guitars. “Do you want to play for us?”

“Yay!” Aimee clapped her hands together and laughed. “I haven’t seen you play yet.” I noticed Beth open her mouth, but then she closed it carefully.

“I’d love to.” With those words, I realized that I no longer felt any sort of pain when I thought about my music. As I walked toward the guitars, I wondered exactly when that had happened. Was it the night I played for Beth? When I did the show with Nicole, Roger, and Trey? Maybe it was the practice we did on Tuesday. Perhaps the pain had faded when I spent hours practicing alone in my apartment.

“Any requests?” I turned to my audience of beautiful patrons.

“Do you know any Beatles songs?” John asked, placing a hand on his wife’s.

“Yep! I can play some.” I glanced over the five acoustic guitars on display. The Ovation would probably project more in the big room, but Lennon had played a bunch on a Martin D-28, which was the same model that John had.

“Can I play this?” I pointed to the D-28. I was a bit nervous to ask the man, since it was an amazing instrument, covered with ebony and silver inlays, and had worked design. I guessed it was a $20,000 instrument, and I almost didn’t want to touch it.

“Of course, I am glad you asked, actually. It does not get any play time, really.”

I nodded at the man with a smile and wiped my hands off again on a napkin. They were already clean from the bathroom, but I didn’t want to risk getting any oil on the instrument.

There was a simple wooden chair without arms near the guitars, and I picked up the Martin before I sat down. Even before I touched a string, I could feel the harmonics of the cavity resonate up my arm. This wasn’t just a display piece.

I plucked a few of the strings, tightened up the A, which was a bit flat, and then tried a few sample chords. The guitar sang in my hands and filled the room like an organ filled a church. The acoustics were great from where I sat, and the guitar seemed to vibrate in my hands like, well... like a lover. It was an amazing instrument, and I never would have thought it could have compared to my own in tone. But it sure did.

I wasn’t a huge Beatles fan, but one couldn’t really be a guitar player without knowing a handful of their songs. I started off with Here Comes the Sun and managed to sing the vocals without any issue while I played. When I finished, the four members of my audience applauded enthusiastically.

“Wow, you are wonderful!” Aimee’s smile was the largest I had ever seen on the girl.

“Bravo!” John said, and he continued to clap.

“Okay, I will play another.” I played Let it Be and managed to get through the vocal part okay. Another round of applause greeted me when I finished, and I made a fake bow movement. I felt my cheeks heating up, and I realized that I was unused to playing for people. Yeah, the band show had been great, but when you are part of a group, it is easy to forget that people are watching. When we played, I had just assumed that everyone at the party would be watching Nicole.

I played a few more Beatles songs, and then I asked John and Keiko if they wanted to play together. They both agreed. John grabbed the Ovation guitar from the stand and Keiko sat at the piano.

We picked some jazz standard songs and then stood over Keiko while she played. I didn’t really need to read the lead sheet while we played, since I was familiar with the songs we picked, but John admitted to being a little rusty and asked if I could stand on Keiko’s left so he could cheat off of my fretting hand.

The three of us played some jazz tunes for a few hours. Sometimes Keiko or John would take a break to sit on the couch with their girls, but I stood the whole time and played with whichever one wanted to continue. Then the sun set, and night began to leak in through the skylights.

“Dinner will be ready in fifteen minutes,” Loretta called into the room. Both Keiko and John had sat out for the last few songs, and they sat with their girls on the couch while I played the guitar. Beth and Aimee had seemed enchanted by the music we played, and, after a few hours of playing for them, I began to understand the real power that I had in our relationship. Yes, both girls were unbelievably beautiful and intelligent, but that didn’t mean I had to deal with their manipulations.

“Your mom and I will help her get ready. Did you show Eric the backyard?” John asked Aimee. “The view should be great tonight. Nice and clear.”

“I’ll take him out there, since Aimee gave him a tour of the house earlier today.” Beth practically sprinted across the room and skidded on her bare feet to a stop next to me.

“No. I’ll take him. You can stay here and help them ready the food.” Aimee got off the couch, and her jaw was set in a hard line.

“You should both take him. And stop fighting. I would hate to have to ask Eric to leave without dinner after he played such great music for us.” John shook his head, and Keiko frowned.

“Fine,” both sisters uttered at once. Their parents gave us a last smile, held hands, and then walked out of the room toward the kitchen.

“Let’s take him walking in the back yard,” Beth said to Aimee with a carefree smile.

“Why don’t you leave us alone, Beth? Eric and I want to spend some time together,” Aimee whispered to her sister, but it could have been heard as a low growl.

“He is my boyfriend though. Aren’t you supposed to take walks with your boyfriend? Do you take walks with Jack?”

“We aren’t talking about Jack right now, Beth!” Aimee groaned.

“Hey,” I said, and I pried my arms out of Beth’s grip. “I need to put the guitar back.” I did so and then looked at both the girls. I was sick of this shit. Both of them had been trying to manipulate me for too long, and I had let them push me around. Suddenly I didn’t care about impressing their parents, or their money, or their beauty. I didn’t care if I never saw them again. I was going to be in control of my life. I had my music now, and I was going to be happy with my life.
The girls seemed to have sensed some change in me, and the three of us stared at each other for a few moments.

“Aimee, you are with Jack. You haven’t broken up with him,” I said to the older sister.

“But-”

“Wait, please.” Then I turned to Beth.

“Beth, you are sixteen. We can’t date. It is the law.”

“No, you see-”

“Stop. Just stop.” I held my hands up to both of them.

“I have feelings for both of you. It is stupid, but I am going to say it right now.” My chest got heavy, and I realized that this might not actually end well. Aimee might not know exactly what had transpired between Beth and I. Would the truth make her angry? Would it make her hate me?

Would she do anything if she hated me? Would she say something to Jack? I didn’t know if I trusted her enough.

“This feels childish.” I turned to Aimee. “I don’t want our relationship to start this way. I don’t want us to be hiding behind my best friend’s back. He loves you, and even if you don’t love him, I can’t be part of breaking his heart. I don’t know where that leaves us, but we can’t be more than friends at this point in time.”

“But, two weeks ago, you said-”

“You have a way of convincing me that you are right with everything.” Her eyes narrowed when I cut her off, and she opened her pretty mouth to speak again.

“But-”

“But we can talk about it later. Tonight, I am Beth’s guest.” I gestured to her younger sister. The girl smiled and turned to look at Aimee with a haughty eyebrow raised.

“But I’m not your boyfriend, Beth. Your parents wouldn’t approve of us dating.”

“Is that the only reason? Would you be with me if they said it was okay?” Her eyes widened, and Aimee began to cross her arms over the chest of her lilac dress.

“They won’t approve.”

“I’ll ask them over dinner. They like you and will say yes. Then you can spend the night.” She smiled sweetly at me.

“What? No. That isn’t how it works,” I said. Damn it.

“You are not sleeping with him. Damn it, Beth!” Aimee’s raised voice passed the volume of a civil conversation. If the girls continued to argue, I had no doubt that their parents would put a stop to it by asking me to leave.

Maybe that was a good idea. It would mean I wouldn’t have to worry about either one trying to seduce me. I suddenly felt exhausted. My head started to hurt, and I felt as if I wanted to nap. I hadn’t realized that this day was taking so much out of me. I had wanted to impress Beth and Aimee’s parents, and I think I may have gotten their respect with my music. It was a good feeling, but the idea that I was causing strife between the two sisters didn’t sit well with me, and I had no doubt that if their argument reached boiling point, I might end up being the loser.

“You met Eric through me. He is interested in dating me, Beth.” I overheard Aimee’s voice stand out in the argument.

I exhaled and wondered if they would notice if I left the room. Both girls were standing by the piano, and the obvious exit was past them. Once I looked around the room, however, I saw a smaller door behind me and the guitar stands. I couldn’t remember what room lay on the other side, but exploring the house in silence sounded much nicer than listening to the sisters’ battle.

The door led to the television room, and I walked past the leather reclining chairs and the giant screen and into the main hallway. I kind of wandered through the dark wooden hallways until I found myself back in the kitchen. Loretta, Keiko, and John were chatting in Spanish, and they didn’t hear me until I said hello and waved to them from across the room.

“Come sit down.” John smiled at me and pointed to the barstool on the other side of the kitchen counter. He was dicing potatoes with a large and expensive-looking chef’s knife.

“Where are the girls?” Keiko asked

“They are fighting. I think I should probably leave.”

“Are they fighting over you?” she asked. I felt my cheeks redden, and I nodded slightly.

“That is too bad,” John said. “More so for Beth than Aimee. She was very happy that you were coming.”

“I am sorry, John. You are all really nice, and I thank you for your hospitality so far today.”

“Why don’t you take a walk with me?” John said it as if the sentence wasn’t a question. He wiped his hands off with a paper towel and then turned around to open the fridge behind him. When he turned around, he held two green bottles of beer. “Let us go to the game room.” I nodded at him and followed the man out the other side of the kitchen and down another hallway. I was still confused by the layout of the house, but I was starting to get the design of the various wings and where the kitchen sat in relation to everything.

There were double wooden doors connecting the game room to the hallway and John closed them both as soon as we entered. Then he opened the beers and handed me one.

“Whoops. I forgot we have a fridge in here.” He pointed to the small fridge in the corner. The door was made of glass, and I could see that it was already filled with beer, water, soda, and the kind of spiked fruity drinks that girls my age liked. I smiled at him and took a sip of the beer.

“You play pool?” He walked behind the blue-felted table.

“I’m not that good, but we can play. Sure.” I set down my beer on a counter and then grabbed a pool stick.

“Let’s just do stripes and solids then.” John set up the table and broke it with a practiced movement of his stick. A solid ball went in, and he moved over to make his next shot.

“I am aware of the situation between you and Beth.” He didn’t make eye contact with me. Instead, he focused on the next ball and managed to hit it into the pocket.

“I’m sorry, sir. I know she is sixteen. We haven’t done anything, and I don’t intend to.”

“I know. She has told me as much. I trust my daughter. All my girls actually.” He smiled at me and positioned to take the next shot. “Her mother and I were excited when she told us she had a friend. Beth is not very social. Even though she has traveled across the world for school and art, she has no one she is close to besides us.”

I nodded, but didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know how big John’s company was, but I imagined that he had thousands of employees. I’m sure they would all love to be here playing pool with him now. But I also figured that none of them would want to have the ‘you are trying to date my underage daughter’ conversation right now either.

“Aimee is easier to understand for us. I do not want to say that Beth is not wonderful. But her genius comes with a price that most people do not realize. Aimee is searching for the right person to share her life with. She is still young, so her mother and I have cautioned her to date many different men until she has a good grasp on what she wants. Then she will be able to make a better decision.” He made another shot and sank another solid ball. “Hey, it’s been a while, but I still have it.”

“Better than me,” I laughed.

“Not at the guitar.” He smiled and lined up his next shot. This one he missed, and it was my turn.

“I do not agree with Beth attempting to spend the night at your apartment,” he said as I lined up the last shot. I was about to push the cue through, and his words completely broke my concentration.

“I’m sorry, sir. I asked her to leave.”

“I bet you did.” He chuckled, and I couldn’t tell if he was being sarcastic. John seemed to realize my confusion and quickly corrected himself. “Beth is used to getting what she wants. I am afraid her mother and I have spoiled her more than Aimee.”

I returned his smile and tried to calm my nerves by taking aim at the cue ball again. I missed my target badly, and John walked around the table to take his turn.

“Aimee has told us about you and Jack. I can understand what predicament she has put you in.” He said as he lined up his shot.

“What did she tell you?” I was already nervous talking to the man, but now I felt like my hands were too sweaty to take a good shot.

“Aimee wants to date you, but she is dating Jack,” he said frankly.

“I’m surprised you think that.” I laughed a bit and gritted my teeth at how nervous I sounded. “She told me that Jack thinks they are dating, but they really aren’t.”

“Please understand that Aimee grew up with Beth bullying her. She will sometimes do or say things to get her way even when she knows they are not right.”

He took a shot and then knocked another ball in. I was flabbergasted that he would say anything negative about his own daughter, so I didn’t speak while he lined up his next shot. This one he missed, and I wondered if he was going easy on me.

“I am glad you were brave enough to come over,” he said, and I couldn’t help but laugh. Some of the tension left my shoulders, and I found myself exhaling.

“I thought that if I didn’t come today, Beth would keep coming over and putting me in difficult situations.”

“Yes, I understand what you mean. Let’s talk about that.” His words made my fears flare again, and I missed my next shot.

“Okay.” I stood away from the table and moved back to the counter by the table so I could grab my beer. Alcohol was good emotional support.

“I know you’ve said that you asked Beth to leave. I can understand that her age bothers her.” I nodded at his words and took a sip of my beer just so I could keep my hands and mouth occupied.

“It is not appropriate behavior for her to be visiting you in such a manner, but I also want her to have some independence.” I tried not to gawk at the man. Didn’t Beth already go to her various modeling gigs alone? I imagined those events and after parties were more than adult. Maybe he had no idea what she was actually doing when she left the house.

Then again, the guy wasn’t stupid.

“As I said before, she does not have many friends. Actually, I do not think Beth has a single friend besides her mother, me, and you.”

“How? Hasn’t she been all over the world at different schools?”

“Yes, but she does not make friends easily, or seem interested in other people.”

He smirked at me and leaned down to take his shot. The ball went in, and there were only a few solids left before he won.

“If Aimee came to me when she was sixteen and told me she wanted to date someone five years older than her, I would have told her no, but by the time Aimee was sixteen she had already gotten bored with a dozen boys. She had many friends, social activities, and things to do all the time. Beth has no one. So when she told us she had a friend, and she wanted us to meet him, we were elated.”

“If you’ll excuse me for being frank, I don’t want to go to jail.” He laughed, and the sound made me feel a bit better.

“That is good to know. This is an awkward conversation for me to have. I have given a few thousand talks, presentations, and shareholder meetings. This makes me nervous though.” He laughed, and I let out a small chuckle. I knew the man was trying to make me more comfortable, but I wondered where the conversation was going.

The door opened to the game room, and Aimee poked her pretty head inside.

“Oh, there you two are!” She smiled, and it lit up the room.

“We are having a guy talk.” John smiled back at her.

“Oh, okay.” Aimee turned to look at me with obvious concern.

“Dinner will be ready in about twenty. Mom wanted me to tell you.”

“Okay. We’ll head over in fifteen.”

“Great,” she paused and opened the door a little more. “Can I play pool with you?”

“I would love that, sweetie, but Eric and I are having a private conversation. How about after dinner?”

“Okay,” she agreed, but her faced easily betrayed her annoyance.

“So we were talking about Beth...” He continued about ten seconds after Aimee closed the door.

“Yes.” I wondered again where he was going with the conversation.

“Do you have...” The man seemed nervous suddenly. I didn’t know him that well, but it seemed like he was struggling to pick the next word. “feelings for her?”

The question grabbed my stomach like a sweaty wrestler. There was no way I could tell this man that I had intentions for his sixteen-year-old daughter. Yet, I realized that it was what he wanted me to admit. I didn’t know much of anything about their family structure, but what I had seen so far made me think that they were all healthy together. Was this just a father asking if his odd daughter was going to have a chance at a ‘normal’ life? Did he even know what she wanted?

“I think she is beautiful, and smart, and funny, and I’ve wished she wasn’t sixteen.” I said the words and then almost immediately freaked the fuck out. Who said that kind of shit to a girl’s father? A part of my subconscious must have wanted some sort of finality with this dance.

There was a sudden silence across the pool table, and his blue eyes bored into my face just as Beth’s would have.

“That makes me happy,” he said finally, and I felt my breath release with a slow squeeze. “Do you want to continue to see her?” My stomach convulsed again, and I realized I was squeezing my beer so hard the glass might shatter.

I studied the man’s face and tried to gauge what his intentions were. On one hand, I couldn’t believe that he would tell me that it was fine with him if I dated his underage daughter, especially since he seemed to understand that I was also kind of seeing Aimee. On the other hand, it was possible that he wanted Beth to have a friendship, and that might be worth more to him than whatever discomfort the idea of his youngest daughter dating might bring him.

But... as much as I thought Beth was beautiful. As much as I thought she was intelligent, charming, and mysterious. I still wasn’t comfortable around her.

“Honestly?” I sighed when I asked the question.

“Yes, please.” He smiled, but I guessed he wasn’t going to expect my answer.

“No.” I was right. The handsome man’s face twisted with surprise. He opened his mouth, but I spoke again before he could ask the question.

“I was honest before about everything I like about Beth. Perhaps a few years down the road we could date, or be friends, or I dunno.” I sighed again. “I do like spending time with her, but I feel too guarded. I don’t understand her. I’d like to, but my parents’ death is still something I am struggling to deal with. Beth helped me with some of that, and I am thankful to her. I’m just not going to be good for her, and I don’t think she is good for me now. I’m sure I’ll be better in a few years, but then she might have moved on. I just don’t see it working right now.”

John had recovered quickly from his surprise and nodded at my words. I took a swig of my beer and realized that I was empty. I didn’t feel like having more, so I placed it back on the counter and then sat down on a stool.

“Thank you for your honesty,” John said at last. I couldn’t remember whose turn it was at the game, but he lined up a shot, and I trusted that he had kept a tally. He wasn’t making eye contact with me, and I wondered how badly I had pissed him off.

“Are you uncomfortable with a romantic relationship, or does just a friendship seem out of the question?” John asked right before he took his shot. He missed, but there were only two of his balls left before he would try for the eight.

“I wouldn’t mind a friendship, but I’m going to guess that you know Beth better than me. She seems to get really intense about something she wants.” John chuckled and nodded. “I do not think she would just want a friendship.” I regretted those words again. Was I telling the man his daughter was throwing herself at me? Ugh. My stomach flipped again. It would have been easier if he’d just asked me to leave.

“But what if you could be friends and if you did not have to worry about her... intensity?”

“I’m still attracted to her, sir.” I felt my voice waiver. “As much as I don’t want to say this; I would feel just as awkward around her.”

“And you do not feel awkward around Aimee?” He raised an eyebrow.

“Yes I do!” I laughed and shook my head. “They are both beautiful, smart, and funny.”

“I think I understand.” He gestured for me to take my next shot, and I managed to get a ball in before I missed again.

“I do want Beth to have a friend. So I am saddened by what you have said. I obviously cannot force you to do something, but I would like to know if you would reconsider the friendship aspect. What if there was a way that I could keep it platonic?”

“I don’t know.” I worked through the idea and wondered how he thought he could do that. The conversation was weird enough as it was. I didn’t want to ask him if he had a stainless steel chastity belt sized to fit Beth. Or maybe he would have a bodyguard follow her around everywhere. I was somewhat surprised that she currently didn’t have a body guard.

“I’ve tried to push her away. It hasn’t worked.”

“Then why did you come today?” He raised an eyebrow.

“I felt bad about the museum,” I said. Then I let out a loud sigh. Perhaps it was best to admit to him the truth even if I hadn’t admitted it to myself. “I think that part of me wanted you to meet me and then tell me to stop hanging out with her. Then I could have an easy way out of future contact. I could just tell her that you or her mom warned me off.”

“Ahhh. That makes some sense.”

“Does it? It sounds pretty dumb and cowardly when I say it out loud.” We both laughed.

“If I understand you correctly. You like Beth and Aimee?”

“Uhhhhggggh.” I covered my face with my hands. “Yes. But Jack is dating Aimee, and Beth is too young and too smart for me. I can’t believe I am telling you this.”

“You are here because you hoped something would happen to push the relationships in one direction or the other. It seems like you are not happy with the way they currently are?”

“Yeah.” I shouldn’t have been surprised by his perfect summary. This guy was in charge of a massive pharmaceutical company that he built with his wife. He must have dealt with all sorts of relationship-assessment stuff in his life. This conversation made me miss my own father. I could have asked for his advice if he was still alive.

“What do you think Jack would say if you and Aimee began to date?”

“He’d be hurt and upset. I don’t know the exact nature of their relationship. I thought they were dating, but Aimee has said that it isn’t serious.” I wondered if John would give me more information or maybe reveal what he thought of their situation.

“Keiko was dating one of my good friends.” John laughed. “I was worried about hurting the friendship at first, but it all worked out in the end.”

“Was he mad at you?” I asked. The story sounded a little different from what Aimee had told me.

“For a time, but in college everyone is just trying to figure out their lives. He has a wife and kids now. He is also one of my VPs.” John winked at me. “I think men forgive that stuff easily as soon as they find another woman.”

“It still feels like betrayal.”

“Because it is, but the things you take seriously become different when you grow older. My friend and Keiko had been dating for a few months. She did not know if she wanted to be serious with him. If I had stayed away, I would not have married her, probably would not have founded my company with her, and would not have Aimee and Beth.”

“So you’re saying I should date Aimee?” I couldn’t help but laugh. John chuckled with me.

“I’m saying that you are all in college and that things are going to change dramatically in your life once you get out of school and start your careers. There is a chance that Aimee and you are meant for each other, but you will never know if you stand on the sidelines.”

“You could say the same thing about Beth.” I smirked at him.

“I could.” I thought it was odd that he didn’t say anything else, but he lined up his next shot and seemed to focus on the ball.

“Beth is leaving for Italy after New Year,” he said after he hit the ball in. “She will be alone another year. We will miss her, but I think she has the same sort of problem connecting to us that we do to her.” His eyes met mine again, and his face was serious. “I would like her to be happy for her last few months here. I would like her to want to return instead of feel like our home is just purgatory until she goes to her next school. She has almost been a different person since she met you.”

“So what are you asking me to do?”

“As I said before: I want you to be her friend. I will talk to her about the age difference. I am guessing that she believes it does not apply to her.”

“Yep.”

“I cannot control the girl. I wish I could. Aimee will do anything I ask her to. Beth always lived her own life and did not care about any rules that we tried to establish. If you will agree to continue to spend time with her, then I will make sure that she knows the boundaries of your relationship.”

“You just said you can’t control her though. I wouldn’t mind hanging out with her, John. But I don’t want to get in trouble with you, or with Aimee.” I felt my head start to clear and my stomach unclench. I didn’t know what he meant by ‘spending time’ with her, but I was going to guess it meant coming over to their house.

“You will get in trouble with Aimee.” He shrugged. “She will get over it though.”

“Are you saying that you’d rather me be Beth’s friend than date Aimee?” This was an outcome I hadn’t predicted. I thought that John would have told me to stay away from both girls, or told me that he’d tell them to stay away from me, or even tell me that I could date Aimee but not Beth. I hadn’t expected the other way around. Then again, he wasn’t telling me to be more than Beth’s friend.

“Yes, if you are asking my preference. I have spent plenty of time judging someone’s intentions. The board rooms are full of vipers and blowhards. I have only spent a few hours with you, Eric, but I like you. It is a shame that both my girls are interested in you romantically, but only because it means one of them has to have hurt feelings.”

“I think Aimee feels like Beth gets preferential treatment in life...” I trailed off and didn’t finish my thought.

“I know how Aimee feels. This is the kind of situation that happens when you have kids close together in age. One feels jealous of the other and can forget that the grass isn’t greener. Far corner.” He pointed with his pool cue and lined up the eight ball. It went in cleanly, and the man stood with a grin on his face. “Another round?”

“Sure,” I said, but I really didn’t feel like playing anymore. This conversation wasn’t clearing my mind. It was only making me more confused about what I should do. I was guessing that John didn’t want to come out and say ‘date my sixteen-year-old daughter because she is lonely and I want her to have someone here she wants to come back home to so she’ll want to come back.’ but... that was what he was hinting at.

“How will you convince Beth that she shouldn’t look at our relationship romantically?”

“I will just tell her that she cannot expect you to commit to something when she is only going to be in California for a few more months.” He moved to break.

I shook my head, but the man wasn’t watching me. I could see that conversation going a dozen different ways with Beth, and none of them would give John the result he wanted. If he told Beth that she only had two months to be with me, she would try even harder to move our relationship forward. Or she would ask me to come to Italy with her, or she would just decide not to go.

But I couldn’t tell this guy he was wrong. I doubted he would believe me, and if he did, I would be pretty much telling the man that his daughter was trying to get me to sleep with her anyway she could. No, I needed to figure out how to position him so he had a better story to tell Beth. My mind scrambled for another story he could tell her, or anything that he could say that would make her curb her advances. I came up empty though. If I knew of a way to make Beth not interested in me, I would have done it already.

Or would I?

I knew I was attracted to the girl even though it was dangerous. I could have called Aimee when Beth made one of her numerous visits. I could have even called the police. Maybe I was flattered by her attention. Maybe I wanted her to want me more than I wanted to be safe. I suddenly knew a way I could make it so that the girl wasn’t interested in me: I could tell her that I didn’t like her art.

It would be a lie of course, but Beth hadn’t paid much attention to me before she saw me studying her paintings. She must have had hundreds, maybe thousands, of men attempt to socialize with her at the modeling events she worked. Then she finds a guy that was impressed with her art and wanted to know more about what drove her passions. That was probably appealing to her. It would have been appealing to me if the same thing happened with my music.

Beth had done the same thing with me and my music. She had gotten me a piano to play, and then she had encouraged me to pick up my guitar again. She hadn’t pressed about it in our conversations, but she did enough to show me that she was interested in my art. Perhaps I had been thinking about her wrong. The girl may have been forcing her presence in my life so that she could understand my artistic passions.

“You’re up,” John reminded me.

“Sorry. Lost in thought.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. I really like Beth.” I smiled at him and felt my cheeks heat. “She helped me get back into music. A few have tried and failed. I just didn’t want to play after my parents passed away. I think her art is interesting, and I could spend all day looking at her paintings. I like spending time with her, but I feel like it can’t go anywhere. It is giving us both the wrong expectations.”

“So just maintain a friendship.” He shrugged. John must have known how persuasive his daughter was. How in hell did he think I could maintain a friendship with Beth?

“John, this thing is...” I took a deep breath because I figured what I was going to say would make him a little angry. Maybe if he threw me out of his home, I would have an easy way out of dealing with Aimee and Beth.

Or maybe they would want me more.

“I have plenty of friends and feel like my time is already strained. There are women that want my time. Your advice earlier was true with Aimee. We both need to date people. I don’t want to sound selfish, but if I can’t have a romantic relationship with Beth, then what is the point? She is interesting and wonderful, but how can I tell another girl I am not free to hang out with her because I am hanging out with this other girl who I’m not planning on dating because she is underage. It just sounds crazy.”

He nodded and took the final sip from his bottle. I guessed that he was gathering his thoughts.

“I understand. Hell, I’m there every day. My time is my most valuable asset, and I have reached a point where it requires most of my employees to jump through hoops to speak with me. I used to have an open-door policy, I used to talk to everyone, but then I just ran out of time. That is something you realize when you get older, sounds like you are already gripping it.”

“Yeah... I guess my parents made me think that way.”

“It was selfish of me to think that you would sacrifice your time for Beth.”

“It isn’t like that though. I don’t want to come across too... Machiavellian?” He nodded at my comparison, and I smiled again. “Okay, so here is the thing: I’d date Beth if I could. I want to. But I can’t. I also wish my parents were alive. But they aren’t. Sometimes shit just happens, and I can’t turn shit into gold.”

The door to the game room opened before John could answer. Aimee poked her head in past the doors and her long dark-brown hair fell over the side of her perfect neck.

“Dinner is ready.” She smiled, and then she opened the door all the way once John and I set down our pool ques.

“Are you guys done talking?”

“For now,” John said. “How is my sweetie doing?” He pulled the girl into his arms and kissed her on the forehead.

“Good.” She hugged him back, “But I wish I could have played pool with you both.” Aimee’s voice pouted and she stuck her bottom lip out at her father.

“Let us go and sit down.” He laughed lightly at her and then they walked hand in hand down the hallway toward the dining room.

Beth was already sitting in her seat, but she stood when the three of us walked into the grand room. The beautiful girl skipped a few steps and then threw her arms around my neck.

“I missed you,” her breath was hot inside my ear, and I put my palms to her hips so that I could gently push her away.

“Your dad and I played some pool.” She hadn’t asked where I was, but I didn’t know what else to say when our eyes met. My hands were still on her hips, and she ran her fingers down my arm and then entwined them around mine.

“Come sit down,” Beth pulled me past an annoyed Aimee and gestured to the same seat I had occupied for brunch. She didn’t let go of my left hand when we sat, and my attempts to unweave my fingers from her grasp resulted in the model giving me a pouting look.

“Ahem.” Aimee sat on my right and leaned forward to catch Beth’s eyes from across mine. I didn’t think she could see our hands entwined under the table, but she hadn’t seen Beth let go, so she must have assumed we were still connected.

“Something wrong, Sis?”

“Yes. Don’t act all innocent.”

“I’m not a mind reader. What is wrong?” Beth smiled sweetly.

“Daddy...” Aimee looked at John, who had moved to the other side of the dining room to help Loretta and Keiko with the plates they just brought.

“Girls, if you cannot be respectful to each other, I will ask Eric to leave. I have already talked to him about it.”

“But-”

“Eric does not want to be in the middle of this either. He has already offered to leave if his presence becomes too hard for you and Beth to manage. Right Eric?”

“Yep,” I said quickly. Beth squeezed my hand, and, when she released the tension, I was able to slip out of her grasp.

“Water?” Beth reached her right hand out across the table and grabbed a glass pitcher. I nodded, and the girl poured some into my glass.

“Can I get you a roll, Eric?” Aimee grabbed a plate as soon as her mother set it down on the table.

“Sure.” She smiled at me and then used a pair of silvery looking tongs to pick up the bread and set it on my plate. Aimee’s blue eyes darted in Beth’s direction, and there was no mistaking the glare she gave her sister.

Loretta, Keiko, and John set down the rest of the plates. There was turkey, potatoes, rice, a rich green salad, yams, stuffing, and the usual Thanksgiving-type side dishes. I noticed there was a slight Japanese theme to the food. The turkey smelled to have been roasted in some soy-style sauce and there was a seaweed salad and several small plates of smoked fish.

“I’ll go get the rest, please sit,” Loretta instructed John and Keiko. They nodded and took their same seats at the table. They didn’t sit idle though; instead they passed dishes of the food around and put heaping portions on everyone’s plate. By the time Loretta came back with a few extra dishes of steamed veggies, all of our meals were set out and ready to be eaten. John grabbed a bottle of wine, and all of us took a glass.

“We have a family tradition at Thanksgiving every year, Eric,” Keiko said after Loretta sat, but before anyone touched their food. “At the end of the meal, we go around the table and everyone says what they are thankful for. You can think on it while we are eating.”

“Okay. Sounds like fun.” My family had never done anything like that at Thanksgiving, and I could see how it would help with the relationship.

“Let us get to eating then! I cannot believe how hungry I am. Eating, drinking, and playing music give me an appetite.” John laughed, and we all chuckled with him.

The food was great, but I’d packed my stomach full at brunch and had trouble finishing more than half my plate. Surprisingly, the girls at my side managed to eat all their dinner, and Beth even got a second plate. There was a ridiculous amount of food for six people, and I imagined they would have left-overs for a week or more.

The conversation while we ate was sparse, but, when Beth filled up a second plate, Aimee leaned forward in her chair, and I felt her hand scrape along the outside of my right thigh.

“Beth, when are you leaving for Italy? I forgot the exact date.”

“January fifth.”

“And then Japan after that?” I saw Aimee smile slightly out of the corner of my eye.

“Yes. I might come home in-between, but Tama has already accepted me into their graduate program.

“Tama?”

“It is a private art school in Tokyo,” Keiko said. “My brother graduated from there many years ago. It is a wonderful university.

“I will be living with Uncle there. I am looking forward to it, well... I am looking forward to Italy as well. The next four years are going to be very busy.”

“You are spending two years in each place?” I asked.

“Yes,” she answered after a few seconds of consideration. “You should come visit me.”

I didn’t answer at first. I actually thought that John, or Keiko, or Aimee would interrupt and say something against Beth’s question. But a few more seconds passed with everyone looking at me, and I realized they actually wanted to know my answer.

“That could be fun. You’ll have to write me when you get to Italy. Maybe you can send me pictures?”

“That is a great idea!” Beth’s eyes grew wide, and her smile was somehow bigger. It was stupid how beautiful she was. I turned my eyes away and back to my plate of half eaten food so that I wouldn’t have to feel my brain melting into my dick.

“Let us get started,” John said from across the table. “Who would like to go first?”

“I’ll start!” Aimee said. “I am thankful for school this year. I am finally taking interesting classes, making great friends, and meeting wonderful people. I am very happy that Eric is here with us today.” She leaned her head on my shoulder and hugged my arm briefly. Everyone else nodded at her words and smiled at the two of us.

“I am thankful and proud of you, Aimee, for doing so well in school. Beth, I am proud of your art and your upcoming travels,” Keiko said. The woman was very reserved, and I guessed she didn’t express a bunch of affection. After she finished talking, she turned to Loretta.

“I’m thankful for all my grandkids and these two girls.” Loretta smiled. “Yesterday, I got my plane tickets to head back home. I’ll be leaving for a few weeks after Beth goes.”

“Back to El Salvador?” I asked.

“Yep. But some of them are in Florida. I’ll visit them there for a few days and then go to El Salvador. Lots of family to see.” I guessed that the rest of the family knew all about Loretta’s kin, because there were no more questions about it.

“I am happy for Eric,” Beth said.

“Anything else?” Aimee asked, and her voice was more than slightly annoyed.

“Well, I love all of you, our house, my art, but I am really happy that you introduced me to Eric. Thank you so much, Aimee.” The older sister seemed shocked by Beth’s sincere words, and she smiled slightly before looking at her father.

“I am thankful for my family,” John said, “and the business that Keiko and I founded. This has been a record-breaking year for us, and we should be poised to do much better next year. I am so proud of the two of you, and I am happy that Beth invited this nice young man to spend the day with us.” I saw Aimee tense next to me, but she didn’t say the obvious words that I thought she would.

The family turned to me, and I guessed that it was my turn to speak.

“I’m thankful that Beth invited me and that you allowed me to come today,” I said to John and Keiko. “For a while, I wasn’t thankful for anything, but life is beginning to feel like it is worth living again. I am thankful to Aimee and Jack.” I turned to look at the girl and saw the confused expression on her face. “And I’m thankful for Beth for getting me back into my music again.” Perhaps I shouldn’t have said that last part, but in truth I was very thankful to the strange young woman. She smiled when I turned to her, and the look on her normally emotionless face was one of adoration.

“I love your music, Eric,” her voice was dark, husky, and sensual. I felt my face redden immediately, and I turned away from her quickly so that I wouldn’t be lost in her piercing eyes. Fuck, this is awkward.

“Maybe after dessert we can go back into the music room, or perhaps we can do some games in the game room?” Keiko spoke before the silence following Beth’s admission grew too oppressive.

“I want to hear Eric play more,” Aimee said quickly.

“I agree with my sister,” Beth said in a sing-song voice.

“I hate to be taking all the attention,” I said.

“Why don’t we play a few more songs and then go to the game room. We can have dessert there.” John settled the discussion and stood from his chair. He grabbed his glass of wine and the bottle and motioned for the rest of us to follow him into the hallway.

“I’ll clean this up and meet you all in there soon with dessert.” Loretta said with a smile.

I fell into line behind Keiko and felt someone grab onto my right hand. It was Aimee, and she pulled herself near me while I walked behind her parents.

“I think that we should-” Aimee’s whispered words stopped when Beth slid up on my left side and wrapped her arm through mine. I thought Aimee would let go when Beth grabbed me, but instead she just glared at her sister and pushed herself into my side more. It was awkward because we were both trying to walk. If their parents turned around, they would see the display, so I tried to wiggle loose from both of them.

By the time I escaped, we had made it to the music room, and I immediately went over to the beautiful Martin guitar that I had played earlier.

“Will you both play?” I asked John and Keiko.

“Sure! I think my hands are recovered, but I’ll probably have blisters on my fingers tomorrow.” John walked over to pick up his Ovation guitar, and Keiko wordlessly took her spot at the piano.

We played a few more songs while the girls sat at opposite ends of the big couch. John and Keiko were focusing on the music, so I doubted they saw the glares that Aimee was shooting Beth. I could see them though, and I guessed from Beth’s lack of concern that an eruption was going to come soon.

“Satin Doll and then go to the game room?” John asked.

“Sounds good.” Keiko flipped to the song, and I saw Aimee slide across the couch and sit closer to Beth when I began strumming the first chords.

John and Keiko were watching the sheet music, but I’d played Satin Doll eight hundred thousand times and could watch Aimee whisper into Beth’s ear. The older sister looked angry, but Beth’s blank expression didn’t change. I didn’t need to have superhearing to understand what was being said. I was sure that Aimee was telling Beth to back off from me.

We moved into the next phrase of the song, and it was my turn to solo. This got attention from both of the girls, and Aimee’s angry scowl turned into a beautiful smile when I turned to them and played. When my solo was over, I passed it to John, and the older man played his best one yet. Then Keiko had a turn, and it sounded wonderful. Once we finished playing, the girls clapped and got up from the couch.

“I’m going to use the restroom,” Beth stated before walking out of the room.

“We will go grab some more wine and meet you all in the game room,” John said before Keiko followed Beth into the hallway.

“Finally, we are alone.” Aimee brushed the front of her lavender butterfly dress and took a few steps toward me.

“I’m having a great time. I’m glad I came over.” I tried to think of something to say that would keep our conversation pleasant.

“Me too. If only Beth wasn’t acting all weird with you. I’m sorry about her.”

“What did you say to her on the couch?”

“I told her to leave you alone for the rest of the night. It is obvious that you are humoring her, but she is acting like a child. You aren’t interested.”

“She did invite me tonight.” I shrugged.

“I thought I invited you a few weeks ago? When we were talking about my birthday party. Don’t you remember?”

“I was a little flustered during that conversation.” I smiled at her and searched my memories.

“I was too. Damn, you are a good kisser. I want to do it again.” She moved the rest of the way toward me, and her hips pushed into my right thigh. “You are coming to my birthday party right? It is in a few weeks.”

“Of course!” I hadn’t thought about Aimee’s party in the last week. I’d been too occupied with Kelly, Beth, Kim, Katherine, and my music. Jack would be at her party though, and I didn’t know how Aimee and I were supposed to be acting around each other. She was touching my arm now, and I saw the tip of her tongue slide across the fullness of her red lips.

“Good! I was thinking that I should break things off with Jack after the party.”

“Uhhh.” I felt my heart sink at the thought of my friend’s future pain. “I’ve been thinking.”

“Don’t be like that.” She narrowed her eyes. “Jack will get over it. I want to be with you as soon as possible. He’s a nice guy, but my legs get wobbly and my head spins when I am around you.” She leaned in closer to my face, and her arms wrapped around my back. I knew she intended to kiss me, but I didn’t know how to escape the situation without pissing her off.

Didn’t I want to kiss her? Hadn’t I already kissed her?

“Ahh hemmm.” Beth interrupted her sister’s raised mouth. Aimee gasped and turned against me to face her sister.

“I thought you went to the bathroom,” she snarled.

“I did. To wash my hands. You are standing really close to my boyfriend. I hate to sound territorial, Sis, but he is my date for the day.” Beth tilted her head and smiled sweetly. Something told me that she would have said the same thing had she found us fucking each other on the couch. It was as if Beth knew that Aimee had a thing for me, maybe she knew I felt an attraction to her sister also, but she didn’t care.

“Not this again! What is wrong with you? He is into me. You are just a kid.” Aimee crossed her arms, and I recognized the angry posture. Ugh. I was going to have to sneak out of the music room again.

“Okay. He is into you. I’m just a kid.” Beth said the words, and Aimee’s mouth hung open in surprise. I think mine did as well.

“But I like Eric, and he accepted my invitation to come today. You’ll be the center of attention on your birthday, and all the boys will want to flirt with you. I’ll be in Italy on my next birthday. I might not ever see him again after I leave.” Beth shrugged her pretty shoulders, and it made her red dress dance like a waterfall.

Aimee didn’t say anything for a few moments, but she did close her mouth. I wondered if what Beth was saying was just a game. Maybe she knew that this was a strategy that could get her sister to leave me alone, or maybe she was admitting that she had no chance with me and just wanted to enjoy the rest of the day. Either way, her words seemed to have worked, because Aimee slowly nodded and then smiled.

“Okay, Beth. Sorry. I know you like him. You’re right about everything else; once you leave for Italy, he won’t think about you anymore. So, if you want to pretend that he’s into you tonight, go for it.” Aimee’s words were cruel, and I felt a sudden distaste for the older sister, but I also didn’t know the exact dynamics of their relationship. Beth and Aimee lived their entire lives together, and I was sure that Beth normally got the upper hand in their arguments.

“Yay! Thank you, Sis.” Beth floated across the floor to us and took my left hand in both of hers.

“Let’s go to the game room.” She tugged on my arm, and I pulled free of Aimee. The three of us walked into the hallway and then across the few rooms to where the various game tables were stored.

“Ahhh. We were starting to worry where you three were,” John said as soon as Beth led me into the room.

“What game do you want to play, Eric?” Keiko asked. I looked at the pool, foosball, and ping-pong tables. I was equally terrible at all three games.

“We have an odd number of people,” I said.

“One of us can sit out depending on the game,” John smiled.

“Let’s do ping pong then.” I pointed at the expensive-looking table.

“I will sit out the first round.” John found a stool and then picked up his glass of wine.

“Eric is on my team!” both girls said at the same time.

“We will switch up partners. Beth and Eric can be on a team first since he is her guest,” Keiko said softly.

“Okay,” Aimee puffed and moved to stand by her mother. I guess the truce between the sisters was only temporary.

“We’ll serve,” Aimee grabbed a ball and hit it over the net to Beth.

The girls were good at this game. Even Keiko was great, and it became clear very quickly that I couldn’t really hold my own against the two women. They grasped my lack of skill quickly and were soon hitting every ball in my direction.

Beth was no slouch. She positioned herself on the center line of the table and ended up fielding most of the hits heading in my direction. We were still outmatched though, and the game was over quickly.

“Good game!” I was actually breathing heavily.

“Yeah it was!” Aimee stuck her tongue out at me from across the table. “It’s a good thing Beth was over there to protect you, or I would have eaten you alive.”

“Okay, I’m up. Winners switch, so Aimee you sit out.” John took his daughter’s place.

“Try to hit to Dad’s outside. Mom is too tough.” Beth leaned up into my ear to whisper our strategy.

Then she bit my ear lobe.

It was a light bite, not enough to break the skin or even make me yelp. But it surprised every inch of my body and sent goose bumps down to my toes. I was instantly hard, and I first thought about moving the paddle in front of my groin before I wanted to pull away from her.

Her teeth left my ear quickly, but the painful erection stayed, and I could see Aimee glaring at the two of us from her seat. I thought she had forgiven Beth, and maybe even been cool with her sister flirting with me. But the rage in her blue eyes told me that she had seen what Beth did and wanted to slap her sister silly.

“You can serve.” Keiko tossed me the ball, and I started the game. John wasn’t as skilled as Aimee, and I followed Beth’s strategy of hitting the ball to his outside. It seemed to work, and we quickly took the lead. When we came within three points of winning, John and Keiko switched sides and the change in position threw off my aim a bit. They briefly tied us before we pulled ahead for the win.

“Beth is out, and I am in.” Aimee shot off of her stool and snatched the paddle from her sister’s hand with the speed of a viper. Keiko served, and for a while we were in a dead heat. Then Aimee hit a few surprise points and got us the victory.

“I’ll sit out.”

“There is beer in the fridge if you want one,” John said. I pulled my phone out of my pocket and saw that it was almost nine.

“I’m going to have to head home soon, so I’ll pass on the beer.”

“Awww, it is early though,” Aimee whined.

“Takes me about forty-five minutes to get home,” I shrugged, “and I’ve cut into your family time a bunch already.”

“We stay up very late, Eric; you are no inconvenience to us. Besides, we haven’t had dessert yet.” Keiko smiled at me, and, on cue, Loretta walked into the game room wheeling a multilevel dining caddy with a silver pot of coffee resting on the top level and other silver covered dishes below.

John and Keiko moved to help her again, and I was soon passed a big plate with a slice of pumpkin pie, ice cream, and some sort of rich chocolate mousse. There was also coffee, and I took a cup of it, but declined John’s offer to add brandy, scotch, or Irish cream to the liquid. For a second, I wondered if he was trying to get me drunk, but I realized that he was just being an excellent host. Then it hit me square in the chest.

These people actually liked me.

Oh sure, Aimee and Beth wanted more from me than friendship. But Keiko had been very kind, and John had gone out of his way to welcome me. He had even let me stand up to him a little with the talk about Aimee and Beth. I still felt like I was overstaying my welcome though maybe I just couldn’t feel comfortable with these people.

Maybe I would never feel comfortable with another family. I’d always think about my own.

“The pie is delicious, Loretta,” Aimee said over my thoughts. I quickly took a bite of the dessert and agreed with the beautiful girl.

We all drank some coffee and chatted about how she made the dessert and what each of our favorite foods were. It was a good conversation, and the feeling that I was imposing on them began to fade. After what I thought had been a few minutes, the coffee ran out, and Loretta went back to the kitchen to get us some more.

“It is probably time for me to leave now,” I checked my phone and saw that an hour and a half had passed quickly. Yeah, it was time to get out of here.

“Thank you very much for coming over.” Keiko approached me and wrapped her slender arms around my neck. I gave the beautiful woman an awkward hug and then shook John’s hand.

“I’ll walk you to your car,” Beth pouted, and I saw Aimee’s face scrunch up like she had just tasted a lemon.

“I’ll come with you,” the older sister said.

“That is okay, Sis. Eric is my guest. You should just say goodbye to him here.” Beth smiled at her sister.

“Fine, I will,” Aimee hissed at Beth and then stepped toward me.

“Goodbye, Eric.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and then pushed her lips into mine. Oh, shit.

I was paralyzed for a second, and my mouth hung open with surprise. I couldn’t believe that Aimee dared to kiss me like this while her father, mother, and sister watched. This wasn’t just a little peck either. Her tongue pushed into my open mouth and made a lick across my own tongue. My hands had wrapped around her waist when she hugged me, and I couldn’t help but enjoy the kiss for a few seconds. Then I realized what the hell I was doing, and I gently tried to pry her off of me.

“That was nice,” she said after our lips parted. I felt my cheeks redden, and I turned to look at her family. John and Keiko seemed surprised by Aimee’s brash kiss, but Beth’s expression hadn’t changed at all.

“Okay. I’ll walk him out now. Be back soon!” Beth smiled at her family and then took my hand. I was still in shock from what Aimee had just done, and Beth gave a quick tug on my arm.

“Bye. Thank you again,” I said to Beth’s family before the strange girl pulled me from the room. I put my shoes back on in the foyer and then walked with her out into the cold night.

“Thank you for coming tonight.” Beth shivered a bit with the cold breeze. She was wearing only the cocktail dress, and it was definitely sweater weather.

“Thank you for inviting me. I had more fun than I thought I would.” I opened the door to my car, but didn’t get into the Subaru.

“That is how life is with me, Eric.” Her smile dropped, and her face became very serious. “You always seem to dread spending time with me, but when we do you always enjoy yourself.”

“Yeah.” I scratched my head and puffed a bit of steam when I sighed. The girl was telling the truth.

“You gave my sister a kiss goodbye...” Beth batted her long dark lashes, and her blue eyes seemed to glow against the porch lights of her house.

“Oh, so you want one too?” I smiled at her.

“Yes!” The girl was good at playing games, but she couldn’t hide her excitement now.

“Okay. Close your eyes.” I smiled, and the girl did as I asked.

I leaned in closely and look at her perfectly beautiful lips. I was tired, and my nerves were frayed from a long day. For half a second, I wanted to kiss her more than I wanted to do anything else in the world. I wanted to admit my feelings for the weird, beautiful, and clever girl. I wanted to take her into my arms, into my heart, and into my bed.

But then I didn’t. My lips touched against her cheek briefly, and then I leaned away from her. Her eyes opened with surprise, and we stared at each other for a few seconds.

“Thank you,” she whispered. Her lips curved into a delightful smile, and her hands curled around each other while she hugged her arms close. Now I was surprised. I’d expected her to laugh at my trick, but instead she had been grateful for even that small show of affection.

“I’m gonna go. Thanks again.”

“Can you call me this week?” She leaned down into the car once I got in the seat, and I tried not to stare at the exposed curve of her small, perfectly round breasts.

“Sure.” I didn’t know if I was telling the truth, but I needed to leave before I changed my mind about kissing her.

“Wonderful. I really enjoyed today. Thank you again.”

“Bye Beth.”

“Bye Eric.” She moved out of the way, and I finished closing the door. Then I turned on the engine and drove out onto the street.

When I made it to the bottom of their long driveway, my phone began beeping frantically, and I stopped my car before the gate leading out onto the main street.

“Huh?” I looked at my phone and had four missed text messages. I hadn’t realized that I didn’t have reception at Beth’s house, and everything was coming in all at once. I clicked on my phone and saw that the first one was from Jack, not surprising since he was on the East Coast right now with his extended family.

Hey buddy. Hope you are having a great Thanksgiving and you’re not sitting alone in your apartment. I’ll call you when I get back.

I sighed and then sighed again. Sorry buddy, I was at your girlfriend’s house with her family, and she kissed me. Ugh. I was such a fucker. I thought about texting him back, but it was super-late on the East Coast. I’d get to him tomorrow.

The next message was from Kelly.

Hope you have a great Thanksgiving.

I wondered if it was one of those mass texts that she sent out to everyone on her contact list. I clicked to respond and wished her a good day too.

The next message was from Katherine, and I almost snorted with laughter:

Today I am thankful for your cock. Teehee. I’m in the Gay Bay for the weekend. Want to hang next weekend?

Sure let me know when you get back. I texted her.

Last message was from Kim:

Hi! Hope you are having a great Thanksgiving. Are you free tomorrow? We have a break from practice. Katherine is out-of-town so it is just me. Let me know XOXO. :O)

I leaned back in my chair and considered the pretty Asian girl. I hadn’t really spent any time with her alone, yet we’d had sex dozens of times. I did want to get to know her better. Besides, a date with the girl would take my mind off of all the bullshit with Aimee, Jack, and Beth.

I totally want to hang with you tomorrow. We could do a bar crawl on Ventura Blvd. They have some places that have music and dancing Friday nights. You can stay at my place if you don’t have to be back home...

I hit send and then put the phone back in my pocket with a series of hip gyrations. As soon as I put my butt back on the seat, my phone beeped again, and I fished it out with the same torso flexing.

Yay! That sounds great. What is your address and what time should I come over?

I thought about the state of my apartment and realized I’d need a few hours to clean everything. Maybe I could also play some guitar, or some piano... My mind started to wander, and I thought about delaying our date until later in the night. Then I realized that I was just nervous for some reason. Even though Kim and I were lovers, we had done it backwards, and I didn’t even know if the pretty girl would like me on a date.

If you are down to meet earlier, you can come over for lunch, then we could spend the day together. Or we can just do dinner and some dancing. Let me know. Here is my address.

I held the phone and waited for Kim to text me back. She didn’t disappoint, and it beeped in ten seconds.

I’ll come over at 12! Yay! :-O)

I put the phone back in my pocket, shifted my car into first, and finished pulling out of Beth’s driveway.
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Chapter 2

“Soooooo... What do you want to do now?” Kim laughed, hiccupped, and then laughed again. She put her hand over her mouth, and then her pretty cheeks turned red. She was half sitting, half lying on my couch. Her long black hair was spread over the arm rest, and her toned legs were splayed across my coffee table.

“We could watch a movie.” I pointed to some DVD’s stacked by my television. “They are all guy movies though.” I shrugged and let my drunken eyes wander all over her body.

We’d spent most of the day out on Ventura Boulevard. First, we’d eaten at a little cafe, and then we’d walked down the street and checked out the stores. I had kind of forgotten that it was Black Friday, and the roads had all been a mess. Kim and I had still enjoyed ourselves, and we’d enjoyed a nonstop conversation.

“Oh, so you think I can’t watch guy movies?” She stuck her tongue out at me, and we both laughed. We’d gone back to my apartment around five and changed into nicer outfits. We’d eaten at a Peruvian restaurant for dinner. Then we had skipped down the street, diving into each bar for a drink, before we moved to the next one. We had eventually found a hole-in-the-wall place that had a mariachi band playing Elvis dance music. We’d stayed there most of the night, dancing to the strange music combination, drinking margaritas, and laughing our asses off.

“Well, go see if there is something you want to watch. Unless you are too drunk to move?”

“I’m not too drunk to dance!” She laughed again and then leveraged her long legs off of my coffee table and stood up in her heels. They were teal, the same color as her dress, and I felt my mouth begin to water when she finished standing. The dress was tight around her toned athletic body, and her shoes gave her legs and ass a divine shape.

Kim stepped around my coffee table and bent to browse through my small DVD collection. She aimed her ass right in my direction when she bent, and the skirt of her tight dress rode up almost high enough for me to see all of her secrets. The girl was still giggling, and she swayed slightly while she pushed her finger against the plastic boxes.

“Kung fu.” She stood up and showed me the box of the classic Jet Li movie Deadly China Hero

“Excellent choice!” I clapped, and she did a small curtsey in her bodycon dress. The front of the garment was cut open to show parts of her cleavage and most of her stomach. Her pale skin looked delicious, and I wondered how much of the movie we’d make it through before I got to taste her.

“You’ll have to figure out this player.” She pointed to the television. “I think I should get us something else to drink. Do you have anything?”

“I think I have some vodka, wine, water, juice, maybe some beer. Check the cupboard over the fridge. Glasses are over the microwave.

“Do you have a taste for anything in particular?” She took a few swaying steps across the room toward my small kitchen.

“Whatever you are having.”

“Okay, Babe,” she called out with a giggle. I heard the cupboard open, then the fridge, and then the cupboard again. I finished putting the movie into the player, turned on the television, and got it started before she returned.

“Grape juice with vodka.” She set two tumblers filled with wine-colored liquid on the table. They even had ice cubes in them and a cut of lime.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Let me get the water.” She returned with two taller glasses and set them on my coffee table. My entire apartment was smaller than her room, but the beautiful Korean girl had made herself at home easily.

“Let’s watch some Asians beat each other up.” She giggled and then curled up on the couch next to me. Kim fit perfectly against my chest, and my left arm wrapped around her shoulders and fell down on her mid-back.

Kim wasn’t as crude as Katherine or as ridiculous as Kelly, but the black-haired girl felt comfortable enough with me to join my commentary on the fight scenes and general acting. This is a slapstick kind of movie, and we were laughing a few minutes into the scenes. It also helped that we were both pretty buzzed.

A half hour into the movie, Kim had finished the drink she’d mixed. She leaned away from me, set the empty glass on the table, and my hand slid down the smooth fabric of her dress to her ass. She let out a soft sigh when I squeezed her left butt cheek, and then she sat back into my chest.

“What do we have here?” Her right hand had fallen onto my lap, and her fingers brushed across the bulge in my pants.

“I’m pretty sure that is my cock, but maybe you should see for yourself.” I felt my head spin with the booze, dancing, and her hand on my jeans.

“Maybe I should,” Kim whispered, and then she reached over with her left hand and undid the button. She was deft with her fingers, even while drunk, and my pants were soon undone.

“I think you were wrong.” She looked into my eyes and bit her lower lip. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft, and I lifted my hips slightly so my underwear could slide away and give her more room.

“Oh?” I gasped at her touch.

“It isn’t just a cock. It is a big cock.” She giggled for a few seconds and then her head slid down to my lap.

“Ahhhh,” I moaned when her tongue ran across the tip. Then I gasped when she licked the sides.

“You like that?” She stopped licking for a second, but slid her left hand over the shaft.

“Yes.” It was more of a gasp that escaped my mouth.

She moaned with hunger, and her mouth slid down my penis. She took in my entire length, and I felt my tip scrape against her throat before she came up again and swirled her tongue around the shaft. My dick had been hard ever since we had started dancing earlier that night, and it now felt like a piece of steel stood erect between my legs.

I always felt awkward when a woman was sucking me. I knew I was supposed to just lay there and enjoy it, or at least, that was what I wanted a girl to do when I was giving her oral, but I always felt like I should be doing something more. Kim’s hair was sliding down to her face, so I pulled it over her left shoulder with my right hand, and then ran my fingers over the smooth dress fabric of her arched back.

“That feels so good,” I complimented her.

“Hmmm,” she purred, and her hand moved to stoke the base of my shaft, while her tongue swirled around the bottom of my tip.

The movie was still playing, and the wacky kung-fu fighting in the background was a weird contrast to the beautiful woman devouring my dick. Still, there were worse ways to spend a Friday night, and I forced myself to relax into my couch. My fingers kept rubbing her back, but I couldn’t tell if she was moaning because she enjoyed my touch, or if she enjoyed my cock, or both.

Kim’s mouth felt so small around my erection, and the sensation of her long silky hair over my lap was exhilarating. She pulled her mouth off of my dick with a gasp and then angled her face to lick the sides. Her fingers were still wrapped around the base of my shaft, and she began to stroke the wet shaft in tempo with her licking.

“Ahhhh,” I sighed with her slow touches, and my left hand reached back to cup her small ass through her tight dress. She arched her back lower and pushed her butt into my hands with a satisfied purr. Kim took most of my penis in her mouth again, and I felt my tip push against the inside of her cheek. I almost jumped from the electric shock, maybe I did a little, but the pretty Asian girl had most of her weight on my lap, and there was nowhere for my hips to go.

She was sliding my cock out of her mouth now with an agonizing slowness. The motions scrapped my tip against her cheek, tongue, and the roof of her mouth. I didn’t think it could feel any better, but the girl tightened her grip around my base and continued to jack me off while her mouth massaged the upper half of my erection.

The feeling was beyond exquisite, and I had to stop rubbing her ass because of the pleasure that was firing through my body. My eyes closed, and I saw swirling black shapes behind the lid. The move was still playing, and I heard excited Chinese voices chattering over the sound of Kim’s wet sucking, her moans around my cock, and my own ragged breathing. The pleasure was right on the line of agony and, after a few minutes, I felt my hips began to buck with the early sensations of an orgasm.

“You can come in my mouth if you want.” Kim took her lips off of my cock for a second to whisper the words.

“I’d rather come inside your pussy.” I moved my left hand to the zipper on her dress and pulled it left all the way.

“Oh goodie.” She gave my cock one last lick, slid her hand off of the base, and then stood up from the couch. There wasn’t that much space between the couch and my coffee table, or much space between her tight green dress and hot body, so the Asian girl had to take her time shimmying out of the garment.

I wanted to watch her strip, but I also wanted to get my shoes, pants, and underwear off as soon as possible so that I could feel her pussy wrapped around my cock. I kept one eye on her while I tugged off my shoes and then raised my hips to yank the rest of my clothes off.

“Damn, you are so fucking hot,” I sighed and let my eyes devour the tasty Asian treat. She hadn’t worn a bra under her dress, or underwear, so once the dress was off she stood naked before me. Except she still had her high heels on, and the shoes elongated her legs.

“You’re the one that is super-hot.” She bit her lip and moved her arms shyly to cover her small breasts. Her nipples looked like dark brown candy, and I wanted to taste them as soon as possible.

“Spin around for me.” I motioned with my finger in a circle, and Kim smiled adorably.

“Okay.” She turned in place, and I felt my cock twitch when I got to examine her sexy athletic body from all angles. She had cute little dimples on her lower back over her ass cheeks, and I really wanted to put my hands there while she rode me.

“Fuck you look so good. I want you right here.” I pointed at my lap, and the girl wasted no time climbing onto the couch.

Her right knee sank into the cushion next to my left hip, and she placed her other knee on my other side. My hands gripped her hips, and our noses touched. Her breath was coming out in ragged gasps, and it smelled like sweet fruit. Kim’s right hand reached down between us and found the length of my shaft again. Then I lowered her waist down onto my lap while she aimed my tip into her entrance.

“Ohhhhhh!” we both gasped when I slid into her halfway. Kim’s pussy was unbelievably wet, but it was also tighter than her grip had been around my cock earlier. I lifted her up again, and then I pushed her down while she gyrated her midsection slightly.

Then I was deep inside of the beautiful woman.

“Fffuuuuuhhhh.” Her mouth was wide open, and it looked like my cock was actually hurting her. “You’re so hard. Ahhhhh.” She flexed her legs a little to come off of my erection, but then she settled on top of me.

“You’re so fucking wet and tight. Oh god.” I moved my hands from the sides of her hips to touch where the dimples on her back where. The movie was still playing, and it sounded like there was some sort of slapstick fight scene going on. I couldn’t see the screen past Kim’s naked body, but the light from the screen seemed to make her pale skin glow.

I pulled her face to mine and made out with her for a few minutes while she rode me. Her lips were soft, her tongue was playful against mine, and we moaned into each other’s mouths along with the slow wet sounds of our fucking. The sensations felt beyond amazing, and her pussy’s grip around my cock actually felt tighter and wetter than her mouth.

“Slow down. I want to do this to you for a while.” Her hips had been starting to gyrate quickly, and I knew that it would push me to an orgasm. She grunted with my order and dropped the tempo of her gyrations to half speed.

My hands where still on her back, but I wasn’t doing anything to control her movements. Kim was in control, and I let her ride me however she wanted. She soon fell into a slow pattern of alternating between raising her hips off of my cock and then pushing my cock as deep as possible into her tunnel while she wiggled her hips front to back. Both of the styles felt wonderful to me, but, since I wasn’t really doing any work, I decided to break the kiss with her lips and run my tongue down the front of her throat.

She arched her back and leaned away from me so that my tongue could descend her neck, collar bone, chest, and finally reach her nipples. They were perfectly shaped, dark brown, and looked like chocolate kisses. I circled my tongue around her left one, and I sucked it into my mouth like it was about to melt.

Kim gasped, and then her hips stopped fucking me for a second. I felt her fingers wrap around my head and dig pleasantly into my scalp. I lashed my tongue across the tip of her nipple again, and her body tensed around me.

I felt her pussy start to spasm around me, but I didn’t think she was climaxing. She was still frozen in position, so I tightened my butt and pushed my cock into her a little deeper. The movement seemed to bring her back to our lovemaking, and she resumed riding me while I sucked on her nipple.

“I want to feel you come on my cock.” I whispered urgently while I switched my mouth to her other nipple.

“Ohhhh. Ahhhh.” Her body responded instantly to my voice, and I felt her thighs began to shake.

Kim’s orgasm went from a tickle to a full-blown thrashing in less than two seconds. She screamed, dug her nails into my scalp, and bucked her hips on my lap like I was a bronco she was trying to tame. I pulled down against her lower back to keep my dick deep inside her. This seemed to exasperate her climax, and she whined painfully while her pussy squeezed my shaft. Kim was already wet, but her tunnel was now so drenched it almost felt like I’d actually come inside of her.

I thought that she’d finish quickly, since the orgasm had struck her so suddenly, but I didn’t let up from sucking on her nipple. I also didn’t let her squirm free of my cock, and I angled my hips up off the couch slightly to drive my tip as deep as I could into her. My actions made her whine like a squeaky bank vault door while waves of spasms shook her tight body to pieces.

“Ahhhh!” At least she pushed my face away from her nipple with a gasp. I was still inside of her dripping wet pussy, and I circled my arms around her lean back while she collapsed onto my chest.

“Ohhhh,” she moaned with exhaustion. “You give me the best orgasms. I can’t believe it,” she sighed with a long breath.

“You are so tight and wet. You make me so hard.” I flexed my hips a bit, and the movement wiggled my penis around inside of her. She gasped again, and her body had a small aftershock of a climax that caused her to hiss.

“I had a lot of fun today. Much better than Black Friday shopping.” She pulled her face from my chest, and I could easily see the adoration in her eyes when she looked into my eyes. Her pale cheeks were flushed bright red, and her forehead had a damp glow to it. She’d been working hard sucking and riding my cock. It was time for me to do some work and fuck her.

“The night isn’t over yet. I still need to fill you.” I pulled on her tight waist, raised my right hip, and then turned us over so that she lay across my couch while I was between her legs. She still had her shoes on, and I ran my hands over the smooth skin of her feet, shins, and thighs.

Then I began to thrust into her tightness.

The missionary angle could let me get a little deeper than when she straddled me, and the position let me choose which side of her velvety walls I wanted to scrape my tip against. I leaned my body back slightly, to point my penis more upright, and enjoyed the sensation of her clenching pussy.

“Ericcccc,” she moaned my name through an open mouth and let out a cute gasp each time I thrust into her.

I picked up my tempo and leaned down to kiss her pretty lips. Her mouth devoured mine, and her gasps filled my throat, brain, and ears. Our tongues danced together, and it felt as if here pussy was somehow getting wetter against my cock.

“You are so wet. Fuck.” My alcohol-coated words made her smile, and I felt her legs wrap around my waist. I’d almost forgotten that she was an athlete, but when she closed her legs tight and pulled me into her, I was quickly reminded of her strength.

“It is because of you. You are so hot. I wanted you the second I saw you.” Her eyes rolled back in her head when I stopped my rhythm and pushed deep into her.

“You’re gorgeous. Absolutely beautiful. Especially laying on my couch and moaning while I fuck your tight pussy.” I picked up my pace again, and she put the side of her hand into her mouth to fight against another scream. I normally wouldn’t have been so talkative, but it seemed like Kim liked it. Or maybe we were just so drunk that we felt like talking. It was turning me on mentally, and I felt a familiar tug at my balls. I knew I had to either slow down my pace to keep from climaxing or decide to fill the incredibly hot Asian girl with my seed.

“I want you to come in me. Please.” She seemed to know what I was thinking, and hearing her cute voice begging for my sperm drove me over the edge. I pushed my face down into the hair at the side of her neck, tightened my hands around her arms, and committed my hips to pounding her pussy. It only took a dozen more thrusts to feel my balls and cock began to twitch in earnest.

“Ohhh,” I moaned in her ear, and she echoed my sound. I felt her hands and fingers dig frantically against the shirt on my back, and her legs squeezed in tempo with my thrusts.

“Yessssss!” she gasped, and then I felt my orgasm fill every muscle in my body. My legs felt like they were made out of steel. My ass tensed as if I was dead lifting a thousand pounds, my abs tightened like I was about to get punched, and my arms squeezed the lithe Asian girl underneath me as if I was keeping us both from losing Earth’s gravity.

Every time I had ever come into Kim felt amazing, and this time was no exception. My first twitch of the orgasm seemed to send a gallon of sperm into her tight tunnel, but then there were a rapid fire succession of more climaxes. I cried out against the crazy mix of pleasure and pain while Kim frantically twitched underneath me. The feeling of my seed filling her must have given her another orgasm, and we seemed to spin together on my couch.

“Oh god, Eric!” She bit my shoulder through my shirt and whimpered. Her pussy was gripping my shaft unbelievably hard, and it almost felt like her tunnel was milking my cock for every drip of sperm.

And there was a lot of sperm.

It seemed like I climaxed for half a minute, maybe longer, but eventually my balls gave one last painfully angry tug, and my muscles turned to jello. We were still moaning together, and her tight pussy muscles gave me a few last desperate squeezes in an attempt to coax all of my seed into her womb. I lay on top of Kim’s naked chest, and I kind of wished that I had taken my shirt off earlier so I could feel her skin against mine. I even thought about getting up and taking it off, but I didn’t want to leave the embrace of her arms, legs, and vagina.

My face was still buried in her hair by her neck, and I rose up so that we could kiss for a few minutes. Her breathing was still ragged, but her lips accepted my kiss hungrily, and we couldn’t seem to stop our tongues from frolicking. Finally, I pulled away, and we both sighed with contentment.

“You are still hard.” She grinned and licked her lips. The movement made me want to kiss her again.

“You are still soaking wet,” I laughed, and she giggled with me.

“That is because you came in me. You always fill me up so much. It feels great.”

“Really? What do you mean?”

“It is like this warmth pouring into me, and it spreads through my whole body.” She laughed a little again. “With you, it keeps spreading and spreading.”

“That is really sexy.” We both felt my cock twitch inside of her, and she let out a little gasp.

“I should clean up...” She hugged me, “but I don’t want you to pull out.”

“I could always put it back in again.” I smiled at her.

“You can go again?” She raised an eyebrow.

“Maybe in an hour.” I turned to look at the clock I had painstakingly set on the DVD player, and it said twelve fifty-two. “We can get ready for bed.” It sounded like something you would say to someone you were in a committed relationship with, not a girl that you’d had two threesomes with but were fucking on your first actual date.

It felt right though. I had really enjoyed my time with Kim tonight, and I didn’t want to go to sleep.

“Okay. I’ll go clean up.” She looked delighted when I spoke, and I wondered if she thought that I’d ask her to leave after I fucked her.

“Let me pull out. Ahhhh.” We both gasped when I slid from her tight wet tunnel. I was surprised that no sperm came out when I moved, but Kim seemed to have very good control over her vagina, and I guessed she could hold it in.

“Is it down the hall?” She swung her green high-heel shoes off of the couch and onto my carpet toward my bedroom.

“Yeah, past my bedroom. I’ll get us some water and meet you in bed.”

“Okay.” She smiled shyly at me, and then she stood up from the couch. The movement was accompanied by a wet swishing sound, and she giggled. “You really filled me,” she sighed, and each step toward the bathroom echoed the wet sound of my seed inside of her.

I studied her pert ass while she walked down my hall and realized that my cock was still rock hard. I might actually be able to make love to her again as soon as she got out of the bathroom. The view of her walking away made me think of taking her from behind, doggie style, and my mouth started to water. I was really thirsty, and I downed my water, filled the glass up again, tossed my shirt on the couch, and then took our glasses into the bedroom.

By the time Kim got out of the bathroom, I’d pulled the covers back and was lying on the sheets stroking my length. She had taken her shoes off and tossed them with her bag on the floor of my room. Her hips rocked seductively when she approached the side of my bed.

“You are still hard? Guess I shouldn’t be surprised. You gave both Cat and I a work out last weekend.” She knelt on my bed and reached out to touch the base of my cock. Her fingers sent a shock of delight up to my sensitive tip and across my entire body.

When she leaned over the side of the bed, I saw the lean curve of her back, ass, and hips. Her stomach was tight, and she had a tiny washboard stomach. Kim wasn’t as muscular as Kelly, but there was no doubt that she was an athlete. I reached my hand up and ran my hand over the smooth skin of her side and then squeezed her ass cheek.

She gasped when I grabbed her butt, and her cute little mouth opened. I took the cue and moved my fingers down the back side of her curved ass and found the lips to her vagina. She was still soaking wet, and my pointer finger slid into her tunnel easily while my thumb massaged her clit.

“Ummmmm,” she moaned with equal parts satisfaction and desire. I took my other hand off of my cock since she was stroking it while I fingered her.

For a handful of minutes, the only sounds in the room were the wet sliding of my fingers into her dripping pussy and our relaxed moans of pleasure. There wasn’t as much urgency in our movements since we’d both already had mind-blowing orgasms, but it was obvious that my cock was going to be filling her tight pussy, eventually.

Kim’s eyes were closed, and she found a rhythm, pushing back against my hand. It seemed as if an orgasm was building in her, since her gasps were becoming more urgent, and she was absently stroking my tip now. My guess soon proved to be correct, because she let out a high-pitched squeak, trembled like a wind-shaken leaf, and forced herself against my hand desperately.

“Ohhhh yesssss,” she moaned, or screamed, or cried when she bucked against my fingers and the mattress of my bed. Kim’s eyes opened, and she turned her wide eyes to me and around the room like she was looking for an escape from the delicious agony that was consuming her pussy. Then she looked down at the hand that was clutching my cock, and she devoured my penis. The movement was sudden, and I felt my breath leave my body with a surprised hiss.

She was moaning around my cock, licking, sucking, and trying to wiggle free of my hands while her pussy squeezed my finger. I finally let her loose, and she slid from my hand with a beautiful wet sound. Her mouth stayed attached to my dick though, and she gave it a few swirls of her tongue before she pulled her tight lips off of it.

“That. Was. Wonderful.” She panted and reached her left hand back to my cock to stroke it. The shaft was still wet from her mouth, and her fingers glided effortlessly across my skin.

“Can you do reverse cow girl?” I asked.

“Yes.” She fixed me with a dazzling smile and then swung her left leg over my chest to position her hips over my cock. She scooted up her hips to align with mine, and I felt her hand position my cock. She flexed her legs, raising her perfect ass off of my waist, and then she lowered her tight pussy on my dick.

“Ahhhh,” we both moaned when our bodies became one. It normally took me a few thrusts to be able to slide all the way into Kim, but she was still soaking from our earlier lovemaking, and I had no problem penetrating her tight tunnel with my full length.

She sat atop of me for a few moments, and I ran my hands over her tight butt and her toned legs. I could feel her walls tighten around me sporadically, and I realized that the girl was having another light orgasm. My hands grabbed her hips quickly, and I pulled her down harder on me to help increase her spasms. I was already in as deep as I could go, but the added pressure forcing her onto me seemed to have the reaction I intended, and she began to seizure in earnest.

“Ahhhhhhh!” She looked over her shoulder at me, and her eyes were wild. She tried to buck again, but I kept her body impaled on my erection, and she rode out the climax for half a minute before I felt her pussy stop clenching my shaft. Then I let go of her hips, and she fell forward between my legs.

“How can you make me come so much?” she asked dreamily. “It’s like over, and over, and over.”

“I’m glad you like it.” I let out a short laugh.

“I don’t just like it. I love it.” She joined with my laughter and then sat up more on my dick.

“Just ride me. Go slow.” I instructed her. She nodded her head and then set about the task.

I enjoyed this position since I could just lie on my bed and let Kim do most of the work. I did run my hands over her unbelievably tight ass while she fucked me, but the pretty Asian girl had full control over my cock, her body, and the rate at which she pleasured herself.

She started by rocking forward and back on my shaft while her hands grabbed my shins. This made my tip dig delightfully against the back of her velvety walls. After a few minutes of this, her breathing became ragged, and she switched her technique to more of a circular bob. This also felt wonderful and forced the sides of my shaft to rub along all of her tunnel. After a few minutes of this, she switched her motions again and sat more upright. This position was enjoyable because she just tensed her butt rhythmically to drive me into her while she rubbed her left hand across my balls. I realized that the changes in position were just Kim teasing herself, and I decided to let her continue for a few more rounds.

She switched positions again, and I quickly changed my mind. She was leaning really far forward now and pushing her ass back into me at an angle that rode the line between very pleasurable and painful. I could tell that she liked it because each of her short punchy movements made her squeak with shock. I knew I wouldn’t be able to orgasm at this angle, so I grabbed her hips firmly. Then I pulled and pushed the tight Asian woman at a more urgent speed and deeper depth.

“Do you like this?” I asked her.

“Yesssssss,” she hissed between gasps of shock when I bottomed out inside of her drenched tunnel.

“Do you want to come again?”

“Yessssssss,” she hissed, and her hips struggled to escape my control.

“I want to feel your pussy get wet and squeeze my cock. Come for me, Kim.” I ordered her.

“Oh god. Oh yesss. Ohhhhhh!” She pushed her face against my bed, and I felt another crash of pleasure collide with her tight body. She again tried to squirm free of my dick, but I pulled as hard as I could on her hip bones and drove my own hips into her ass. It was as deep as I could go with this position, and I felt my tip near the entrance to her wall.

I held the position until the screaming girl finished her trembling and sighed. When she finished her pleasure, she sat more upright and rested for a few moments with my cock still deep in her. I relished the wet tightness of her pussy’s embrace for a few more moments, and then I reached up from her hip bones and pulled her back into my chest.

“Lie back on top of me.”

“Okay,” her voice was a cross between a moan, whisper, and pant. She had to untangle her shins from my bed sheets, but she was soon on top of me with her back pressed against my chest while we both faced the ceiling of my apartment.

I was still deep in her hot wet pussy, but now my hands were free to roam her chest, stomach, and clit while I fucked her. But before I began to do that, I pulled her black hair from my face so that I could nibble on her tasty-looking neck.

“Ohhhhh,” she sighed when my tongue slid across the side of her throat.

“Just lie here and relax,” I instructed her before I bit her ear lobe lightly. My efforts rewarded me with another gasp, and I moved my fingers to her breasts.

Kim had perfect, small, firm breasts, and they fit in my hands like halves of symmetrical oranges. She curled against my back when I began to massage her chest, but the movement made my cock slide out of her a few inches, and she gasped before wiggling downward so that I was deeper inside of her pussy.

This position felt wonderful. I had maximum contact with Kim’s back against my chest, her head against mine, her ass against my hip, our legs on top of each other, my arms circling her to touch her breasts, and my dick impaling her. I continued to suck, kiss, and bite her neck while my hands played with her breasts. I almost didn’t even need to fuck her. Just my touches and contact with her body were driving us both crazy.

Then I got an idea.

I stopped caressing her left nipple and walked my left hand down to where my cock was inside of her. Kim seemed to guess what I was doing, and her legs spread slightly to allow my fingers to find where my body entered hers. The area was soaking wet, and I ran my fingers around her vaginal lips to moisten them.

It took a few passes to drench my fingers, and then I moved them to her clit.

“Muuuuuuffffhhhh!” I kissed Kim at the exact same time as I began to massage her little nub, and she moaned desperately into my mouth. She struggled in my arms, but I pulled my forearms tighter around her. She was trapped between my right hand on her breasts, my left hand across her stomach, fingering her clit, and my dick deep in her vagina.

Her clit was pert and responsive against my fingers. It only took me a dozen circular rubs before I felt the familiar twitches of her oncoming orgasm. I was prepared for it, and I didn’t let up from my rubbing when the first rolling earthquakes made her slam her tight body against my chest.

She screamed the loudest howl of the night, and I crushed the girl against my chest. We were both sweating; wet from our combined juices, and the sensation of her spasms rolled from her and gave my hips a wonderful vibration. I couldn’t handle the stimulation after ten seconds, so I had to let go of her breast and clit so that I could grab her hips. She thought I was letting her go and cried with relief, but I only squeezed her hips and began to fuck her twitching pussy from beneath her shaking body.

My sudden thrusts up into her seemed to give her another level of climax, and she wrapped her own arms around her chest and howled again. Her pussy clenched my sliding dick, and I started to feel the early tugging of a climax in my own groin. But before I could build it into a full orgasm, I felt her tremors end, and she fell against me with a long sigh. I stopped my thrusting, and we lay together, as one person, for a few minutes.

“Amazing,” she whispered to the ceiling. “Did you come? I am so wet I couldn’t tell.”

“No, but I am close.” I felt my balls complain angrily at me. They wanted me to keep fucking her tight pussy.

“Jeeze,” she sighed, “you are a stud. I don’t know how much more I can take.”

“Awwww,” I teased. “Want me to stop?”

“Oh no. I want to feel you come in me again.” She kissed me and then wiggled back into my chest.

I brought my arms up to her shoulders and wrapped them around her chest again. I raised my hips slightly and rolled a little to the right. Kim was confused at first, but then the hot Asian girl realized I was positioning her for the next round of fucking, and she assisted me by turning so that we lay in the spoon position. We’d done the movement without my cock leaving her hot little tunnel, and my erection flexed inside of her with pleasure.

My right arm was under her neck against the bed, and she rested her head on my bicep like it was a pillow. This position left my left arm free, and I gripped her left hip right where the bone made the perfectly fitted handle for my fingers. She arched her back away from me perfectly. The girl knew what I was about to do to her, and she sighed gratefully.

Then I started to thrust into her.

It was a hard, deep fuck that was aided by my left hand yanking back on her left hip. She didn’t have to do much work, but my first couple of thrusts went unbelievably far into her, and we both let out a surprised gasp.

“Oh that is deep,” she whined. I just grunted at her words. There was a mirror on my closet doors, and Kim propped herself up on her right elbow so that she could see me pound her.

“Oh that is so deep,” she gasped again, and I picked up my tempo. God damn, she felt so wonderful. She was so tight around my shaft, so soft against my tip, and so wet. Her body was a thing of beauty, and I let go of her hip so that I could run my fingers along her skin. She moaned my name again, and I saw her mouth hanging open in the reflection of the mirror.

I couldn’t get as deep as I wanted with my hand off of her hip, so I moved it back there after a few moments and did a long thrust that I left in position for a few moments. Kim purred at the change in tempo, and she leaned her head back so that my chest was touching her smooth, slick, back.

“I want to come in you. Will you come with me?” I whispered into her ear when I started to increase the tempo again.

“Yesssss,” she sighed, “pleeeeaaasssseee.” I was rolling my hips slightly so that my cock was thrusting as far as I could go and then twisting an additional few millimeters inside of her. The rocking, rolling motion was causing my balls to tug, and I increased my tempo, pushed into her harder, and yanked her hip back more. Then my balls gave me the tingly feeling of release, and I knew that there was no turning back.

“I’m coming Kim, I’m going to fill you, push back into me,” I hissed, and my brain started to spin around the room. It could have been the booze, but it was probably that I felt drunk off of the sexy girl.

Kim let out another cute gasp and pressed her ass back into me. The movement combined with my eager thrusting made me slide as deep into her as I probably been so far tonight, and I didn’t want to pull out. The orgasm hit me like a punch to the stomach, and I felt my groin pulse frantically. My balls tightened, my cock flexed, and I released deep into the tight tunnel of the beautiful Asian woman.

Kim had started her climax at the same time as me, but she let out a louder moan when she felt my penis ejaculate into her. She curled her back against my chest and began to tremble like she had lost control of her muscles. I wrapped my arms around her arms, chest, and breasts so that I could crush her against me while my cock spat another cup full of sperm into her accepting body. Her pussy was milking me again, and I would have sworn that she had enough control over her body to make it tighten around me on command. Either way, my balls gave a fourth and final tighten, and my cock deposited another white load into her.

Then we were both finished with our pleasure.

“Ahhhhh,” she sighed. She was breathing heavily, and it took her a few long inhales before she could talk again. “Wow Eric,” was what she finally said.

“Wow Eric? Haha, how about ‘wow Kim?’ You are great.”

“I’m glad you think so.” Her back was to me, and she wiggled a little closer to snuggle more in my arms. “I was worried about today because Katherine wasn’t with us.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. I didn’t know if you actually liked me, or if I was just an accessory to Katherine.”

“No. I like you,” I said quickly.

“Oh goodie,” she said and sighed. “I mean, I like when the three of us are together,” she said quickly, “so if you want to continue that, it is fine with me. I just like you a lot, and I wanted to be able to spend time with you if Katherine wasn’t available.” I opened my mouth to answer, but the pretty girl kept going. “If you don’t want to see me without Katherine, that’s okay too. Sorry, I’m babbling. I’ll be quiet now.”

“No that is okay,” I said quickly. “I like you. I like Katherine too. I like hanging out with both of you. I would love to see you again, either alone or with Katherine.” I wanted to tell Kim that, if she asked me not to fuck Katherine anymore, I’d probably say yes. I had really enjoyed the night with just her. I did like Katherine a bunch and really enjoyed making love to her, but the Jewish girl had made it crystal clear that our relationship would go any farther than the bedroom.

Maybe Kim would want more of an actual relationship?

“Yay.” Kim snuggled back into me some more, but she couldn’t disguise the exhaustion in her voice. I was surprised that my penis was still hard and deep inside of the woman, but something about this girl kept my cock extremely happy.

“Can you flip out the lamp?” There was one on my night stand closer to Kim. She pulled away from me to reach for the switch and wiggled toward the edge of the bed.

“Nope. I’m staying inside of your tight little pussy.” I grabbed her left hip again and didn’t let her slip off. She gasped with pleasure and instead leaned her upper body away from me to turn off the light. Once we were in darkness, Kim wiggled back into my arms and, we both sighed with content.

“Good night, Kim,” I said.

“Good night, Eric,” she said, while she wiggled her hips in our spooning position.

Then we fell asleep.
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Chapter 3

“Hello?” The number on my phone wasn’t in my contact list, but it was a 310 area code.

“Hey, Eric?” It was a woman’s voice.

“Yeah. Who is this?” I asked, but realized almost immediately who it was.

“It’s Nicole, from Jump! Kick! I forgot to give you my number when we practiced together on Tuesday...”

“Oh hey, how’s it going?” It was Saturday, late morning, and I’d just given Kim a lingering kiss before she had jumped in her Lexus and driven away from my apartment. She had volleyball practice this afternoon, so she needed to get home.

“Awesome. Did you have a good Thanksgiving?” she asked.

“Yeah it was unexpectedly good. How about you?”

“Mine was good too. I visited my parents in Arizona. Just got back this morning.”

“Cool...” I was walking back through my apartment complex and had just reached my door. “Can you hold on one second?” I fished my keys out of my pocket and unlocked my door. “Sorry, had to unlock my door.”

“You are in town?” she asked.

“Yeah. I just had Thanksgiving with friends in town.” I set down my keys on the coffee table and then walked over to the kitchen. Kim and I had made pancakes for breakfast. During the cooking, we’d gotten batter all over the counter when I’d bent her over it and fucked her to a mind-numbing climax. Then we’d finished up breakfast and taken a shower with another round of fucking.

“Hey so...” She sounded nervous, “Are you busy right now? Do you want to get lunch?”

“Lunch? With you and me?” As soon as the words left my mouth, I realized they sounded like I was stupidly confused. Maybe I just hadn’t expected her to ask me out.

“Oh jeeze!” she laughed, and her nervousness was apparent. “Roger wanted to join us; I thought I’d call you to see if you were free. Are you?”

“Yeah totally.” I looked at the mess and the kitchen. It could wait.

“Great! There is a place we like in Santa Monica.” She gave me the address, and I said I’d meet her there in an hour. It gave me about fifteen minutes to halfway clean the kitchen and get out the door.

Traffic down into the LA Basin was light, probably because of the holiday, but parking anywhere in Santa Monica fucking sucked, so I ended up having to walk an extra few minutes to the little restaurant and arrived a bit late.

“Hey Eric!” Nicole waved to me once I walked in through the door. The place had a Hawaiian tiki feel to it, and all the wood surfaces looked old enough to make me think that the place might have actually been built in the fifties.

“Hey Nicole. Thanks for inviting me to lunch.” I went to her table, and she stood to hug me. She had her dirty-blonde hair up in a pony tail and wore turquoise teardrop earrings. The color of her earrings matched the shade of her tattered blue jeans. The cute rocker girl also wore a tight Power Rangers t-shirt and light-tan, wedge-heel sandals.

“No problem, thanks for coming.” We sat down across from each other, and our eyes met. Her cheeks turned a little red, and she dropped her eyes and picked up her menu.

“Roger is running a bit late.”

“Ahh cool.” I wondered why she was acting so strange. Nicole had seemed to own all sorts of confidence when I saw her at Brent’s party and the time I rehearsed with them.

“What is good here?” I followed her example and opened the menu.

“Any of the burgers are good. Or the burritos. I always like to split the nachos to start. You down?”

“Yeah, I can eat some nachos.” I laughed. I’d eaten with Kim only a few hours ago, but all the activity between last night and this morning was making me hungrier than normal.

The waitress came to our table, and we ordered a nachos appetizer and a couple of beers. Once the woman left, there was an awkward silence between us, and we each pretended to study our menu.

“Okay. This is weird. It feels like we are on an awkward first date.” I smiled at her.

“Oh shit! I know!” She leaned back and laughed. “Sorry, I am kind of nervous.”

“Why are you nervous?”

“Oh, thank God, here is Roger.” she pointed behind me, and the friendly bass player stepped to our table.

“Hey buddy. Naw don’t stand.” He shook my hand and then flopped into his seat. He was wearing a loose pair of blue shorts, faded grey t-shirt, and flip flops.

“Ugh. Thanksgiving shenanigans. Bunch of extended family leaving my parents house and I had to see them off. Sorry I’m late.” He turned to Nicole. “You order nachos?”

Nicole gave him a wink, pointed at him, and clicked her lips together like she was a cowboy. She seemed to have gained back her personality and confidence.

“Awesome.” He picked up his menu and started us talking about what we did for Thanksgiving. I kept my story pretty short and just repeated what I’d told Nicole about hanging with some friends. Nicole’s story was also pretty tame, but her sister had gotten engaged and there was a little more celebration around her family’s Thanksgiving table than normal.

Roger’s story was a bit more colorful. Apparently, half of his extended family didn’t like the other half, and they were constantly making snide remarks to each other all weekend. Then the situation took some sort of strange Romeo and Juliet turn of events when a pair of distant cousins were discovered fucking each other in Roger’s parents’ bed after the Thursday dinner. Both Nicole and I were laughing at the story and the weird behavior of his family.

“You don’t live with them normally?” I asked him when the nachos arrived.

“Naw. Got an apartment in Palms. My family is in Torrance.” He took a giant bite of nachos. “But it is a good part of Torrance. Except for my family!” All three of us laughed.

The waitress asked for our food order, and we all ordered burritos. Roger got a beer for himself, and then the woman took our menus. There was silence around the table for a second, and Roger looked between the two of us before he focused on Nicole.

“Did you talk to him?” he asked the pretty blonde.

“Haha,” she laughed, “I was too nervous, and it got really weird.” She smiled at me.

“You nervous? That’s hard to believe,” he smirked.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Sooooo....” Nicole leaned back in her chair, fiddling with a few of the sparkly silver rings on her fingers. “You know about our situation with our guitarist?”

“Yeah. Roger kind of told me about it. Sounds shitty, but I got to play a show with you, so it was good for me.” I smiled at them, and they both chuckled.

“So here is the deal... You know the recording company wants us to go on tour after Christmas?” I nodded, and she continued. “They have a massive line up for us, New Year’s Eve party, and a bunch of shows that we’ll be either opening for bigger acts or headlining at some smaller venues. We kind of have to go on tour to support the album and radio play.”

“Yeah, I get it.” I nodded at Nicole. I was starting to guess where this was going.

“So we are out a guitarist because of-” Roger said.

“Asshate Dickface.” Nicole scrunched her nose.

“Yeah,” Roger continued, “Jesse still wants to play with us, but...”

“I don’t want anything to do with that cheating fucker anymore,” Nicole finished his sentence

“Trey and I agree,” Roger smiled at his friend. “He’s out of the band. But the recording company is a little nervous, and they have asked to get involved with auditions for a new guitarist.”

“It is going to be a big fucking pain in the ass, and we’d have to get it done in like... two fucking weeks because of the holidays.” Nicole said.

“Even if we found someone that played good, we are going to be stuck with them on the road for the next year. They could be really hard to live with.” Roger frowned, “They could be cool, but this whole thing just seems like a big hassle.”

“So you want me to go on tour with you?” Kelly had been right about her guess.

“Yeah,” they both said at once. Then Nicole continued. “We like playing with you, you’re a really nice guy, and you are a damn great guitar player.”

“I’m flattered. Thank you for asking me.” I felt my cheeks turn red, and the waitress returned to bring us our burritos.

“Does that mean you’ll go on tour with us?” Roger said as he picked up his burrito. He ordered one with pork and pineapple in it.

“Can you give me more details about what is involved?” I felt my heart race, and I busied my hands by grabbing the burrito on my plate. Isn’t this what every musician wanted? A chance to play songs that they loved in front of a huge audience and get paid?

Except I wasn’t a musician anymore. I was planning on working in finance.

“Okay, yeah, there is a little bullshit with the position,” Nicole sighed. “So legally, apparently, or what our lawyers say; we can’t split the record sales with you.” She sighed. “As much as I want to try to prevent Jesse from making any money of the band because he didn’t even write any of the stuff, it would be a stupid big hassle. We could get into some sort of legal battle, but the recording company won’t want it.”

“We are finishing an agreement with Jesse. He’s going to get his share of the record sales, but nothing from the tour or future record sales.” Roger said.

“The record company is going to help us out with a salary for a new band mate, and we’ll kick in something extra out of our own pockets.” Nicole smiled and shrugged her shoulders.

“So it is a salaried position?” I asked, and they both nodded. “What is the pay?”

“Seven grand a month. They are paying for the bus, hotels, food, travel, pretty much everything we need on tour, so it will be pure bank for you. Also, we’ve got our manager fishing for endorsement deals. We’ll have all new gear for the tour. If you want new guitars or stuff.” Nicole smiled. They both played instruments, so they knew the lure of acquiring new music gear.

I tried to keep my face emotionless, but I think my eyes opened a bit at the amount of money Nicole told me. There were plenty of sales guys around the office that were making that kind of cash or more. But they had made tons of sales calls and built up their business. If I was to go that route, I’d start off with no pay and just make a commission on sales. Or I could move to more of an analyst role and make fifty grand a year. No matter what I did, I would still have to pay for food and rent for the year. The money Nicole was offering me was probably equal to more than two years’ worth of work at a basic finance job with Patrick’s dad’s firm.

“Would I be a member of the band or just helping out on the tour?” I felt my brain start to crunch some numbers and put a stop to my imagination. Yeah, the money would be good for a year, but, if I was just going to be a hired gun along for the ride, I’d still have to go back to school and find a job when I got home. I really liked my current job, and it was a great opportunity to get into the industry I wanted to be in.

I also thought about the women I had been seeing. Kelly was leaving, so it wasn’t like there would be anything there in the future; even if I wanted a lasting relationship with the tall blonde girl. The situation between Aimee and I was mixed, and troublesome, and more than one hundred and twenty pounds of fucked up. Every time I was around the beautiful brunette, I wanted to toss my friendship with Jack aside and fuck her silly. When I was away from her, I realized how terrible of a friend I was to the guy that had done as much as he could to pull me out of my dark tailspin.

There was no hope of a future with Katherine. The Jewish girl had made it clear that her parents wouldn’t approve of my nationality and my income level. The day with Kim yesterday had been tons of fun, and every time we were lovers it was beyond amazing. She seemed interested in having a longer relationship with me, but I also had to think of our racial differences. I had no problem dating, loving, and marrying a Korean girl, but I’ve always thought that Asian’s were pretty racist. I wouldn’t be surprised if Kim’s parents didn’t approve of me.

Then there was Beth.

I was probably better off being on the other side of the world from that gorgeous dark temptress.

“We’ve got a kind of contract that our lawyer drafted.” Nicole bit her lip, “The employment would be for a minimum of a year or as long as the tour after a three-month probation period. We don’t think you are a crazy psycho, but the four of us, plus a few roadies and techs, are going to be sharing the same tour bus for at least a year. If you somehow turned into Keith Moon, we wouldn’t want to be stuck with you for the entire year.” The three of us laughed.

“But we want to come up with the next album while we are on tour,” Nicole continued, “so we are thinking that you join the band officially after the three months, and we start writing together. If that is something you are interested in.”

“I think it would be.” I nodded and tried to keep my poker face.

“Soooo... does that mean you are in?” Roger leaned forward.

“Can I have some time to think about it?” I smiled at them. “It is a great offer, and every musician’s dream to be in a successful band. Especially when the music is as good as your stuff.”

“Thanks!” they both said.

“Is there anything that would keep you from deciding to join us?” I could tell that Roger was the brains behind the band. Not that Nicole and Trey were stupid, but the bass player seemed knowledgeable about business and sales.

“I’m still in the middle of school, have a job I really like, girls that I am dating.”

“Oh yeah. You are dating some really hot girls.” Roger leaned back and let out a whistle while Nicole smirked at him. “I can see why you might not want to leave all that behind.”

“It’s also just a dramatic change in direction. Last year I planned on becoming a musician, and I would have jumped at the chance to be on the road with you. But then something changed, and I kinda decided not to play music ever again. It is weird though, I started picking up my guitar a few days before you all needed me to play in the band at Brent’s house.”

“So it was meant to be!” Roger laughed and took a sip of beer.

“Why did you want to get out of music? I mean, besides the obvious reasons of not being able to make any money doing it and the endless amount of practicing involved.” Nicole winked at me.

“Ahhhh.” I sighed. “You guys have some time? Kind of a long story.”

“Sure.” they both said. Roger held up his almost empty beer bottle and motioned for the waitress to bring us three more.

“Alright. Probably good that I talk to you about this stuff. Everyone has skeletons in their closet, so it is probably best you know mine before you consider spending the next year as my busmate.” They nodded, and I told them the story of my childhood, growing up, my parent’s tragic death, my long-term depression, and my struggle to climb out of the hole to pursue a normal life. I told them about Jack’s help and his network of super rich school friends that I spent most of my time with now. They had already met a few of them at Brent’s party, but both of the musicians nodded when I put the story in place. I left out the involvement with the various girls, but I imagined that they read between the lines of my story.

“So that is kind of it. I feel like I’m finally pointed in the right direction with my life. I don’t know if I want to pivot again.” I shrugged at the end of my tale. The burritos had long since been eaten, and we were almost done with our third round of beers.

“Sucks about your parents. I can understand where you are coming from,” Nicole said.

“Yeah man. Tough gig. But there is a lot of silver lining. You’re doing alright now, and it sounds like there is opportunity all around. Especially with us.” He grinned at me. I really liked the guy.

“Let’s say that you go on tour with us, and the best things happen.” Nicole leaned forward and gestured flatly with her hand. “We’ll all be famous, cut a bunch of albums, do more tours, and be fucking world-renowned rock stars. I’m not saying that is going to happen for sure, but we’ve got the hardest step out of the way: We’ve got a record deal, and we are going to get a shit load of radio play. Really all we need to do is come out with more quality albums and just not fucking break up.”

“Yeah, I can see that happening. Your music is awesome, I enjoy playing it, and the crowds love it,” I said.

“Thanks, we like playing with you. We really think you would be a good fit for us. Let’s just assume that the worst happens though: It doesn’t work out somehow with the band long-term. You would still have made the money, and I doubt it would be that hard to pick up where you left off with school and work. Sounds like they really like you there,” Nicole stated.

“And you are a good-looking dude, Eric, I’m sure you’ll find a new harem of girls to date if the whole rock-star thing doesn’t work out for us,” Roger laughed.

“Okay. You both made good points. When do you need to know for sure?” I asked them.

“Ummm... Today would be nice,” Nicole laughed. “No, I’m kinda joking, kinda not joking. I was really nervous to ask you because I was afraid you would say ‘no’ and we’d be kinda fucked. I just don’t want to go through the audition process and get stuck with a hired gun for a year or more. We might not even be able to work on the next album with them. Dickface really put us in a bad spot.”

“I get it,” I said with a smile.

“Can you make a practice Monday night?” Roger asked, and I nodded. “Can you give us a decision by then? It’s only two days, but we are a little under the gun. If you don’t want to join us, then we are going to have to start auditions really fucking soon. The recording company is already freaking out, and if we don’t get a guitarist... well, I don’t want to think about it.”

“Yeah, I’ll let you guys know by Monday night. Are you practicing at the same spot?” They both nodded. “Is Trey okay with me? He doesn’t talk a lot, and he isn’t here,” I asked.

“He’s in Sacramento visiting Crystal’s family for the holiday. He really likes you; he just doesn’t talk a lot. He’s excited about you joining us and wished he could be here,” Nicole answered.

“Ahh. Cool. I like him too. I like all of you guys. Thank you for asking me to be in the band. I just want to talk to Jack and a few other people before I make a decision. This is the opportunity of a lifetime, and I am grateful that you all like me enough to ask me.”

“Awwww. That’s nice. We like you too, Eric.” Nicole said with a smile, and Roger nodded.

“So I’ll see you both Monday. What time?”

“Let’s start at six-ish. We’ll order pizza again. Oh, and feel free to bring as many of your hot girlfriends as you want.” Roger laughed, and Nicole punched him in the shoulder.

Roger grabbed the bill, waved my hand away when I reached for my wallet, and then laid some cash on the table. After he paid, the three of us stood and walked out of the quaint little tiki restaurant. It had turned into late afternoon, and I sighed when I realized I had to return and clean my kitchen. I exchanged one last hug with Nicole and a handshake with Roger before we each went our separate ways toward our cars.
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Chapter 4

“So you’d be gone for a year? Maybe longer?” Jack asked.

“Yeah. If everything goes okay during my three-month probationary period,” I answered.

“Hummm...” I wished we were talking face to face so that I could see his emotion. He was still in New York with his parents for the holiday, and I’d just finished cleaning up the pancake warzone in my kitchen.

Then again, if I saw him in person I’d be feeling terrible about Aimee.

“Sounds like you are still recovering from Thursday’s dinner,” I forced a laugh.

“Ahh man, you should have come,” he sighed, “we had so much food. They had to fucking roll me out of there. Oh, and remember my cute cousin Jessica? You met her a few years ago?”

“She was the pretty girl that did all the theater stuff?” I asked, “She was at your birthday party?”

“Yeah dude, oh man, she’s gotten like, so fucking hot. She’s my cousin and all, so I am making these remarks from a purely observational point of view. But dang, dude. Anyways, she asked me a bunch about you. She’s actually transferring to my school next semester. Performance art, I think is what she said. I told her that you were going Cal State over the hill, and she made it kinda apparent that she wanted to get to know you better.”

“I might be gone by then.” I sighed at the irony of his attempt to set me up.

“Yeah... You obviously have to do it,” Jack said.

“You think so?”

“Dude. How many people get this opportunity? One in a million? One in a hundred thousand? You have to do it.”

“You think it is a good idea?” I didn’t know how Jack would have reacted. I’d hoped that he would approve of me leaving, but I also knew that he was really happy that I was out of the dark funk.

“Yeah dude. Even if it wasn’t a good idea, it will be an amazing experience. Kind of like that superhot girl that you know is crazy. You just want to date her anyway.” He laughed, but I felt my stomach clench.

“So you’d leave after Christmas?”

“I don’t have the actual date, but yeah, around there.”

“Man. We’ll have to throw a going-away party or something.”

“Haha,” I laughed, “I think I’ll be too busy trying to get my classes all wrapped up, stuff moved, and finish learning all the songs. I won’t be able to plan a party.”

“Then let me do it! Oh, and by me, I mean Aimee. She is a party planner extraordinaire.”

“Ahhh man, I appreciate the thought, but I don’t want to impose.” The thought of Aimee planning me a going-away party sounded like an extraordinarily bad idea.

“No worries! She’ll want to do it. Speaking of parties, please tell me you didn’t just sit alone in your apartment on Thanksgiving. I told mom and dad that you had plans.”

“Funny you should bring up Aimee,” I felt my stomach drop again, and my heart began to pound. Jack was going to find out eventually that I’d had dinner with Aimee’s family. He should hear it from me. “Beth actually invited me to dinner with Aimee and their parents. I spent most of the day over there.”

“Whoa...” He was silent for a moment, and my stomach lurched even more. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised.” My heart stopped beating when he paused again. “I thought Beth had a thing for you when she kept calling me!” He laughed, and my breath left my body. “She’s like, crazy pretty and smart. I kind of thought you were dating Katherine? Or wasn’t there that other girl that played volleyball at your school?”

“Kelly,” I said, “I’m not dating Beth. She’s too young. Kelly had asked me to hang out with her family for Thanksgiving. I like her a lot, but she is leaving after this semester. Going to school in Australia.”

“Ahh dang. Man, we haven’t really talked in a while. Didn’t realize that was going on with ya.”

“I like Katherine a lot too, but it isn’t going to go anywhere.”

“Why not?” he asked.

“Ehhh. Probably better to talk about over a beer.” I didn’t want to tell Jack what Katherine said about me not being rich or Jewish. I’d known the guy my entire life, and I knew he’d get really pissed off and wouldn’t want to hang out with Katherine anymore. Even though her position about our future hurt my feelings, I’d appreciated that she’d had the guts to tell me so that I knew not to fall in love with her.

“I actually had a date with her friend Kim yesterday.” I figured talking about someone else would move the conversation away from Aimee, or Beth, or Katherine.

“Oh nice. She was super hot. How did it go?”

“Really good. We’ve hung out a couple of times, but this was the first kind of official date. We just spent Black Friday on Ventura Boulevard, walking around. Then we had dinner.”

“Then you had breakfast?” he laughed after he asked the question.

“Yeah,” I admitted.

“Ahhhhh yeahhhhh.” I could hear his laughter coming deep from his stomach.

“So how was Thanksgiving dinner at the Godwin’s?” he asked after his laughter had died. I’d actually forgotten Beth and Aimee’s last name, so it took a few moments for the ends to join in my foggy brain.

“It was great. The food was really good. John and Keiko play music really well. We spent a lot of time by the piano doing jazz standards and stuff like that.” I didn’t know exactly what to say to him. It didn’t sound like he was digging for information.

“Cool. I really like them both. How was Aimee?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know; did she talk about me or miss me or anything?” Okay, so now he was starting to dig. Was Aimee correct when she said that they weren’t really together? Was my friend suspicious of me?

“I didn’t notice anything unusual.” I kept my answer as plain as possible.

“Ahh okay,” he sighed.

“Something wrong?” I shouldn’t have asked because of the situation between Aimee and me, but I knew my friend well enough to know that something was wrong.

“She’s been kinda distant. I dunno, dude. Feels like our relationship isn’t really progressing.”

“What do you mean?”

“When we first started dating, I thought she was into me. Well, into me as much as I was into her. Then I’ve just kind of felt her losing interest the last month or so.”

“Didn’t you guys just go to her parent’s charity dinner thing?” I wondered if this was around the time Aimee met me at Jack’s place that first time. The dates seemed close.

“Yeah, but she only said a handful of words to me all night. It was totally weird. She spent more time talking to her father and mother than me. Hell, Beth actually spoke to me more, and half the questions Beth asked me were about you. The other half were about you and me growing up.” He sighed again.

“So you think she’s gonna break up with you?”

“I dunno, dude. I really like her, but we haven’t slept together yet. We aren’t going to have any classes together next semester. I think she’s bored with me. Sucks, because I’m still into her and want to continue to date her.”

“Yeah, I know.” I spoke the words to agree with him, but my heart was a flurry of fucked-up and mixed-up emotions.

I realized that Aimee was probably doing as she told me and setting the situation so that she could break up with Jack. Part of me was upset that my friend was going to have his heart broken, another part of me was happy that I’d be able to date the girl. I was beyond confused by my own feelings, but I’d been this way since I first met Aimee, and it seemed like she was making a pass at me.

But what about Kim? I had really enjoyed our time together. I wanted to get to know her better. Would I be better off dating the pretty Asian girl? Ugh. Fuck me. This was just another reason to go on tour. My life was beyond confusing right now. If I went on tour with Jump! Kick! then the only shit I’d have to worry about would be playing guitar and being nice to my band mates. It sounded like a dream.

But it also sounded like I was running away.

“So what do you think I should do?” Jack’s question ripped me away from my own thoughts and back to our conversation.

“I dunno, man. Have you talked to her since you left?”

“No,” he sighed, “just text messages. Called her this morning, but went to voice mail.”

“Maybe send her a text about her birthday party? That’s coming up isn’t it?”

“That’s a good idea. Hey, do you think your band would want to play at her party?” Jack’s voice seemed hopeful. “That might get her excited.”

“I dunno, man. They might be really busy packing and shit.”

“I’m sure Aimee’s parents could afford to pay you guys. And their house is in a sweet spot. Will you ask them?”

“It would probably be easier to ask them if I accepted their offer to go on tour,” I laughed.

“I think you should do it. I’ll miss you a bunch, but it doesn’t mean we can’t stay in touch. Besides, think about all the stories you are gonna have from being on tour, think about all the cool cities you will visit, and think about all the hot groupies that will want you!”

“You make valid points. Especially the last one.” I laughed again. “Okay. I’ll think more about it this weekend, and I’ll let you know. I’ll let you get back to your family.”

“Alright buddy. I’m so excited for you!” It was easy to hear Jack’s grin on the other side of the phone.

“Thanks, buddy. Love ya.”

“Love ya too. Bye.” I hung up the phone and then looked at it for a few minutes while my mind replayed the conversation.

Was I a coward? Was I just running away from my problems if I decided to join the band? Probably.

Was I a backstabber by doing what I did with Aimee in her father’s car? Was I betraying my best friend by having the discussion of a relationship with his girlfriend? Yes.

My phone buzzed in my hands, and I almost dropped it. It was a text message from Aimee, and I wondered if the girl’s ears had been burning.

Thinking about you. Can I come over?

I looked around my apartment and judged it clean enough for Aimee to visit me. Then I smacked the palm of my left hand to my forehead. What the fuck was I thinking? I needed to stay as far away from her as possible. I shouldn’t even go to her party.

I just talked to Jack. He is worried that you are breaking up with him.

I realized it was a mistake to have the conversation as soon as I hit the send button on my phone.

Ummmm... that is part of the plan. Remember? Can I come over?

I shook my head as if she could somehow see it through the screen of my phone. I began to type in another response, but the phone rang, and I saw that Aimee was calling me.

“Hey,” I said after I answered.

“Hello,” she purred her greeting. “Can I come over? I’m so bored.”

“Jack said he’s been trying to call you.” I restated what I’d just texted her.

“I know. I’m letting him down slowly and gently. Like we talked about. Are you at home?”

“Yeah, but I wanted to talk to you about-”

“Good. I want to talk too. I’ll be over in like forty five.”

“No, let’s just talk on the phone,” I gritted my teeth. Aimee coming over was a bad idea.

“We’ll just talk, and then I’ll go home. I just need to get out of my house. Parents are bugging me.” She sounded more than insistent. I guessed that, even if I said no, she would probably show up at my place anyways.

“Can we meet somewhere for dinner?” I asked.

“Yeah! Dinner sounds like a great idea. We’ll figure out where to go when I get there. See ya soon.”

“Wait, let’s just pick a place, and I’ll meet you.” I said into the phone, but she had already hung up.

“Fuck me,” I groaned and paced my apartment for a few minutes.

I had just cleaned the kitchen, and my living room was clean. I walked back into my room and made the bed, picked up some of my discarded clothes, put them in the hamper, and then inspected the bathroom. I normally spent time Wednesday nights and Saturdays picking up my apartment, but I’d done a bunch yesterday before Kim came over. Everything looked presentable enough to show a girl, but I wished I had an apartment that didn’t have a bathroom right off of the bedroom. I really didn’t want Aimee coming into my bedroom for any reason.

I paced around my apartment for a few more minutes and then took a deep breath to relax myself. I didn’t need to do anything with Aimee I didn’t want to do. I didn’t have to fuck her. I didn’t have to kiss her. I didn’t have to jeopardize my friendship with Jack. We could just talk, grab dinner, and then she’d totally leave afterwards.

Yeah right.

If I hadn’t felt an overwhelming attraction to the girl, our relationship would be so much simpler, but that could be said about any relationship I’d have with a girl. Attraction just got in the way of thinking clearly. It was easy enough to deal with Aimee over the phone, but in person I knew that my body would crave her. I’m sure she knew that as well.

I thought about watching some television, but I knew that it wouldn’t be a deep-enough distraction. Instead, I went back into my room and grabbed my Martin guitar from my closet. I found my notebook of songs from Jump! Kick! and then I sat on my living room couch to play. The practicing helped ease my mind and focus on what was probably going to be the next phase of my life. The idea of leaving my familiar apartment, car, school, and friends was overwhelming, but Jack had been right when he said this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

There was a knock on my door, and I glanced at the clock on my DVD player. A little over forty minutes had passed since Aimee hung up on me, and I guessed the beautiful brunette girl was here. I got up off my couch and went to unlock my door.

“I heard you playing!” Aimee beamed at me. She wore tight faded blue jeans that didn’t quite cover her ankles, leopard-spotted high heels, and a white t-shirt with the word “PLUSH” written in glitter over her breasts. Her purse matched her shoes, and she looked all sorts of hot, dripping sexy.

“Yeah, just killing time.” I still held my guitar in my hand, and I opened the door more so the smoking girl could walk inside. She stepped in past me, and my eyes drifted down her back and lingered on the shape of her pert ass. The jeans looked like they were tailored perfectly to fit her butt, and I felt my cock began to stir. Ugh. This was a fucking bad idea.

“Will you play for me?” She set her purse down on the coffee table and then sat on the couch with her ankles crossed. Kelly, Katherine, and Kim all had the type of bodies that you’d expect volleyball players to have: long, lean, and tight everywhere. Aimee looked like she was a model straight off of the cover of a fashion magazine. Her legs and thighs were thin, along with her waist, but her breasts were full, and her waist had the perfect amount of hourglass giving shape to her hips.

“Sure,” I laughed and felt my nerves fray. Damn it, she was too good looking. She shouldn’t be here. “Afterwards we can head out, okay?”

“Okay.” Aimee smiled slightly, and I couldn’t tell if she was just humoring me. If she knew how attractive I found her, I guessed that she would take more control of the situation.

I sat down on the opposite side of the couch and put my fingers to the strings. I didn’t really have any songs in mind, so I played a few Spanish-sounding chord progressions with some arpeggios thrown in for flavor. I kept my eyes on my fret board for the first few minutes of playing, but then I risked a glance at Aimee.

The dark-haired girl smiled at me, and her eyes practically shouted her raw desire. Girls liked guitar players, I knew this, and I shouldn’t have been playing for her now. We should just get out of my apartment and grab an early dinner. Then she could go home.

She wasn’t planning to go home, dumbass. And you knew that when you allowed her to come over.

“What do you feel like eating?” I stopped playing and set my guitar down. I was somewhat surprised that she hadn’t tried to slide closer to me.

“Something yummy,” she said, and I glanced away from her face. It was obvious what she had intended with her words.

“There is a sushi place up in Porter Ranch that is good. Want to go there?”

“Sure!” She got off of the couch and clapped her hands once.

“I’ll put away my guitar.”

I picked up the Martin, wiped it off with a soft towel, and then put it in its case before I took it back to my room. I kind of expected Aimee to follow me back into my bedroom, rip off her clothes, and jump me, but she didn’t. I returned from the hallway to see her standing by the door.

“My car’s out front. I can drive if you want.”

“Sure,” I replied. This was good. She was being polite and not trying to force me to do anything.

Yet.

We left my apartment and walked down to her Mercedes. The drive into Porter Ranch should have normally taken ten minutes, but it was the afternoon of the holiday weekend of Thanksgiving, and there were a bunch of people driving around looking for Christmas shopping.

During the drive, Aimee talked about Thanksgiving. She spoke about how much her parents liked me and also complained about how annoying Beth was. I didn’t do a good job of engaging in the conversation though. My mind was occupied by thoughts of my future and what I could do to get Aimee to leave after dinner.

“She told me that she is in love with you. She is being so fucking dumb.” Aimee’s words suddenly ripped me out of my reverie.

“Wait. What?” I asked.

“Beth came into my room last night. ‘I am in love with Eric, dear Sister,’ she said all serious. ‘I’ve never been in love before. Can you tell me what to do?’ I can’t believe she would come ask me that. Bitch, she knows you and I are together.” Aimee sighed.

“Oh no.” I put my face in my right hand.

“I don’t know what her game is. I love my sister, but she isn’t interested in you. She is just trying to piss me off.”

“Why would she be trying to piss you off?”

“It is just what she does. She’s always done it. Maybe because I am the older sister? We are supposed to take care of younger siblings, and she never liked it.” Aimee laughed, and I wondered if the pretty girl really knew her sister.

“Turn left here?” Aimee asked.

“Yeah. In the little mall up ahead.”

We parked in front of the sushi place and then walked inside. It was busy, but we were able to find two seats at the sushi bar.

“Looks good!” Aimee smiled at me when she saw the chefs cutting some fresh tuna.

“Yeah it is a good place.” I thought about the last time I’d come here. Kelly was supposed to meet me after her game, but then she’d gotten stuck talking to her coach, and I’d just gone home. Beth had been waiting for me there.

“You have plans to leave this summer?” I recalled Aimee saying something about it when we were talking about her breaking up with Jack.

“Yeah. Europe. Mostly Italy for Beth’s school, but then we have a few other places planned. You know...” Aimee leaned in closer to me, “I was thinking about asking my parents if you could come with. Are you taking any summer classes?”

“No.” My brain ground to a halt with her question, and I tried to make sense of her words. I actually had planned on taking summer classes, but I was just saying ‘no’ to her request.

Aimee just thought that the world was hers. She could do anything she wanted to anyone she wanted. She had everything: brains, money, and perfect beauty. Even as I sat at the bar next to her, I saw every single man in the place throw casual glances in our direction. Aimee had been used to getting whatever she wanted, so of course she must have thought that I would just put my life on hold and go with her to Europe for the summer. I started to think that the entire reason that she didn’t get along with her sister was because Beth didn’t let Aimee get her way all the time.

“Great! Then I’ll ask my parents. They love you, shouldn’t be a problem.”

“I can’t come with you during the summer. Sounds like fun, but I think I am going to be on the road myself.” The waiter came to take our drink orders. We both got water, and Aimee ordered us sake to drink.

“What do you mean?” Aimee asked after the waiter left.

“Remember that band I told you about at Thanksgiving?” She nodded. “I met with them for lunch. They have asked me to go on tour with them.”

“Wow! That is amazing!” She opened her pretty mouth with surprise. “Of course they would ask you, you are an amazing guitarist and really sexy.” She winked at me.

“Haha, thanks.” I felt my cheeks turn hot at her compliments. Damn. It didn’t matter how much I tried to guard myself from Aimee, my body knew how hot she was and responded to her compliments accordingly.

“When do they want to leave for the tour?”

“After Christmas.”

“Ohhh.” her face suddenly turned sour. “For how long?”

“A year at least, maybe longer if the first part goes well and album sales are good.”

“Ohhh.” She was frowning now, like she had chewed on a tart piece of lemon in her water. “Is that what you want to do?”

“I’m thinking about it.”

“What about school?” I could tell she was struggling to smile.

“I’ll finish this semester in three weeks, then I’ll just take a break.” I shrugged.

“What about your job? I thought you liked it?”

“I do. Hey, I haven’t made a decision yet.” Her frown had turned more toward a look of tragic loss, and I reached to squeeze her shoulder.

“Sorry. I think this is a good opportunity. I’m just sad that you’ll be leaving,” she said the words, but they sounded like she was about to sob.

“I understand. I’ll miss everyone too. This is a great opportunity though. The pay is going to be really good, and they are giving me a chance to join the band full time on the next album.”

“Yeah. It is great...” She sighed, and the waiter returned with our drinks. I poured the girl some sake and then toasted her with my own small ceramic cup.

“Thanks for having dinner with me.”

“Yeah, thanks for having dinner with me.” It looked like she was forcing a smile onto her pretty lips.

“Sorry to spring this on you.”

“No. I’m glad you told me. I just wish-” The waiter interrupted us and asked if we’d decided. I grabbed the menu real quick and ordered us a few rolls that Aimee nodded at.

“I wished you’d stay.” She held up her hands really quick and smiled with perfect teeth. “I don’t want you to pass on this opportunity, but I was thinking that you and I would have a chance to develop our relationship after I’d broken up with Jack.” She shrugged when she finished talking and took another sip of her rice wine.

“I remembered when we had talked about Jack last,” I took a sip of my own sake, “You mentioned how we were both young and should be dating multiple people. We should be experiencing the world. Remember?”

“I don’t think that was exactly what I said.” She scrunched her nose.

“You said something like it.” I laughed and thought about how she liked to twist words around to match what she wanted. Beth was the same way.

“Maybe it won’t work out with the band, but I would be foolish not to try. It’s your advice.”

“Maybe I said something like that.” She looked at her water before stirring the ice with her straw. “What are they offering to pay you?”

“Little over eighty for the year.”

“You could make more than that coming to work for my dad and mom.”

“I don’t know anything about pharmaceuticals,” I smirked.

“They have a whole business department. I’m going to do marketing for them. They have finance people, accountants; you could even work with me in marketing.”

“If the band doesn’t work out, then I might take you up on that.” Our rolls arrived, and we both picked up our chop sticks.

“Sounds like you’ve made the decision.” She picked up a slice of roll and didn’t look at me.

“There are a lot of reasons to stay. But there are more reasons to go.”

“What about us?” She set down her chopsticks without taking a bite and turned to me. Her blue eyes looked angry.

“What about us?” I asked. It was probably the wrong thing to ask, and her eyes narrowed even more.

“I thought we were going to be together. I’m dumping Jack for you.” She frowned.

“I know. I’m sorry.” It was sometimes better to admit fault with girls. I could have argued that our relationship still hadn’t started, or that she hadn’t dumped Jack. If anything, she could now make a better-informed decision about dating my friend. Maybe if she knew that I wasn’t going to be around for a year, she’d decide to continue with Jack.

“It’s okay. I get why you want to leave. I just didn’t expect it.” She smiled at me and picked up her sushi again with her chop sticks. I sighed inside and felt the tension leak out of my shoulders. She’d be okay with this. We hadn’t really done much more than kiss, well, and I’d fingered her to an orgasm in her dad’s car.

“Maybe I can fly out to a city and see you on tour? Or when you come back to LA?” she giggled around a mouthful of sushi. A bit of rice fell out of her mouth, and she let out a happy gasp.

“Yeah that would be great. I’d love that.” The tension has totally left my shoulders now, and I ate another slice of roll.

“I can be like one of those groupies who go back into the VIP room with the band and fuck the hot guitarist.” She winked at me, and I almost coughed up the food in my mouth.

“I dunno about that,” I managed to say.

“Oh, I am just kidding. That is like something Katherine would say,” Aimee said with a smirk.

“Yeah that actually does sound like something she would say.” I laughed when I thought of the Jewish girl’s dirty sense of humor.

“Are you two still,” she paused and bit her lip, “hanging out?”

“What do you mean? I saw her at Brent’s house party with this band.”

“Ahh cool. She’s been so busy with volleyball, I haven’t talked to her. She has a thing for you, and I know you two slept together at Jack’s party.”

“I don’t know what you want me to say.” I shrugged my tense shoulders and reached for the sake. The little jug was almost empty.

“She’s my best friend. I just wanted to know if my future boyfriend was still interested in her or if that was just a one-night thing.” I was surprised at how boldly Aimee was speaking.

“I don’t think Katherine is really interested in a relationship with me.” I drank the rest of the sake.

“Huh? She told you that?” Aimee had a weird smile on her face.

“Yeah. Why?”

“Just strange. Why did she tell you she didn’t want a relationship with you? Sounds kinda weird. She was all hot and heavy into you after we first met you at Jack’s apartment.”

“I don’t really want to talk about it. She gave me her reasons, and I was fine with it. We are friends.”

“Ahh, okay.” Aimee moved her chopsticks over a roll and searched for the perfect slice. “Just wondering if she is playing with you.”

“What do you mean?” I had thought that Aimee and Katherine had a weird relationship, but I’d only guessed it from comments that Aimee made.

“She does that with guys sometimes. Pretends that she can’t date them. She wants to see if they are going to chase her. Kinda weird, but that is her game.”

“Ahhh okay. I’m not getting that from her. It’s okay, really.” I almost thought about telling Aimee that no one was better at playing games than she was.

“So, do you like her?”

“Doesn’t really matter. Let’s talk about something else.” We’d finished off the set of rolls, and I realized I was still hungry. “Want more?” I pointed with my chopsticks, and the crazy hot girl nodded.

I motioned over for the sushi chef, and we ordered a few more rolls, then I felt my pants vibrate where my phone was kept in my pocket.

“I’m going to go to the rest room really quick.” Aimee winked at me and got out of her chair. I watched her walk away out of the corner of my eye and saw nearly every man in the restaurant turn their head to watch her.

Who is the hottie you are eating dinner with? :-O

The message was from Kelly, and I wondered if she had somehow been able to hack my phone. Then I realized that she was probably in the restaurant, and I turned around in my chair. Sure enough, the tall blonde girl was sitting a few tables behind me. She waved at me frantically with both arms, and I couldn’t help but smile back at her.

“Hey Kelly,” I walked over to her, and she stood from the table to give me a hug.

“Hey sexy. You remember Ryan and Lisa?” She gestured across the table to her brother.

“Yeah, great to see you again.” They both stood from the table to greet me. I gave Lisa a hug and Ryan a firm handshake.

“My body isn’t even cold, and he’s already moved on,” Kelly pouted to Ryan and Lisa.

“What do you mean?” Ryan asked with confusion on his handsome face.

“He’s already dating someone else!” Kelly’s eyes turned up like she was going to cry.

“Whoa, wait, not quite like that.” I raised my hands and felt panic flood my stomach with the sake.

“Oh jeeze. I’m just fucking with you, Eric.” Kelly let out a loud laugh and poked me in the stomach. “I know, I’m leaving. It’s okay. She’s fucking hot. Oh, here she comes. Introduce me, but don’t make it fucking weird okay?” Kelly poked me in the stomach again, and I saw Aimee turn from our seat at the bar, see me, and then take a few confused steps over.

“Aimee, this is Kelly,” I pointed to the blonde woman awkwardly.

“Hi! Oh my, you are so pretty! Nice to meet you.” Kelly hugged Aimee, and the dark-haired girl hugged the taller volleyball player back with a trace of confusion on her face.

“I’m glad I finally got to meet you.” Kelly smiled widely at Aimee. “Oh shit, this is my brother Ryan and his wife Lisa.” Kelly gestured to her brother and the pretty girl that sat across from her. They both stood again and gave Aimee a handshake. Ryan’s eyes were a bit wide, and I could tell he was doing his best not to check out the beautiful brown-haired girl.

“Nice to meet you all,” Aimee said with a careful smile.

“No, it is really nice to meet you. Eric has said so many good things about you.” Kelly’s smile grew bigger, and it looked really sincere.

“He did?” Aimee looked at me, and her eyes matched the smile on her lips.

“Yeah. We are totally interrupting your dinner. You guys should get back to it.” Kelly reached out and hugged Aimee again. This time, the shorter girl actually seemed to welcome the hug. “So good meeting you! I hope we can hang out sometime.” The two women parted, and Kelly waved to us before she sat down with her brother- and sister-in-law. Aimee and I took the few steps back to our seats at the bar and sat down just as the next order of rolls arrived.

“Weren’t you dating a girl named Kelly?” Aimee asked when we sat.

“Yeah, that was her,” I said.

“Oh. Soooo... What happened?” Aimee seemed really confused, and I didn’t blame her.

“It just didn’t work out.” I shrugged and smiled at the beautiful woman. “We are still friends though.”

“Oh. Well, I guess I should be jealous or something, since she is really pretty. But, she is also really cool.” Aimee shrugged and took a bite of her roll.

“Yeah,” I agreed, and then I glanced back over my shoulder at Kelly. She was making wide movement with her arms like a flying bird. I couldn’t hear what she said, but Ryan and Lisa were clutching their stomachs because they were laughing so hard.

Kelly was really cool.
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Chapter 5

“I’m in. What do we need to do next?” They were the first words out of my mouth when I walked into rehearsal Monday night.

“Wooohooo!” Roger and Trey were in the process of setting up their gear, and they both gave an excited shout. Roger actually jumped in the air, but Trey was behind his set and just raised his fist with a smile on his face.

“Yaaaaaay!” Nicole almost tackled me with a running-jump-hug, and her pretty lips peppered my forehead and nose.

“Whoa!” I laughed and had to drop my guitar and pedal board cases before I could peel the cute blonde rocker girl from my chest. By the time I got her off of me, Roger was giving me a hug and Trey was slapping me on my back.

“Dang, this is a nice reception. I should have said yes earlier.” I felt my cheeks turn red, and I couldn’t help but smile.

“We really like you, dude, and this is making our whole lives a lot easier,” Roger explained, while Trey and Nicole nodded.

“It is a great opportunity. I was worried about what I’d done so far in my life, but I can put everything on hold for a bit. I really love playing with you guys.”

“Yeah, we think this is going to work out beautifully,” Nicole agreed.

“What do we have to do now?” I asked.

“There is some legal contract stuff. What are things looking like for you tomorrow?” Roger asked.

“School and then work. Oh shit, I’m going to have to give notice.” I laughed and smacked my head. “I can probably get out of work. They love me there, and the work isn’t something that has a deadline. I just help the sales guys out.”

“Okay, I’ll call the recording company tomorrow morning and say we found a guitarist and need to fill out the contract. Are you cool in the afternoon?” Roger asked.

“Yep,” I said and then thought of a question. “Should I bring a lawyer?”

“Probably wouldn’t hurt. If you can get one that fast,” Nicole said.

“Cool. Where will we be meeting?”

“Hollywood, I’ll confirm everything tomorrow and text you the address.”

“Okay great. Shall we get started?”

“Yeah! We’re still setting up,” Trey nodded back to his set.

“I’ll order the pizza. I got here a little early. Maybe I was a little excited about hearing your answer.” Nicole winked at me and then fished her flip phone out of her jeans pocket.

“Alright, let me try to text my lawyer and get set up.” I put my guitar and the pedal board case by the practice amp and got my own phone out of my jeans.

“You have a lawyer?” Roger’s voice actually sounded a bit concerned.

“Haha, not really. My best friend’s parents are both lawyers. I’m going to ask them if they can come. I think they do contract law, but it could be something else. Any lawyer is better than no lawyer right?” They laughed.

“Hey guys, I have something else to ask you when Nicole gets off the phone,” I said, and they nodded.

Thinking about expensive lawyers made me think of Aimee and Beth. I’d managed to get Aimee to leave my apartment Saturday night without much of an ordeal. She’d asked to come in after dinner, and it had taken me more than ten minutes to convince her that I wasn’t going to do anything until she’d broken up with Jack. Then we’d had a conversation about me leaving again. I’d explained that it was probably better off if we didn’t get involved, since I’d be leaving&#44; anyway.

It shamed me a bit to admit to myself that she’d almost won me over. The girl was a smooth talker, amazingly beautiful, and she actually swung around the conversation and had me almost convinced that we should spend the next month before I left really having fun with each other; and that fun should start tonight.

Fortunately, Jack texted her asking about her birthday party, and if she thought it would be a good idea for us to play. It had changed our conversation topic, and the girl rushed home to ask her parents. Of course, they had said yes and offered a stupid amount of money to ensure that we would show up at Aimee’s house.

“What’s up?” Nicole had just hung up the phone with the pizza place and walked onto the stage by me.

“One sec.” I finished texting Jack that I’d accepted the band’s offer and asked if either of his parents could help me sign the contract in Hollywood tomorrow afternoon.

“Okay, sorry.” I closed my phone, and the three of them gave me their attention.

“I have a really good friend that also happens to be really rich. Her parents own Godwin Pharmaceuticals.”

“Yeah, I’d say that is rich. You said ‘her’? Is this another one of your stupidly smoking hot girlfriends?” Roger rolled his eyes and sighed.

“Maybe.” I gave a short laugh. “Anyways, her birthday is the week before Christmas. I know we are all going to be busy packing and shit, but they would like to pay us to play at the party. It is in a super-sweet mansion at the top of Beverly Hills.”

“Dang. Super rich, huh?” Nicole nodded with a smirk on her face. “How much they want to pay?”

“Twenty grand.” Their mouths dropped as much as mine did when I read Aimee’s text.

“Holy shit. For real?” Trey asked.

“Yeah.” I smiled.

“Fucking shit. That’s five grand for a few hours of work.” Roger did the simple math aloud to compound the awesomeness of the offer.

“We can hang out there all day too. The house is really nice. They have a game room, a music room, and their backyard looks over all the LA Basin.”

“Fuck, I’m totally in. I can mess up my packing schedule to make five thousand dollars,” Nicole said. “We’ve gotten a good advance from the recoding company, but I’m not going to feel rich until my bank account is reading seven figures.” We all laughed, and I grabbed my phone again.

“So you are cool with me texting her back that we’ll do it?”

“I am,” Roger said.

“Yep,” said Trey.

“Fuck yeah!” Nicole jumped up and down. “Damn, two good pieces of news today from Eric. This has got to be the start of something beautiful.”

“Yeah, I think it is.” I smiled at the pretty blonde girl and then started to set up my guitar.
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Chapter 6

“Dude!” Brent’s voice sang from my phone speaker.

“Dude!” I sang back.

“My dad just told me that Jump! Kick! has a new guitarist. Some bad-ass fucking rocker named Eric Weiss. I fucking know that guy!” He laughed, and I joined him.

“This wouldn’t be happening without you, buddy. I am very thankful to you for everything.”

“Naw man, I just thought you’d like the band. Everything else was serendipity. Where you at right now? Sounds like you are in the car.”

“I’m sitting on the 405 in an ass ton of traffic trying to get home from signing the contract,” I sighed. The drive up the hill was normally terrible at rush hour, but there must have been some sort of four-lane closing accident. The freeway was moving slower than a parking lot.

“You on the LA side or the SFV side?”

“LA.”

“Can you turn around? Let’s grab dinner and celebrate!”

“Yeah, I think I can get off here.” I was almost at the Moraga Drive exit, and I angled my Subaru across two tight lanes in an effort to get there. A few people honked at me for cutting into the lanes, and I raised my hand in apology.

“Where do you want to go?” Brent asked.

“This is your idea, party planner.” I laughed and then managed to squeeze over the last lane into the exit.

“Okay. Let’s do Spago’s. It is Monday night, so we should be able to get a table.

“Spago’s? The name sounds familiar.” I was trying to focus on the traffic and balancing my phone on my leg while it was on speaker mode. I should have bought one of those cool sci-fi looking ear pieces.

“It is Wolfgang Puck’s place. It is on Canon Drive, so take Wilshire east past Santa Monica Boulevard. It is a few streets after Rodeo.”

“Shit man, sounds expensive.”

“Don’t worry, buddy. Dinner is on me. I’ll call Sam; do you want to bring Katherine?”

“That would be cool, but I can’t really call her. I’m trying to drive thought this crazy traffic.”

“No worries, I’ll call her.”

“Okay cool. Ummm, how is the dress code for this place? I’m wearing khakis and a polo shirt.” I’d wanted to look somewhat professional at the meeting with Jump! Kick!’s recording company.

“That’s fine. It is California cuisine. We’ll probably see a couple of movie stars there, and they will probably be wearing flip flops.”

“Okay cool.”

“I’ll call the girls. See you there in like fifteen. Bye!” Brent hung up the phone, and I went back to paying attention to the street signs.

The drive did take me fifteen minutes, but I found the restaurant without a problem and even got a parking spot a few dozen yards from the door. It was metered parking, but I have a glove box full of quarters, and each one gave me fifteen minutes. I didn’t know how long it was going to take, but my phone said it was only half-past five so I put in enough change to give me three hours.

I hadn’t seen Brent’s black Porsche out front, so I was a little surprised to see him sitting in the lobby waiting for me.

“Hey dude!” he jumped up from the leather seat and gave me a big hug. My friend was wearing a dark-green, button-front, collared shirt, khakis, and leather dress shoes. It wasn’t his usual rock star type of attire, and I wondered if he had dressed up a bit for the dinner.

“Good news is that we can get a table no problem.” He gestured to the wide dining room, and I counted about forty tables. Only two of them were occupied. “Bad news is that the girls are going to be about thirty minutes. But we can have a few appetizers and drinks before they get here.” There was a beautiful, tall redhead at the back of the lobby, and Brent gave her the thumbs up sign with both of his hands. She smiled back at the both of us, grabbed four menus, and then motioned for us to follow her.

“You got ahold of Katherine?” I asked when the sexy redhead sat us at a booth in the far corner.

“Yeah. She just got back from practice. Said she needed to shower and then she’d come. Sam will probably be here before.”

“Did you take a cab here?” I asked.

“Yeah, I figured we could get drunk if we wanted. I don’t have class tomorrow until the afternoon. How about you?”

“Classes in the morning, but I’m not really feeling like school is very important anymore.” I smiled and couldn’t contain a giddy laugh.

“I hear ya. This is totally awesome. Fuck, man, congrats again.” He held his hand out across the table, and I shook it.

“Dad said that you brought some bad ass lawyer with you to sign the paperwork?” Brent smiled at me and then flipped open his menu.

“Yeah. Jack’s mom came.”

“Oh, that’s cool. Yeah, I remember him saying his parents were lawyer types.”

“They do contract law, so it was helpful. They hadn’t done anything in the music industry before, but his mom only had a few things she wanted to change around with the contract the band gave me.” Jack’s mom had been a bit more of a bull in the room than I was letting on. She’d argued against eight of the more ambiguous terms of the contract. The band’s lawyer hadn’t wanted to agree to them, but Nicole, Trey, and Roger were also in the room, and they ended up agreeing with Jack’s mom. Or, at least they didn’t want to see any delay to the signing. I didn’t know if those clauses would have come back to kick my ass, but I was glad that I had Jack’s mom there and that she took such good care of me.

“I’ll have a vodka tonic. Eric?” A waiter had asked us if we wanted anything else to drink, I hadn’t noticed him earlier because I’d been wrapped up thinking about all the help Jack’s parents had given me over the years.

“I’ll have the same.” I feared that the waiter would ask to see my ID, but he didn’t.

“Oh and let’s order some appetizers. How about the caviar, and the goat cheese?” Brent asked me and I nodded.

“Soooo... Have you told Katherine yet?” Brent asked. There must have been something in my face because his eyes went wide and he waved his hands frantically. “I mean, shit. Are you guys together? Sorry, I kind of assumed from the party at Jack’s house and the little shindig at my place that you guys were together. Or are you dating the Asian girl? Kim? Was that her name?”

“Yeah. Kim is her name. I don’t think Katherine and I are dating. We want different things out of life. I like spending time with her though. I actually went on a date with Kim on Friday, it went really well. I haven’t told either of them about the band stuff.”

“What do you mean different things out of life?” Brent leaned his head to the side like a confused puppy. “I don’t want to pry, but it seemed like you two were pretty good together.”

“Yeah, I dunno man.” I shrugged my shoulders. I figured that if I told him what Katherine actually said he might get mad at her. In the end it didn’t matter. “We just figured it wouldn’t work long term, but there wouldn’t be any harm if we could have fun in the meantime.”

“Well, you’ll get to tell her about the band stuff in a few seconds.” Brent nodded back toward the entrance of the restaurant. “She just got here.”

I turned around in my seat and saw the tall brown-haired girl walk through the restaurant. Her hair was straighter than normal, and it streamed behind her like a copper wave. She wore a sleeveless dress made from a variety of brightly colored vertical stripes. The hem of the dress was short, loose, and fell just above the midpoint of her shapely thighs. Around her neck was a string of pearls, and she had bright white heels that kind of looked like those gladiator sandals.

I got out of the booth when Katherine neared, and she slid her arms around my neck.

“Damn, you look fucking hot!” she said a little too loudly. Then she pushed her lips into mine, and our tongues did a deliciously long dance. The feeling of her mouth against mine made my head spin a little, and Katherine didn’t help matters when she moaned softly while she kissed me.

“Ah-hem,” Brent coughed, and Katherine pulled her lips from mine.

“Oh, you look sexy too, Brent. Come give me a hug.” Katherine stuck her tongue out at my friend, and he stood from the table to embrace her.

“Sam should be here in a few. We ordered some food. Want a drink?” Katherine slid into the booth next to me while Brent spoke.

“I’m crazy hungry, but I have to pass on the booze. Game on Thursday, and I need to be in tip-top shape.” I sat next to Katherine, and her left hand rested on my crotch.

“Makes sense to me,” Brent said. “We do have a lot to celebrate though.”

“Oh?” Katherine raised a perfect eyebrow.

“Yep, Eric has an announcement.”

“Oh?” Katherine said again, and she turned her face to me. Her hand had begun to massage my cock through my jeans. The tablecloths were long and flowing, so I doubted that Brent could see what was going on.

“Wait until Sam gets here!” Brent laughed. The waiter moved to our table with two plates of food. He set them down between us and then got Katherine’s order for water.

“I’ve never had caviar before,” I said. It was a larger bowl than I expected, and an assortment of expensive-looking bread slices wrapped the dish.

“You’ll love it.” Brent proclaimed, but, before he could grab the spoon, Katherine had already lumped a bunch on three crackers and was about to take a bite.

“Damn, girl,” Brent laughed.

“What? I’m hungry!” She said around a mouthful of the fish eggs. “You try playing volleyball for five hours a day every day for the last three days.”

“Just thinking about that makes me tired.” Brent laughed and grabbed the spoon once Katherine set it down.

“Who are you playing next?” I asked the pretty volleyball player.

“Alabama,” she said around her last bite of cracker. She was eating almost as fast as I’d seen Kelly eat. There was a plate of assorted cheeses, and Katherine let go of my cock so that she could reach toward it.

“Do you have to fly out there?”

“Naw. They are playing here. Hometown advantage. I’m pumped. Do you want to come see us play?”

“Let me think about that,” I put my finger to my chin and looked up to the ceiling of the restaurant. “Do I want to see a bunch of hot girls in short shorts grunt and groan while they battle each other for dominance?” I couldn’t help but smile.

“Dang. Count me in. What time?” Brent asked.

“Should be starting around six at the school gymnasium. It is only the start of the regional championships, so there will probably be a bunch of seats.” Katherine heaped a bunch of cheese on her plate.

“How are my school’s chances?” I thought about seeing Kelly last night and wondered how she would do.

“Not good. Your girlfriend is an amazing player, but the rest of the team is pretty poor.” Katherine was chewing on the cheese, and her words came out all slurred. “They are in a different regional championship to us, and I forget who they are playing, but I’d be surprised if they didn’t get knocked out first round.”

“Your girlfriend?” Brent asked with confusion on his face.

“I was dating a girl at my school that played volleyball. Didn’t work out though.” I said the words quickly and hoped that my tone made it sound like I didn’t want any more questions.

“He’s moved on to better things.” Katherine leaned into me a little, but she was more focused on eating than snuggling.

“Ahh, here is Sam.” Brent got up from the table to greet his girlfriend. I scooped the fish eggs with a second cracker and then joined him.

“Hey sweetie.” Brent hugged his girlfriend, and they gave each other a small kiss. The curvy blonde woman was wearing one of those long flowing dresses that looked more appropriate for summer, but the weather outside was really mild for late autumn and the blue hues of the dress worked with her complexion.

“Hi Eric.” We hugged each other, and I greeted her in return. Katherine also gave the cute girl a hug, and the four of us sat.

“Okay, we are all here. What is this news?” Katherine asked as soon as we settled into our seats.

“I was asked by that band to join them on tour. If it works out well, I’ll be a full member.”

“Wow! That is great!” both girls said at once.

“Thanks!” I smiled.

“How did this all happen?” Sam asked.

I broke down the story for them, starting from Brent’s party. By the time I got to the end of the contract-signing part of the story, the waiter had returned to take Sam’s drink order. We’d also killed most of the appetizers, and Brent ordered a few more small plates from the menu.

“This is awesome. I’m proud of you!” Katherine gave me a tight hug and then kissed my cheek. “The best part out of all this is that I get to say I fucked a rock star!” I felt my cheeks get hot, and the rest of the table laughed.

“You have absolutely no shame,” Samantha smirked at her friend.

“Life’s too short for all that bullshit. Besides,” she reached up with her hand and squeezed my cheeks, “look at how cute he gets when I make him blush! I just want to tease him all day!” They all laughed again, and I felt my blush get hotter.

The waiter returned and asked for our order. The four of us had been glancing at our menus during my story, and we had all decided what we wanted. After he took our order, the conversation switched back to talk of rock stars and touring. I didn’t really know what to expect, but Brent seemed to have a little knowledge about what I should be prepared for.

“You’re going to get really close to everyone in the band. The bus looks big from the outside, and you’ll be impressed by the size when you first get in. But you’re gonna have the four of you, a guitar tech, a sound guy that can also work on the drum set, and some roadies. You’ll have your own bed for space, but nothing else will be private.”

“Jeeze. Sounds like it can get miserable,” Samantha said.

“Did they give you a schedule?” Brent asked me.

“Yeah, but I left it in my car.”

“They normally do like ten weeks on the road, two weeks off in a city, then ten more weeks on the road.”

“Yeah, I think that was what it said.”

“They will either put you up in a hotel in the city while they clean out the bus, or you can fly back home.”

“Where is the first city?” Katherine asked.

“New Year’s Eve party in Las Vegas, but there is a quick show in Joshua Tree,” I said.

“Oh nice. Maybe we can get out to both shows and see you play?” Katherine leaned forward and turned to her friends.

“That sounds like an awesome idea!” Brent said.

The waiter returned, and Brent ordered another round of drinks for himself and Sam.

“I should stop at one. I’ve got to drive home.”

“You should celebrate,” Katherine said, “I can drive you home after dinner.”

“But how will you get home?” I asked.

“Oh jeeze, Eric, stop being such a mimbo. I’m pretty sure you can take me home tomorrow morning.” Katherine laughed, and I felt my cheeks turn red again. Dang, she really could just tease me anytime she wanted.

“Can you drive a stick?” The idea of spending the night with Katherine was very exciting. Part of me wished that she wanted more out of our relationship, but if she just wanted to have a lot of casual sex with me, or with me and Kim, I wouldn’t say no.

“I think you know damn well that I can handle your stick.” The waiter’s mouth opened with surprise at Katherine’s words, and even Sam had to put her hand to her mouth to keep from giggling.

“Okay then. Looks like I’ll have another round,” I said to the waiter. He nodded and then fled the table like we’d just lit it on fire.

Talk at the table turned back to my tour, and Brent did a good job of getting me even more excited about my new life. I also began to feel a bit of sadness when I realized that I wouldn’t see much of my new friends in the next year. Hell, I might not even see them for many years. If things went well with sales and the US tour, the recording company wanted us to tour Japan. If things continued to go great, then we would also do Europe. I could be on the road for a really long time. When things settled down, it could be three or four years in the future. They would all be out of school, have careers, and maybe even be married.

The waiter brought the food to our table, and Katherine started talking about all the crazy band groupies were going to be throwing themselves at me after the concerts.

“Make sure you wear a condom. Actually, wear like, one of those full body latex suits. I don’t want to catch anything from you when you come back from the tour.” Katherine tickled my stomach while she scrunched her nose at me.

“Haha, you are terrible.” I laughed, partially because of what she said, and partially because she actually found a spot where I was ticklish.

The four of us dug into our food. I’d ordered a simple steak, as had Katherine. Samantha had gotten a fish; trout I thought she had said, and Brent ordered an impressive pasta dish. The four of us set about eating, and the conversation relaxed for a few minutes.

“Damn, this is sooooo good. I want to order another.” Katherine had almost polished off her steak, and she waved to the waiter. It was a little past six thirty now, and the restaurant was beginning to fill up with the rich elite of Beverly Hills.

“Dang, you were hungry!” Brent had only finished a quarter of his pasta. I was a little under half way done with my steak, and Sam had only taken a few bites out of her fish.

“I have a big appetite.” She winked at me and then asked the waiter to bring her another steak.

We switched topics and talked about Katherine’s volleyball team some more. They were expected to win the regional championship, and she thought that they had a great chance at taking the national title.

“Two thousand and six champs,” the waiter had brought Katherine the second steak, and she leaned back in her seat after she had eaten most of it, “We haven’t won since nineteen ninety one.”

“We have a great volleyball program, right?” asked Brent.

“Well... I shouldn’t brag, cause I’m in it and all, but yeah, we are pretty badass. There are some different divisions and such, so we don’t play against every college team.”

“How does dessert sound for the table?” The waiter had begun to clear the plates, and Katherine gobbled up the last of her steak before he could take it.

“I’m down. We are celebrating!” Brent said.

“I already have my dessert planned for the night, but I’ll take a look at the menu.” the tall Jewish girl said while she winked to me.

The waiter nodded and then removed the rest of the plates. Soon he had placed new menus in front of us, and we all spent a few moments making our selection.

“I want the cheesecake, but... I should try to stay as kosher as I can. Bah,” Katherine closed her menu, “Sorbet it is.”

“Chocolate mousse for me,” Samantha said as she closed her menu.

“I’m going to try their pastry assortment,” Brent said.

“I guess that means I’ll have to eat the cheesecake,” I said and winked at Katherine.

“Tease. Don’t worry, I’ll get you back tonight.” The pretty girl stuck her tongue out at me, and I felt my cock twitch with excitement.

The waiter took our dessert order, and I turned the conversation to Brent and Samantha. I asked each of them how school was going and if they had any plans for the break. It was a good topic of conversation, and we ended up speaking about their holiday plans until dessert arrived.

Each dish looked amazing, and we decided to share a few bites with each other, except Katherine wouldn’t have any of mine. Brent and Sam played up how delicious the cheesecake tasted, and the Jewish girl gave them both glares before she gave up and tried a bite.

“Okay, that is really damn good. Sorry HaShem.” she looked up at the ceiling of the restaurant and made a small prayer motion with the hand that held my fork. Then she had another bite and winked at me.

“Maybe I should consider giving up my religion for other delicious things,” she whispered in my ear. Brent and Samantha were talking about their class tomorrow, so I didn’t think they could hear us.

“I think you’ve already decided to do more of that tonight.” I leaned into her and whispered my response back, and then I pushed my tongue against the lobe of her ear and felt her shoulder tense against my chest.

“Looks like you two need to get a room.” Brent laughed from across the table.

“Oh yeah,” Katherine sighed and then gave me back my fork. Katherine had cleaned all the sorbet from her bowl and was trying to skim the last drops of it from the dish with her spoon.

The waiter asked if he could box up anything for us, and we agreed. Soon, Brent was paying the bill, and we were all standing from the table. Spago was packed now, and I doubted that we would have been able to get a seat without reservations.

“Thanks for dinner,” I said to Brent while I reached my hand out to shake his.

“No problem, buddy.” He took my hand and pulled me into a hug. Then Katherine thanked him for the meal while she hugged him.

“You two be safe tonight,” Samantha giggled when we walked out of the restaurant. I’d ended up drinking four vodka tonics, and, while I wasn’t totally wasted, the sensation of walking was pleasantly weightless.

“Oh, we will. Safety first!” Katherine pointed at my car, “This is you right? Gimme your keys.” I handed the tall woman my car keys, and she stepped around the Subaru before sliding into the door.

“Ha! I don’t even have to move the chair. See? We are made for each other.” Katherine did adjust the mirror down a bit, and I guessed that any height I had on her was in my torso, and probably only an inch or so.

“Where we headed? You are in the Valley right?”

“Yeah, Northridge. Off of Reseda Boulevard.”

“Right in the armpit, huh?”

“That is Van Nuys,” I clarified, and we both laughed.

“Mind if we swing by my house for a minute? I’ll grab an overnight bag.” She turned the engine on, put down the parking brake, and then shifted into first.

“Sure, if your parents won’t mind a gentile in their home.” I meant to say it as a joke, but I regretted the words as soon as they left my mouth.

“Don’t be like that, sweetie.” She checked the side mirrors and then feathered the clutch out to move my car forward. I was actually surprised by how well she drove.

“Sorry, you are right. I guess I’m still bitter,” I sighed.

“I understand,” she shifted and shrugged her pretty shoulders. “I’m sad you are leaving for a year, but what are we gonna do? Let’s just enjoy what we have while we can.”

“Okay. You are right.”

“Of course I am! Oh, and speaking of enjoying each other. I had a long conversation with Kim yesterday. You two were naughty while I was away!”

“Yeah...” I couldn’t tell if she was annoyed.

“I’m so jealous. She got you all to herself for a whole day, and then you made her breakfast in the morning. You never asked me to have breakfast.” She glanced over at me, and her pretty lips pouted.

“Katherine,” I said dramatically, “do you want to have breakfast at my place tomorrow?”

“Yes!” she laughed. “Finally you ask me on a date, kind of.”

“I thought you said you didn’t want to date?”

“Don’t be all remembering stuff!” she laughed again. “Anyway, Kim said her pussy hasn’t been that sore since we spent the weekend at her house. I think that girl is falling in love with you.”

“Oh?” The alcohol was catching up to me, and my head was starting to buzz a little more.

“Yeah. What do you think?”

“What do I think?”

“Yeah, about her?” Katherine glanced over at me and then turned her eyes back to the dark roads of Beverly Hills.

“I like her a lot. I’m worried about her parents. I guess I think she’s going to end up telling me the same thing you did.”

“You don’t have to worry, her parents aren’t Jewish.” She laughed.

“No, but they are Korean. They might be open minded, but plenty of Asian families aren’t.”

“Oh, I see.”

“And it doesn’t really matter now. I’m leaving.”

“True,” she said.

We had started to drive up a hill in the back part of Beverly Hills. I didn’t think it was the same street that Aimee’s parents lived up on, but it could have been. I was probably too drunk to remember.

“What do you think?” I asked Katherine.

“I love the idea of you and Kim, you two are super cute together, and I know she will share you with me. So I’m a fan.”

“Haha, she was concerned that I wouldn’t want to spend time with her unless you were there.”

“I have her trained,” Katherine laughed, “No, seriously, she really likes you. It’s kinda too bad you’re leaving. I get it though; you need to be in this band. It’s a good move for you.”

“Aimee didn’t seem to like the idea.”

“No shit,” Katherine scoffed. “I’m glad Aimee didn’t get her claws into you. She would definitely not be interested in sharing with me.”

“Wait, what?”

“She is totally wet for you. Like all the time. You haven’t noticed?”

“I thought you two were friends?” I asked with some surprise.

“Yeah. She’s my best friend. We grew up together. But it would take me like two weeks to explain to you how some girls have a relationship.” Katherine laughed.

“Are you like ‘frenemies’? Is that the term?” I asked.

“Maybe, kinda, probably. Look here is the thing with Aimee. Hold on.” She sighed and then turned into the front of a drive way. There was a keypad on the gate of the property and a high wall obscured with pepper trees. Katherine pressed some buttons on the pad and the gates swung open.

“We’ve known each other forever; we grew up together, like I said. I admit that I am pretty spoiled, but Aimee has always gotten whatever she wants. Even if she didn’t really want it. I’ve seen her tear through a guy in a few weeks and then throw him away once she got bored. She’s fucking hot as hell, and the poor boys are always ruined.”

“Is that what she is doing with Jack?” I felt my stomach clench.

“She just wants everything. All the time. Every boyfriend I’ve had she tried to hit on. A couple broke up with me, and I suspected that they asked her out afterwards, but then she wasn’t interested. Okay, we are here.” It was a beautiful home, done in a cool-looking Victorian style with lots of ivy covering the light-blue walls.

“Wow, it is pretty.”

“Thanks, come on in.” she got out of my car and then walked toward the front door. The driveway kind of wrapped around the back of the house, and I could see that the nose of my car was pointing to a four-car garage.

“What do your parents do for work?”

“My dad is the CFO of Godwin Pharmaceuticals.” Katherine blew me a kiss.

“Ahhh. That explains why you grew up with Aimee.”

“Yep. He was one of the first investors in the company, and we own like a quarter of it or something. I can’t remember the exact specifics. Anyway, our parents are best buddies and business partners, so Aimee and I were always hanging out growing up.”

Katherine opened the front door and gestured for me to follow inside.

“Hello? Anyone home?” Katherine called out.

“I’m not surprised. Dad is the only one in town besides me. My mom and sisters are doing some charity temple thingy in San Diego this week.”

“Ahh.” I wondered if Katherine suspected that no one would be home, and that was why she invited me in.

“Take a seat.” She gestured to a nice couch inside of a grand sitting room. Just from the first steps inside I could tell that the mansion wasn’t quite as big as the Godwin’s, but the room Katherine directed me to was still twice the size of my entire apartment.

And the furniture was probably worth more than ten year’s rent.

“I’ll be a few minutes. Oh, let me get you some water.” Katherine skipped out of the room and returned with a bottle of some French glacial stuff. Then she dashed out again.

Katherine hadn’t returned by the time I’d finished the bottle of water, and I had to pee, so I got up from the expensive couch and wandered down a hallway. It was easy to find a bathroom, and the Victorian theme even continued in here, with stylized iron fixtures and decorative mirrors.

“Ready to go?” Katherine was standing a few feet down the hall when I exited the bathroom. She had a small gym bag over her shoulder, and her hair had been tied back in a ponytail.

“Sure,” I said, and we walked out to my car.

The drive back to my place was surprisingly quick, and Katherine drove my car as if she’d actually owned it. We were soon over the hill on the 405 and looking down on the San Fernando Valley.

“Looks like they fixed the accident,” I commented. “Where did you learn how to drive a stick?”

“My dad actually really likes racing Porsches. There is a track up north of Lancaster that he likes to go to every other weekend. I kinda took a few race classes when I was in high school and picked it up there.”

“That is really sexy.” I was feeling my buzz let up a bit, but I didn’t feel bashful about telling her my opinion.

“I know! I’m so fucking hot.” She blew me a kiss and then exited on The 101 freeway going west.

“Have you told Kim about the band?”

“No. I just signed the contract today. I thought I would call her tonight.”

“Hmmmmm,” Katherine mused. “Part of me thinks you should call her tonight and invite her over to play with us. But part of me is still a little jelly that you two had fun without me. I want a turn with just you alone.”

“Haha. I can call her tomorrow.” My cock was rock hard in my pants, and I felt my mouth begin to water.

“Ugh. I am so possessive. Okay, send her a text and tell her that we are hanging out at your place tonight. If she can come over, I’ll share. If she can’t, then lucky me.”

“Let’s be alone tonight.” I had started to reach for my phone, but I stopped myself.

“Kim is great, and I feel foolish turning down another night with both of you, but I would like to give you all of my attention.”

“Okay,” I looked over at her face, and the pretty girl was trying not to smile. Then she saw me glancing at her and sighed. “You are making me blush right now. Damn.” She chuckled. “I do feel like I am cheating on Kim though. I’m going to tell her tomorrow. I won’t say you wanted to be alone with me because it might hurt her feelings. I’ll just say that I wanted you all to myself because I’m a jealous bitch.”

“Why do you feel like you are cheating on Kim? Turn here on Reseda.” Katherine nodded and then made a right off of the freeway.

“Cause she is my girlfriend.” Katherine shrugged.

“Yeah...” I was confused by her answer.

“Like, she is my girlfriend. Girlfriend.” Katherine stuck her tongue out at me.

“Oh... Then why me?” I felt even more confused.

“Well, we are bi, not gay. Or maybe we are just ‘experimenting’ in college like all those stupid magazines say women do. Whatever, anyways, Kim and I are together, but we said if there was ever a guy we liked, we could share him for fun. I already had the hots for you when we met at Jack’s party a few months ago, and, when Kim saw you at the volleyball skirmish at your school, she was all for it.”

“Ahhh. I think I get it, so being here with me alone is kind of like cheating. Does that mean Kim cheated on you with me last Friday?”

“No, she asked me beforehand if she could hang out with me. She asked like twenty times to make sure I was cool with it. The same thing with you kind of goes with her: My parents wouldn’t really approve, so there is only so much we can do together. Fortunately, my parents don’t really think that anything like that is going on between us, so Kim can come and sleep over at my house, or me at her house, every night.”

“When you and I talked after the first night, in the shower, you didn’t say anything about your relationship with Kim. Was that part of the reason you didn’t want to date me?” I asked.

“No. I mean, if I met a nice Jewish boy and Kim didn’t like him, I would probably be pretty torn up about it, but, in the end, I’d have to break up with Kim. I do want kids someday, and I do like guys. So does she. You are looking a little too deep into this.”

“Okay. Turn right here.”

“Awww Eric, don’t pout again. I know you like me. I like you too. Let’s just have fun together. Besides, even if we could date, you are about to leave. You’re going to have all sorts of sex with all sorts of beautiful women. Don’t get all attached to the one who told you she didn’t want to have a long-term relationship with you.” Katherine took her right hand off of the shifter of my car and caressed me behind the ear.

“You’re right. Okay, it’s this building. Let me hit the garage.” I pressed the remote sitting in my ash tray, and the steel door to the parking structure rolled open.

“First spot straight ahead,” I instructed her.

“Easy enough! Thanks for letting me drive.” She pulled the parking brake up and turned off the engine.

“I owe you the thanks.”

“When is class tomorrow?” she asked.

“I’ve got one at eight, but I can miss it if I need to. How about you?”

“Eleven. I can miss it also if we decide to sleep in. I’ve got another at one and then volleyball at three. I can’t really miss either one.” She followed me out of the garage and up to my apartment door. When I reached for the door lock, I once again remembered that Beth still had a key, and I prayed that she hadn’t decided to sneak inside and fall asleep in my bed again.

“I like it!” Katherine said as soon as she stepped inside. “A little spartan, but I expected it to be way messier.”

“I am somewhat of a clean freak for a guy,” I said as I closed the door behind her. I was starting to get butterflies in my stomach like I did before I was about to make love to someone.

“Bedroom back here?” she pointed down the hallway.

“Yeah and bathroom,” I said.

“Oh neat. Ummm...” She ran the tip of her tongue over her lips and then bit her bottom lip with perfect white teeth. “Do you like lingerie?”

“Uh... Yeah.” I felt my heart start to race. “Is there any guy that doesn’t like lingerie?” I had never actually had a girl wear it for me, but I thought it always looked good on the models.

Katherine was more than beautiful enough to be a model.

“Good! I’m gonna go change, and you can get some water or something. I have a feeling I’m going to get thirsty in a few minutes.” She laughed and then carried her gym bag back down the hall toward my bedroom.

“Okay, let me show you where the bathroom is.” I walked back behind her and flipped the light switch to the bathroom without turning on my bedroom light.

“Wow. My hero, I couldn’t have found it on my own.” Katherine smirked at me and then walked into the room. There was enough light coming from the opened door to see that my bed was unoccupied.

Thank fucking god.

I went back to the kitchen, poured some water, and then returned to the room. Then I took my clothes off and slid into bed. Katherine was humming in the bathroom, and my penis began to harden with the anticipation of what she was going to come out wearing.

“Damn! I look hot. You are going to love this.” The door opened and Katherine stepped out of the bathroom. It took my eyes a second to adjust to the light behind her, but once they did, I felt my mouth water and my cock grow painfully hard.

Katherine was wearing heels. They were platform things that made the tall volleyball player even taller. They must have had a six-inch heel, and they made the toned muscles of her legs taut. They were also taut because her legs were wrapped in a light-green stocking that rose up to the top of her thigh, only to be latched with suspenders to another piece of light-green cloth that wrapped around the girl’s waist in kind of a double triangle shape. The suspenders were on the front of her thighs, and they accentuated her olive-colored skin perfectly.

The bra matched the color of the other pieces of her lingerie, and I could see her dark nipples through the thin mesh, green material. They were erect with her arousal and begged to be put in my mouth. Instead of tying straight up around her neck, the straps of the bra criss-crossed under her neck and gave somewhat of a choker look. Everywhere the straps of the various pieces joined there was a little black bow, and it made the girl seem like a present that I needed to unwrap.

I’d always seen lingerie with matching panties, but of course that was because it was in store windows or on the covers of random magazines. Katherine wasn’t wearing the matching set, and I could see the delicious looking slit to her bare pussy. The whole ensemble made my cock throb again, and I realized that my hand was stroking it through my sheets.

“Wow,” was all I could gasp.

“That is a good response.” She laughed and then walked toward the bed like all sorts of dripping sexuality. She’d taken her hair out of the pony tail, and it wrapped around her shoulders like a rich shawl.

“I like it,” I said obviously.

“Good.” She got on to my bed and then straddled my legs with her stocking-covered thighs. When she made it to my hips, I reached my hands up and ran them down the sides of her bare upper thighs and covered legs. The material of the lingerie was thin, and I felt her shiver at the touch of my finger tips.

“You are beautiful,” I whispered.

“Thanks, you are as well.” She arched her back and then rubbed her entrance against the blankets that covered my leaking cock.

Our lips met each other’s gently, and our tongues explored each other’s mouths. That only lasted for a few moments though. Within a few dozen seconds, our tongues were attacking each other’s fiercely and her hips were grinding against my crotch. My hands continued to rub across her body, and she soon began to purr with an animal desire.

“Sit on my face. I want to lick you till you come,” I gasped when our mouths finally parted.

“Yay!” she sighed and then shifted her body upright before she crawled further up my torso.

When she reached my shoulders, I slid both of my arms under her legs and then positioned her entrance over my mouth. She lowered herself down to my tongue, and I made my first long lick along the moist opening of her vagina.

“Ohhh. Fuck,” she gasped. My hands were holding her tight butt cheeks, and I felt her body tremble as soon as my tongue tasted her bounty.

I held her ass tightly and continued to lick her lips. Katherine had just shaved, or waxed, and my tongue slid across her opening with no resistance. She was also extremely wet, and she tasted like a mixture of olive oil and lavender. It was a delicious combination, and I found myself moaning along with the pretty Jewish girl while I ate her.

For the first five or so minutes, I just let my tongue dance wherever it wanted, and I took random turns pushing it deep into her tunnel, flicking her clit, and sliding along the lips of her entrance. She seemed to enjoy each of the motions, but her moans began to grow more urgent when my tongue gave attention to her clit. I eventually settled on a pattern swirling my tongue around the erect little nub for a few passes before I took a break to taste deep inside of her tunnel.

“Ohhhhhh. Fuck. Tooo goooood.” Katherine was beginning to squirm her ass against my hands, and I slid them around her waist and began to pinch her nipples through the thin fabric of the lingerie bra. The extra stimulation made her cry out with delight and her pussy pushed against my face.

It was harder to maneuver my tongue into her tunnel because of her sitting position, but it was easier for me to attack her clit. I did so relentlessly while I continued to pinch her nipples. Then her body spasmed a few times in quick succession, and I knew that Katherine was on the pathway to an orgasm.

“Ahhh. Yessss. Ohhhh! Fuckkkk!” it had been a slow build up, but the cascade of pleasure rolled over her a few minutes after I had begun to play with her nipples. As soon as she cried with her climax, her tunnel seemed to fill with liquid, and I swirled my tongue away from her nub so I could lick deep inside of her pussy.

When Katherine felt my tongue probe her, the climax seemed to spin her out of control, and I had to drop my hands from her breasts to grab onto her hips. She bucked against my face, screamed a slew of cuss words, and then latched onto my shoulders with the sharp claws of her nails. I didn’t let go of her hips though, and I managed to push my tongue deeper into the tight, wet hole. The second wave of pleasure hit her, then a third, and finally she screamed at a fourth tremor and pushed on my forehead so that she could squirm away.

“Oh. My. God. Damn.” she sat on my chest half way, and her face buried into the sheets of the mattress on my left side.

“Did you like that?” I asked as I stroked her thigh with my right fingers and ran my hair through her brown, wavy hair.

“Yeah.” she gasped suddenly, and her body tensed around me with an aftershock of an orgasm. Then Katherine giggled and moaned. “Damn, you have a great mouth.”

“You have a great pussy,” I whispered.

“Hmmmm... Time for me to repay the favor.” She swung her left leg off of me and then wiggled her legs while she pulled to sheet away from my penis. The full, hard length of my erection sprung into the air, and she let out another soft moan.

“God your dick is so pretty. I love it, so fucking hard and big.” She reached out her hand and wrapped her fingers around the bottom of the shaft by my balls. “It’s like a piece of steel.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but my words turned into a gasp when Katherine’s lips descended on my penis. She pushed her mouth all the way down the shaft, and I felt myself touch against the back of her throat for a half a second before she backed her mouth off with a long, wet suck. With a single movement she’d drenched my cock with her saliva, and she stroked her hand up and down the length a few times before I felt her lips take me inside of her mouth again.

Each of her licks conjured a gasp or moan from my mouth. The girl was talented with her tongue, and she seemed to know exactly how far to take her licking before she needed to give me a break from the pleasuring. She was leaning over the side of my hips, and I noticed that her hair was falling over her face. It made it so that I couldn’t see exactly what she was doing to my cock, and I reached up with my left hand to hold all of her long hair in a pony tail.

“Ummm,” she moaned in appreciation around my penis when I got the hair out of the way. The room was still lit from the bathroom, and her green eyes looked into mine while she pleasured me with her tight, warm mouth.

“No, no, no. I’m taking care of you right now.” I’d moved my left hand up Katherine’s stocking and was walking my fingertips to her pussy. She wiggled away from me and then moved over so that she was between my legs. I couldn’t reach her tunnel from there, but I could still hold her hair in a ponytail and trace my fingertips across her olive skin. She had a few cute freckles on her shoulders, and I distracted myself from the wonderful feeling of her mouth by counting them.

“Do you like when I do this?” She pulled her mouth from my shaft, leaned her face down, and then slid her tongue across my balls.

“Yesssss,” I moaned.

“Or do you like this better?” She ran the back part of her tongue along the length of my shaft and closed her eyes like she was enjoying the best-tasting lollypop she had ever tasted.

“Ohhh gaahhhhhh,” I couldn’t even speak.

“Maybe both together?” She ran her tongue along both of my nuts and then licked up to the tip of my shaft. My hips bucked slightly on the bed, and she repeated the motion with her tongue half a dozen more times.

“Fuck, I love your dick,” she let out a little whine and then encased the top half of my tower in her mouth again.

Katherine began to fuck me with her mouth tight and wet against my shaft. At the same time, her hand slid up from the base, along the wet shaft, sending a shiver of absolute pleasure through me. It was an amazing technique and a minute of her doing this made my hips start to tremble.

“I want to be inside you,” I gasped.

“You are inside me.” She lifted off my cock and giggled. Her hand still jacked me off though, and I knew I had limited time before I would climax.

“On my cock,” I gasped when she put her lips back on my tip.

“Oh? Am I not doing a good job sucking you?” she teased.

“It feels wonderful, but if you keep it up, I’m gonna come,” I panted.

“You don’t want to come? I want you to...” she flicked her tongue across the tip.

“I want to come inside of you. I want to fuck you,” my words were slurred, and the room was spinning. I was so close to the edge, and if she didn’t stop it would be too late.

“How bad do you want to fuck me?” She licked me again, and I felt a whine of pleasure leave my mouth.

“So bad. Please climb on top.”

“Okay,” she smiled and then let go of my cock. I sighed with relief and she moved to position her stocking-covered knees on either side of my hips.

“Ummmm. This is going to feel...” she grabbed the base of my cock, “soooooo....” she aimed my tip at her wet lips, “goooooooddddd” she moaned and then slowly lowered herself onto my shaft.

Katherine was tight, not as tight as Kim, but the walls of her pussy gripped my cock enough to make me hiss with pleasure when the tall, athletic Jewish girl descended my length. If she had been less lubricated, she would have had to pull up a bit and then settle back down on me, but she was dripping with arousal, and I slid into her with only a satisfying wet sound of our bodies joining.

“Oh fuck. Oh fuck! You are so fucking hard. Ohhhhh. So deep in me. Ahhhh.” Her eyes had rolled back when I plunged as far as I could into her tunnel, and she stuck her finger into her mouth. Then she closed her eyes, and I could tell she was biting her finger to keep from screaming.

She shifted her hips to begin to ride me, but I grabbed her hips to keep her still, with my cock deep inside of her. She gasped with surprise and opened her eyes to gape at me. Then I pulled and pushed her horizontally across my hips. The motion wouldn’t let me thrust in and out of her tight tunnel, but it made my tip and shaft scrape deep inside of her.

It wasn’t more than half a minute till Katherine was trembling again. I’d built a bit more speed with my pushes and pulls, so the tall, toned woman’s small breasts bobbed a bit inside of her tight mesh bra. Her screams weren’t contained though, and I wondered if the neighbors were going to pound on the wall and ask if I was killing the poor girl with my penis.

“I’mmm commmmm, I’m commmmmm, ahhhh!” Her body shook violently again, and I stopped my forceful yanking of the girl across my cock and pushed my right palm upside down against the bottom of her taunt six-pack stomach. My thumb and pointer finger found her erect clit, and I rubbed the sensitive little nub gently.

Katherine seemed to detonate on top of me.

Her orgasm was so powerful that she couldn’t even scream or moan, her mouth and eyes just opened wide in a silent look of astonishment while vibrations seemed to consume every muscle in her tight frame. Her walls clenched my cock like a vice, and its grip sent her quivering tremors down my shaft so that I felt it in my balls and asshole. The climax was so intense that I felt my own begin to approach like a tidal wave and I had to bite my tongue to fight against the onslaught.

It subsided slowly, but her twitching body seemed to relax after half a minute of pleasure. Katherine fell on top of my chest, and her face buried into the pillow by my head. Her pussy relaxed its kung fu grip on my shaft gently, but then she shuddered again and her tunnel squeezed me four more times before it calmed.

“Fuckk. Oh gggoooooddd.” It almost sounded like she was sobbing into the pillow.

“Are you okay?” I rubbed my hands through her mane of hair and caressed her smooth back.

“No,” she laughed into my pillow. “Oh fuck.” I ran my hands to her hips and then smoothed them over her tight ass.

She lay there for five minutes panting while I continued to soothe her skin. Finally she pushed her face away from my pillow and settled back down onto my cock. We both gasped when I slid deep into her again, and there was no mistaking the adoration in her eyes.

“Fuck. I am going to miss you so much.” She frowned and began to rock back and forth on my penis. She was still dripping wet, and each movement made sounds of my shaft sliding against her velvety walls.

“I’ll miss you too,” I sighed and then gasped when she began to rotate her hips in more of a circular motion while she fucked me. Katherine’s hands rested on my chest, and her nails playfully began to draw lines in my skin there.

“Ohhhh,” she moaned again when she found a spot that pressed my tip up against a part of her inner wall that she liked. She altered her angle so that my cock started to rub it more often. “You are seriously, like, rock fucking hard. It is crazy. Feels like a warm dildo.”

“Ummm, thanks,” I smiled, and then we both gasped when my tip scraped against something at the back of her tunnel.

I brought my hands up her taunt stomach and started to rub her breasts through the mesh of her lingerie bra. She appreciated my touch with a loud sigh, and then she leaned down to kiss me while she directed my cock with her hips. The kiss was eager, raw, and tasted of her passion. After a few seconds of our tongues dancing, she started to whine, and I felt the familiar twitching of her body.

“I want to feel you come again,” I said once I pulled my mouth from hers.

“I want to feel you feel me come again. Oh shit!” she gasped, and it hit her like a punch to the stomach.

Katherine trembled again. Gasped again. Clenched me again. Her already soaking wet pussy got even wetter, and she fell against my face again while she fought against the pleasure that tried to rip her apart.

“Fuuuuuuccccckkk!” she screamed into the pillow by my ear. Her hands had moved up to my shoulders, and her nails sunk into my skin like daggers. The pain made me hiss with pleasure, and I grabbed her hips so that I could force myself as deep as I could go into her.

Then her climax ended as suddenly as it came upon her.

She groaned into the pillow again, and then she lifted her right leg off the bed. My cock was still extremely hard, and it slid out of her tight, wet hole with a disappointed sound. We both gasped when I left her tunnel and she straightened out her stocking clad leg to lie beside me on the bed.

“I need to lie here for a bit. You turned my legs into jelly,” she said before she ran her tongue against my ear lobe. I doubted that her words were entirely true. Katherine’s legs were like cut blocks of wood, and I guessed that she did squats or leg lifts every day as part of her volleyball training.

“Then just relax and let me fuck you.” I sat up from the bed and crawled over to be near the girl’s knees. Then I grabbed her left leg with my right hand and spread her open on my bed.

“Wait, ummm, let me do this.” Katherine leaned across my bed and then grabbed under the lamp shade that was on my nightstand. She made a few clicks, and the lamp turned on at the lowest setting. “I want to see your pretty cock sliding into me.”

I didn’t think I could get more turned on, but her words made my agonizingly hard cock seem to pulse with renewed vigor. I moved my right hand down from her calf and grabbed her shin right above where her high heels ended. Then I did the same with my left hand on her leg and moved my knees closer to her ass.

“Watch those shoes, they are sharp,” she giggled, and our eyes met. She was sitting up a bit on some pillows and I was holding her legs in the air bent almost like a butterfly stretch position.

Katherine’s legs were magnificent; with perfectly shaped muscles leading up to a trim waist. The mesh stockings and lace suspenders with small bows just added to my impression that she was a gift for me to enjoy. The lips of her bare pussy were engorged, and I could see her little brownish pink clit standing happily at the top of her entrance.

I let go of her left leg and then I grabbed the middle of my shaft. I teased her a bit with the tip of my cock, but I couldn’t do it for more than a few moments. I wanted to be inside of her warmth again, and the look in her eyes told me that she didn’t appreciate my delay.

“Ohhhh yes, go slow. Oh yessss.” I followed her order and pushed my tip into her at an agonizing pace. Once I was as deep as I could go, I paused to study her face. Her green eyes were wide, and her mouth hung open with a mixed expression of agony and pleasure.

I grabbed her left leg again at the shin and moved my hips away slowly so that I slid almost my entire length out of her tunnel. She shuddered, and I saw her eyes drop from my face to watch where our bodies joined. As soon as I was out as far as I dared, I slowly slid back into her as deep as I could go. Then I repeated the motion at the same deliciously slow pace.

“Ohhh god. Ohhh fuck. This looks so hot and feels so good,” she panted. “I could watch your cock part my pussy lips and slide into me all day, but fuck, ohhh damn, I get to feel it too. You are so fucking hard.”

“You are so tight and wet. You feel amazing, Katherine,” I said, and she could only whine. I was having problems keeping my pace slow. The feel of her tight tunnel around me, the sound of my wet cock sliding into her wet pussy, the way I spread and held her stocking-covered legs in the air, and the expression of absolute pleasure on her face were making it hard for me to keep my composure.

After five more minutes of fucking her, I had increased my tempo to probably twice of what I started. Katherine didn’t seem to mind, and the only sounds were the slick sucks of her pussy devouring my cock, her moans of ecstasy, and my sighs of pleasure.

“You can’t control yourself, poor boy.” Katherine moaned. “I think you want to come inside of me bad.”

“Yeah,” I admitted, and my balls started to tingle.

“Oh fuck.... Ahhhh.” She started to squirm. “I want you to so bad. I want you to fill my pussy up with your cum. I want it so fucking bad. You are so hot, and your dick feels so fucking good in me. Please come in me, Eric.” Her face looked desperate and her pretty green eyes were pleading. The look on her face combined with her words sent me over the edge, and I felt the orgasm scream from my balls like an angry squirt gun.

Pain and pleasure burned through my cock as I unleashed my sperm into the womb of the beautiful girl. She was ready for my climax and had started her own only seconds before I began to fill her accepting body.

My penis would not stop shooting, and my balls felt like an electric current was ripping through them. I felt a shout of surprise leave my mouth when a second orgasm hit me and I unleashed another spray of my seed deep into Katherine. Then another followed almost immediately.

Katherine seemed to appreciate my climaxes, and each one of mine seemed trigger another in her pussy. Her own orgasm made her walls squeeze my cock, and the motion made my balls send another violent load of my sperm into the woman, which in turn made her climax again. For a few dozen seconds, maybe a minute, we seemed to spin out of control while our bodies pushed and pulled orgasms through each other.

Finally my body was empty, and Katherine’s was filled.

I let go of her legs, and she wrapped them around my hips when I sunk against her. Our mouths met for a kiss and that turned into a long make-out session where our tongues gently explored each other’s mouths. When our mouths parted, she smiled at me and ran her fingers through my hair.

“That was wonderful. Damn, you are still hard in me,” she sighed.

“Do you want me to pull out?”

“No,” she squeezed me into her neck and sighed again. “I want to lie like this with you inside of me all night.” We both sighed and were silent for a few moments.

“But,” she said “I can’t really sleep in these shoes, and I kinda have to pee again.” I chuckled at her words and then pushed my arms against the bed sheets so that I could sit up more.

I reached down with my hand and helped ease my cock from her pussy. It came out with the expected slick sucking pop, and we both sighed. I reached for her shoes and removed each one from her feet before I rubbed the arches through the stocking.

“Fucking bladder, I want to feel your sperm in me for the rest of the night.” Katherine swung her legs out of my bed and then tip-toed to my bathroom. I lay back down and heard her singing a cute little song in the bathroom. By the time she flushed the toilet, washed her hands, and opened the bathroom door, I had turned off the nightstand lamp and gotten under my bed covers.

“Ahhh. I might be a little sore tomorrow. It will feel really good.” She slid into bed next to me and rested her head at the nook where my shoulder met my chest. Her right leg wrapped over both of mine, and her right arm lay over my stomach.

“Glad to be of service.”

“Ohhh. You are of great service. I’d offer you a raise, but I’m already paying you with a lot of oral and plenty of pussy,” she laughed into my ear.

“Katherine?” I asked when I felt her body relax.

“Hummm?”

“If I was Jewish, would you want something from me?”

“You gonna convert? Damn, I knew I was good in bed, but I didn’t think I was that good.” She laughed lightly, and I could tell she was on the edge of sleep.

“I was just wondering.”

“I care for you, Eric, don’t feel like I’m the one that got away. We both have our lives ahead of us. You don’t need to change who you are for me. I don’t need to change who I am for you. Let’s just be together now and know that we won’t be some day. Stop stressing about this.”

“Yeah. Okay. Sorry to bring it up again.” I didn’t know why I asked, but her answer still bothered me.

Before I could wish her good night, my lover had begun to twitch with the start of a deep sleep.
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Chapter 7

“Eric!” I heard Brent’s voice over the crowded gymnasium, and I searched the stands. I had arrived forty-five minutes before the volleyball game started, but I hadn’t been alone in my thinking, and there was very little space left to set. After a half a second of searching, I found Brent sitting next to Samantha in the middle of the crowd, and I threaded my way up the steps to sit next to them.

“Hey buddy.” He greeted me with a hug, and I gave a quick one to Samantha. “How is the packing going?”

“It’s kinda difficult with school and practice,” I admitted as I sat next to them. They had laid jackets on the benches, and he stopped me from moving them.

“Aimee said she wanted to come too. We are holding the seat for her,” he said.

“Oh, cool,” I tried to keep the dread from my voice. It was going to be uncomfortable watching the game with Aimee sitting next to me.

But at least Jack wasn’t going to be in the mix.

“Hey, she brought Jack too!” Brent stood up and shouted to Aimee. I glanced down the crowd to the gym floor and saw my best friend walking next to the way-too-beautiful brunette. Then I felt my breath leave my body with an agonizing shudder. There was only one other woman that I thought was somehow better looking than Aimee, and she was standing next to her sister.

Beth.

How was she here? Why was she here? This was like seeing Batman at a grade school bake sale. Beth didn’t like sports, or people, or leaving her house. My mind spun, and I felt panic spread through my body. The situation was suddenly way too complicated, and I felt the desire to just run out of the other exit of the gymnasium so that the three of them didn’t see me.

But while my mind wrestled with the terror, my best friend and the two beautiful sisters ascended the steps and came to stand next to me. Aimee was wearing her usual tight blue jeans and a dark purple blouse with streaks of teal beads on the shoulders. Her hair was clipped back loosely, and the dark mane fell across the back of her neck. She was wearing matching purple heels, and the shoes made her almost as tall as my friend. Beth was wearing tight black pants, black flat tennis shoes, and a muted red polo shirt. The shirt was baggy and would have probably looked like a sack on anyone else, but the girl made it look wonderful. Her hair was tied in a high pony tail, and her almost-black hair fell past her shoulders in a single cord.

“There’s my rock star best friend!” Jack threw his arms around me, and I returned the hug. “Mom said she kicked some ass for you at the signing?”

“Yeah, she did great,” I replied. He gave me a wink and then stepped past me to hug Brent and Samantha.

“Ugh, she found out you were going to be here, and she wanted to come. Dad said I had to bring her.” Aimee’s arms were around my neck, and her breath was a hot whisper in my ear. I found my arms around her slender waist, and I yanked them away like she had open sores on her skin.

“Eric!” Beth grabbed me as soon as Aimee released my hug. She had crazy strength and the speed of a humming bird. Before I could push her away gently, the girl’s lithe body was pressed against mine, her arms were around my head, and I felt her lips pressing against mine.

The girl’s warm tongue flicked against my mouth and then pressed against my gritting teeth. I had been so surprised by her attack that my hands were held out to my side, and I put them to her waist in an attempt to push them away. She wouldn’t budge though, and I could feel her hum with pleasure against the teeth.

“Beth, get off him!” Aimee didn’t scream, but it wasn’t much of a whisper. The older sister went to grab the girl, but she suddenly let go of me and then seemed to spin away from Aimee’s grip.

“I’m sitting next to Eric. You should sit over there, by your boyfriend.” Beth nodded at her sister and then leaned her head over to the end of our group where Jack was hugging Sam.

“No, Beth.” Aimee stepped toward her sister, and her fist clenched.

”What’s wrong?” Jack had stepped back next to Aimee, and he poked his face into the triangle that contained the two sisters and me.

“Nothing, Jack,” Beth smiled at my friend pleasantly. “Aimee wanted to sit next to you.” She pointed to the bench where Jack was standing, and my friend smiled back at the girl.

“Oh cool. Yeah, let’s sit down.” Jack sat next to Brent, then Aimee sat next to him, then I sat next to Aimee. Beth sat at the end, and I clasped my hands together in my lap to prevent either girl from trying to grab my fingers.

“This is exciting. I’ve never been to a college volleyball game before,” Beth smiled at me.

“Beth, we went to the Olympics two years ago in Greece. We had seats at the net with every US team game.” Aimee leaned over me and rolled her eyes.

“Yeah, but I don’t think I’ve been to a college game before. I should go to more of Kitty Cat’s games.”

“Kitty Cat?” I asked.

“That is what Beth calls Katherine.” Aimee scooted a bit closer to me, and her arm pressed against mine.

“Ahh, that makes sense.” I should have realized that Katherine probably knew Beth well, since their parents were so close, and my lover had grown up with Aimee. I wondered what the tall Jewish volleyball player thought about her best friend’s younger sister. I would probably never know for sure since I couldn’t even imagine holding a conversation with either one about their opinions about the other.

It didn’t even matter. I’d be leaving in a few weeks and might not talk to any of them for a year, maybe even longer.

“You haven’t called me since Thanksgiving.” Beth looked at me and frowned.

“Sorry, I’ve been busy. Did Aimee tell you about the band?”

“She said something about you leaving forever, which is why I came tonight. I didn’t think you would return my texts or phone calls.” She leaned in close to whisper in my ear, and I felt Aimee lean against me in an attempt to hear what her sister said to me.

“Not forever,” I laughed, “but the band I told you about at Thanksgiving asked me to join them on tour. We’ll be going around the country and playing. My initial contract is for a year, but it might end up being shorter or longer depending on how things go.”

“That sounds amazing!” Beth’s ice-blue eyes widened, and she smiled with her perfect lips.

“You think so?” Her response was almost the opposite of Aimee’s, and I was a little surprised.

“Yes.” She nodded, and her pony tail bobbed behind her head. “You get to spend a year with your music, playing for people, and being surrounded by like-minded band mates.” She sighed and clapped her hands together a few times. “It is wonderful. I am very happy for you.”

“Wow, thank you Beth.”

“I’ll have to buy the album when it comes out. What is the name of the band?”

“Jump! Kick!,” I said, “I don’t think that it is out yet; they said something about next week.

“You won’t like it Beth. It is rock music,” Aimee leaned into our conversation.

“It is danceable though,” I said.

“I’m sure I will love it because it is Eric’s.” Beth smiled at me.

“I’m not actually playing in the album. They dumped their old guitar player.”

“Oh, I will still listen to it and imagine that you are playing. When are you leaving?”

“Right after Christmas. The 26th actually. We are doing a show at this kinda famous venue in Joshua Tree, then we are going to Vegas for a New Year’s Eve party. Then Arizona and... I don’t have the rest of the schedule memorized.” I laughed, “I don’t want to think about it.”

“Where in Joshua Tree? I love to go out there and paint.”

“A place called Pappy & Harriet’s.”

“Oh, it is like a barbeque bar-type place?” I nodded. “I ate there once with dad. I didn’t know they also have music there.”

“There is a stage and stuff out back. I was there for shows a few times when I was in high school.” I remembered seeing a few bands there with my father. He was normally really busy with work, and the experiences had been good times for us to bond.

“Will you have your cell phone with you?”

“Yeah. Unless the tour goes international. Then I’ll probably turn it off.” The crowd had started to cheer, and I saw the two teams walk out onto the floor.

“So we can still talk while you are on the road?”

“He is going to be too busy to talk to you Beth.” Aimee leaned in again. The crowd was really loud though, and I doubted her sister heard her.

“There is Kitty Cat!” Beth waved to the tall Jewish girl. The team looked like they were focused on the net though, and none of them were smiling to the crowd.

The girls on the Alabama team also looked intense, and the two teams spread out opposite sides of the net to warm up. Kim and Katherine were hitting the ball to each other, and they looked really sexy in their tight, little shorts. Katherine had her long, wavy hair braided tightly against her head, but Kim had two pony tails coming out from behind her head. It wasn’t a style that I’d ever seen, but I thought it looked really cute on the Asian girl.

“I don’t know anything about volleyball. Can you explain how it works?” Beth asked me.

“I don’t really know anything either,” I laughed. “Just cute girls with sexy outfits hitting a ball at each other.”

“You like the outfit?” Beth raised an eyebrow.

“If you don’t like volleyball, why did you even come?” Aimee hissed at her sister.

“I wanted to see Eric. Isn’t that obvious? Please pay attention, sister. I am in love with him.” Beth batted her eyelashes at her sister, and it looked like Aimee’s ears were about to shoot out smoke. My stomach dropped, and I felt like I should be diving for cover.

“I think it is starting,” I said loudly and pointed down to the court. They girls had been in a close huddle with their arms wrapped around each other’s waists. Then they broke apart and lined up in the pattern I recognized from watching Kelly’s games. One of the girls from each team approached the referee, and then a coin toss was made. The Alabama girls let out a little cheer and took possession of the ball first.

One of the Alabama girls served the ball. Kim was there to hit it up with her hands, and it bounced around between their team before Katherine spiked it over the net. It went between the girls on the other team, and the crowd cheered. Beth and Aimee seemed to have forgotten their argument and both watched the game below with fascination.

Watching Katherine and Kim play volleyball made me begin to think of Kelly. The tall blonde girl and I spent a few hours yesterday talking on the phone. She’d been upset because Katherine’s prediction had been correct and they had lost their first regional game. But Kelly also felt a bit of relief because she admitted that she was really looking forward to working with her new team in Australia and wanted more free time to pack before she had to leave.

We talked about the offer from the band, and she had screamed with joy when I told her. Then she asked me thousands of questions, and my answers had only made her happier for me. Finally we talked about Aimee and the dinner at the sushi place the other night.

“So, who was the smoke show you were with?” I could hear the grin on her face.

“This girl...”

“Haha, I’m ‘just this girl,’ she was like a supermodel.”

“Oh come on, Kelly, you are gorgeous.”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever. You don’t have to make me feel better because you upgraded,” she laughed.

“It isn’t like that at all.” I felt my voice start to choke off, and I was surprised by my emotion. “I’d rather be with you, but you are leaving.”

“I know. Believe me, Eric,” she sighed, “I’ll probably wonder for the rest of my life what might have been between us.”

The phone was silent for a few moments, and neither of us dared to speak.

“But, hey! You are going to go be a fucking rock star now. I don’t feel so bad for leaving you all alone!” She laughed, but I wished I could have seen her face, “If you are ever in Australia you’ll have to let me know so I can come see a show.”

“Or maybe I’ll be in town when you are,” I said.

“Maybe. Who knows? It was fun while it lasted though...” she sighed.

“Yeah.”

The crowd cheered crazy loud, and my eyes focused back on the game and away from the last conversation I had with Kelly. I didn’t really understand how the scoring worked, but it seemed like our team was serving the ball now. Kim was actually serving, and she jumped up with a scream after she smacked the ball surprisingly hard over the net and the other team hit it off of the court.

“Do you have a lot of packing to do?” Beth’s hand stroked my arm, and I almost jumped with surprise. I don’t know how I could have forgotten that she was sitting next to me, but my mind was filled with thoughts of Kelly, Kim, Katherine, and all the packing that Beth just reminded me of.

“Yeah, mostly just trying to sell everything I can. I don’t want to put anything in storage, but I haven’t figured out what to do about my car.”

“Can you sell it?” she asked.

“I just bought it. I’d lose some equity in it, but storing it might be too expensive.”

“You can keep it at our house. We have a lot of space in the garage,” Beth shrugged.

“Keep what in our house?” Aimee leaned into me and made her voice louder than the crowd. Her firm right breast pressed into my chest, and I felt my breath catch.

“Eric’s car,” Beth said.

“Oh yeah! That is a great idea. Daddy will say yes. He loves you.” Aimee winked at me.

“I’ll have to think about it.”

“What is there to think about? We’ll keep it safe, and you won’t have to pay to store it,” Aimee frowned.

“Well, check with your dad, and then let me know. It seems like I would really be inconveniencing you all.”

“No, it will be fine,” both sisters said at the same time.

“But ask him.” I scrunched my nose up at both girls. I guessed that he would say yes, but I didn’t know if I wanted to be tied to Beth and Aimee’s house. It would probably be emotionally easier to pay whatever sort of money it would cost to store my car somewhere. Who knew what my life would be like a year from now when I returned from the tour; I might not want to see the sisters. It was difficult enough to hang out with them now.

The crowd cheered again, and the girls on Kim and Katherine’s team got into a sexy group hug again. It looked like we had scored a point, but I was still fuzzy on the rules of the game and kinda kicked myself for not spending more time on-line trying to understand the rules of volleyball. Maybe I was being a bit hard on myself since I was crazy busy, but three women that had been my lovers were all volleyball players.

“We should all go out to dinner after this,” Jack yelled over the crowd. Brent, Samantha, and Aimee all agreed.

“I really can’t guys,” I lied a bit. “I have too much packing to get out of the way. Also have tests coming up next week, practice tomorrow, and I already ate.”

“Awww come on, dude,” Jack said, “You’re gonna be gone for like, probably, the rest of your life. Let’s just go to a shitty diner and hang out for a bit.”

“Yeah!” Brent yelled. “I’m sure Katherine and Kim will want to join us afterwards.”

I felt Aimee lean into me more, and I feared that Jack would notice. He had to, everyone was looking at me. I scooted more to my right, but Beth was also sitting far too close, and I felt the full length of my leg touch the girl’s.

“Guys, I really want to, but I planned on calling it an early night. We’ll all get to hang at Aimee’s party.”

“Did you talk to the band yet?” Aimee changed the subject.

“Oh yeah, they are good. Thank you for the money. That is crazy awesome. They are all really excited.”

“Jump! Kick! is going to play at Aimee’s birthday bash?” Brent was leaning over Jack to yell me the question.

“Yes, my Dad said he’d pay them.”

“A shit load of money. We couldn’t say no,” I laughed.

“Nice. Aimee, you liked them when you saw them in concert?” Brent asked.

“Yep, for a lot of different reasons.” Aimee turned to look at me, and she was way too fucking close. Jack’s eyebrows furrowed with a slight confusion, and I scanned the stadium for something that could rescue me.

Katherine came to my rescue.

“Look, Katherine is serving,” I pointed to the floor of the court, and everyone turned to watch our friend hit the ball.

Katherine served the ball with a sexy grunt, and the Alabama team managed to get a player under it and bounce it up high. Then they passed it a few times before a girl spiked it down over the net. Kim was there though, and she dived beneath the bullet-like ball and saved it from touching the floor. The crowd cheered, and another one of our girls spiked it over the net.

“I’m not a fan of sports, but I would sit next to you and watch grass grow.” Beth’s left hand lay on my right leg, and she squeezed my thigh.

“Stop touching him!” Aimee leaned over my chest again to seethe at her sister. Her perfect breasts pushed into my chest, and Jack once again looked at me with a puzzled expression.

“I’m touching my boyfriend’s leg. You touch your boyfriend’s leg. You don’t get all the boys, sister,” Beth sighed. There was no way that Jack could hear what she said over the roar of the crowd. I could only hear it because both of the sisters had moved their faces in front of mine.

This was bullshit.

Maybe I was being selfish, but I didn’t want to deal with their drama anymore. I’d had enough. Suddenly, I didn’t care how beautiful, or smart, or charming either of these Godwin girls were. I was fucking done. I wanted my friendship back with Jack. I wanted to watch two of the girls I liked play volleyball. I didn’t want to worry about being attacked, or fighting between the two of them.

“I’m gonna go.” I moved my hand between the two of them, and they turned to me with surprise.

“What?” Aimee said.

“I’ve had enough of both of you. I’ll see you at the party.” I stood off of the bench.

“What’s going on?” Jack asked, but I could tell from the expression on his face that he must have suspected something.

“I’m not feeling good. Sorry guys. Pretty stressed out about school, and packing, and stuff. I just want to go home and crash.”

“Ahhh, sorry to hear that man,” Brent said. Sam nodded at his words.

“You can’t leave,” Aimee said.

“Watch me.” I caught Beth’s eyes, and she looked incredibly sad.

“Later.” I waved to the group and then slid past Aimee.

I was in the sea of the crowd for too long trying to leave the packed gym, so when I finally escaped into the cool night air I let out a long sigh of relief. It had been hot and oppressive in there, and I suddenly felt like a sack of sand had been lifted from my shoulders. I’d go home, get some guitar playing done, and then call it an early night. But first I’d text Katherine and Kim to tell them that I wasn’t feeling good so I had to miss the second half of their game. I took a dozen steps toward the parking lot with my phone out and realized that this might be the last time I would see Kim unless I could squeeze a date with her in the next two weeks. I’d have to let her know.

“Eric!” I heard a shout behind me, and I sighed. I should have done some sort of parkour shit and ran out of the school like a mad man. Now I’d have to deal with Beth.

“What do you want?” The gorgeous girl was jogging toward me, and I couldn’t help but notice how beautiful her running was. She even ran like a ballet dancer.

“I’m sorry.” She frowned after she had stopped before me.

“Yeah. Okay.”

“Can I walk with you to your car?” She stood up on her tippy toes, put her hands behind her back, and smiled at me.

“Beth...” I sighed.

“I just want to talk to you for a few more minutes. Please?” I had just left because she was fighting with her sister; I’d gotten so frustrated that I wanted nothing to do with them. But it was hard to deny the girl when she was asking nicely.

“Fine,” I sighed and then turned to continue my walk to the car.

“I am very happy that you are leaving to tour with this band.”

“I would have thought you would have been mad, or upset. Your sister kind of was.”

“I can’t see why she would be. It is your life, and you are going to be doing something that you love. Aimee just doesn’t understand art. Or passion.”

“Could be.” I didn’t want to get into a discussion with Beth about her older sister, but I’d kind of opened up the door by bringing her up.

“I am really looking forward to seeing you play with them at Aimee’s party.”

“I noticed you aren’t wearing your watch,” I changed the subject.

“I don’t need it when I am around you.” She smiled sweetly at me and ran long fingers through the back part of her pony tail. It almost looked like she was nervous, but Beth was never nervous.

We stepped into the parking lot, and I aimed my feet to the distant corner where I had parked. The lot was full of cars, but everyone was watching the game and there was no one around us. I wondered if this was a bad idea, but I probably outweighed the girl by at least fifty pounds, so it wasn’t like she could rape me.

“Oh, I painted something for you. Can I give it to you at Aimee’s party?”

“Ummm, yeah. But is it like... a painting?” I held my hands out wide, “I might not have anywhere to keep it.”

“Yeah, I didn’t realize you were leaving. Hmmmmm...” She pressed a finger to her chin. “Well, if you are keeping your car with us until you get back, I can just hold on to the painting. You will love it. I am eager to show it to you.” She smiled, and I almost forgot how much she had pissed me off in the gym.

“Okay. This is my car.” I clicked on my keys to unlock the doors.

“Great seeing you again,” she said, and then she stood aside so I could open my door. I tried not to look at her when I got in, but my eyes always had a mind of their own when I was around her.

“Yeah. I’ll see you later Beth,” I said as I sat in my car.

“At Aimee’s birthday?”

“Yep. Seen you then.”

“Wonderful,” she smiled and then backed away so I could close my door. I fired up the engine, threw the car into reverse, and tried not to look at the girl as I backed out of the slot.

She had moved to stand behind the car parked next to my spot, and she gave me a sincere smile while she waved. I raised my fingers from the steering wheel to wave back, and then I drove past her.

I tried not to look in my rearview mirror as I left the lot, but I did, and the beautiful girl stood there looking lost behind me.
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Chapter 8

“Damn. You weren’t kidding about this house,” Roger let out a long whistle. The long driveway to the Godwin estate was packed with at least a hundred cars, and there were three valets handling the vehicles at the front of the mansion by the fountain.

I’d arrived on time for the party, and told them I was in the band, so the valets had directed me off to the side where I parked next to Roger’s Volkswagen hatchback. The bass player looked to have just gotten here, and he was taking his instrument and monitor amp out of the trunk hatch. He wore a nice looking blue, button-down, long-sleeve shirt, jeans, and cowboy boots. The bassist’s hair was tied back in a pony tail, and it looked like he had recently cut it a few inches shorter so that it only fell past his shoulders.

“It is really impressive inside.” A Porsche pulled up next to us, and I waved to Brent before he cut off the engine.

“What’s up guys?” My friend was dressed like more of a rock star than Roger and me. He wore leather wrist cuffs, a polo shirt with tribal designs on it, and ascetically pleasing faded grey jeans.

“Just got here,” I popped the hatch of my car and reached for my guitar and pedal board.

“Hey Eric, can I talk to you a second?” Brent smiled at me and then winked at Roger.

“Yeah sure,” I said, and I felt my stomach clench. Was he going to talk to me about Aimee? Had he noticed her pressing up against me at the volleyball game?

“I’m gonna head in. Meet at the stage. You sure they are renting a PA system? This little guy can fill a room but not the backyard.” He pointed at his small amp.

“They said they would have something, and they hired a sound guy for it too. I didn’t even bring an amp,” I shrugged.

“Alright, see ya in there.” Roger nodded to Brent and then walked toward the front door with his gear.

“What’s up?” I turned to Brent.

“Check this. I got you something.” He reached to the trunk of his car and popped it open with a dramatic gesture.

“I thought you looked really awesome with it at the show.” It was a guitar case with the G&L logo on the outside.

“Woah. Wait; are you giving me a guitar?”

“Dad was totally cool with it. No one ever plays it; they probably think the color is too bold. I fucking love the orange sparkle though, and I’d love to see you rock it on stage.” I reached into the small trunk and popped open the latches. Sure enough, it was the orange sparkly G&L guitar that I had played at Brent’s house. It was the ASAT model, and the body was designed very similar to the mustard-colored Fender Telecaster that I played. The black pick up guard matched the ebony fingerboard, and the orange sparkly paint on the body matched the headstock.

“Damn dude,” my mouth was open, and my brain felt numb, “this thing is like a couple of grand at least. Are you sure?”

“Yeah dude. As long as you promise to play it on tour.” He punched me lightly on the shoulder.

“I will, man. Thanks. This is a crazy gift. I was actually thinking about getting a new guitar. Mine is pretty plain.” I nodded to my tweed hard-shell case where my trusty Fender was. It was a great instrument, but it looked like millions of other mustard-yellow Telecasters that had been made. The G&L played just as well, maybe better, and it had way more of a rock-and-roll style.

“This is anything but plain,” Brent laughed. “To play an axe this gaudy you’ve got to be a real bad ass, I’m talking Steve Vai awesome. Good thing you are a fucking beast on the guitar.

“Haha, I don’t think I’m Steve Vai awesome, but thanks man.”

“I had a tech go through it with a fine-tooth comb. Everything is all set up, and it has new strings. It should play like a dream.”

“Damn dude,” I felt myself choke up a bit, and I blinked away some tears. “It already played really good. Thanks again.”

“No problem man. Let’s just hug it out before this gets all weird.” He laughed, and I returned his embrace.

“Leave your old axe in the car; I’ll take this one in for you.”

“Sounds good.” I grabbed my pedal board and then closed the trunk. It was a warm day for December, in the mid-seventies, but I knew it would get colder at night. I would have normally brought my guitar inside so that it wouldn’t be exposed to the temperature change, but it wouldn’t be that cold tonight, and we were going to have a guitar tech on the tour bus with us that could work on setting up all of our gear.

“So you are leaving in three days?” he asked while we walked toward the front door of the mansion.

“Yeah, day after Christmas.”

“I forgot to buy tickets to your show in Joshua Tree, or wait, it is Pioneer Town right? I’ll get them tomorrow. Sam and I will drive out and see you guys.”

“Thanks dude. I really owe you a bunch. You introduced me to this band and now my life has totally changed.” I smiled at Brent and recalled that he hadn’t seemed to have liked me when we first met.

“No worries, buddy; it was just luck that’s all. You are the guy that can play guitar.”

“Eric!” I heard a girl shout from the front of the mansion, and I saw Beth running toward us.

“Hey Beth,” I braced myself for the girl to slam into me, but she skidded to a stop before we collided. She was wearing a red plaid dress with sleeves that came to her forearms. The dress was tied in the middle by a thick, black leather belt. The hem of the dress came up to her mid-thigh, and she wore black high socks that came up past her knees. It left a few inches of beautifully perfect skin between the two pieces of clothing, and I felt my eyes drawn there like they were magnets. She was wearing low-heel black leather shoes that looked like something Japanese girls would wear to school. Each of the shoes had a buckle on them that matched her belt.

“Hi handsome,” she kissed the air and then turned to Brent. “Hello Brent.”

“Oh, hi Beth,” Brent raised his free hand to the back of his neck and scratched it. It was more than apparent that the girl made him nervous.

She made everyone nervous.

“Happy Aimee’s birthday,” she said.

“Happy Aimee’s birthday,” we both laughed.

“Can you show us where the band is going to be?” I asked her.

“Sure, I was waiting for you to arrive so I could show you. Follow me.” She turned and began to walk past the fountain. Brent and I followed her, and I tried to keep my eyes away from her tight little ass, the spot where her knee socks ended, or her perfect legs. I failed miserable and was grateful when we finally entered the house and I could occupy my eyes with the paintings that hung on the wall.

There were a few people milling around the foyer of Beth’s house, middle-aged men and women in clothes that looked all sorts of expensive. They all wore smiles on their faces and greeted Beth warmly. She didn’t bother to introduce Brent or me to any of them, but they also smiled at us.

“They think I’m in the band. I really need to learn how to play guitar better so I can join.”

“Have you been practicing?”

“On and off for the last couple of years,” Brent sighed. “I get bored with the repetition. How do you manage it?”

“I kind of just turn my brain off when I need,” I laughed. “Might not be a good thing.”

“Sometimes you need to let your soul do the work. The brain just gets in the way,” Beth said over her shoulder. She was leading us past the kitchen area and toward the back yard. There were more people in the hallways, and the rooms that we passed, but most of them looked to be older employees of Beth’s father’s company.

We finally reached the backyard where the majority of the party goers were. What had once been a long area of perfectly manicured grass was now dotted with white and purple pop-up tents, tables, and chairs. It looks like my estimation of attendees by the car count was way off. There must have been a few hundred people milling about in yard. I saw at least six uniformed serving staff dancing between the tables. They carried trays filled with small bites of food, drinks, and iced desserts.

Beth pointed to the side of the property, and I saw a small stage set up with half a dozen six tall speakers facing toward the crowd. We made our way though the light crowd, and I saw Roger speaking with a guy by the sound board.

“Eric this is Blake. Blake, Eric is our lead guitarist.”

“Nice to meetcha brooh,” the man looked to be in his early thirties and had thick-rimmed circle glasses. I shook his hand and glanced at the complicated switch board he was navigating.

“You were right; I didn’t need to bring an amp. Blake’s got everything we need.”

“Hey guys!” Nicole pranced into our little circle with Trey carrying drum stands right behind her. They must have arrived a few minutes after us. We did the introductions with Blake, and then I introduced the band to Beth.

“Is it your birthday today?” Nicole asked.

“No, it is my sister’s, but it is always a day to celebrate when I get to see Eric.” Beth was standing next to me, and she hugged my arm. “I am a little jealous that you all are going to be spending the next year with him. I wish I could be on the tour bus.”

“Careful what you wish for. It’s going to be a cramped bus, and we’ll all probably hate each other at the end of the trip,” Roger laughed, and the rest of the band smiled.

“Beth is going to Italy this summer for school. Then she’ll be going to Japan.” I tried to peel the girl off of my arm, but she was like a spider monkey that wouldn’t let go of the tree branch.

“Oh cool! I spent a year in Italy when I first graduated high school,” Nicole said. “What cities are you going to visit?”

“My school is in Florence. I’ll visit Rome and Tuscany.”

“Do you speak Italian?” Nicole asked.

“Si,” Aimee said, and then she started speaking the language. I could only pick out one of five or six words from my high school Spanish lessons, but Nicole seemed to be fluent, and the two girls were soon chatting away in the romantic language.

“Can you guys help me with the set?” Trey asked. Blake, Roger, Brent, and I nodded, and we followed the drummer back through the house and to his truck. Between the five of us, we managed to get all the set in one trip and went to work putting it all together on the stage. Beth and Nicole continued to chat in Italian during the time we worked.

“Ugh, guess girls are exempt from working on drum sets?” Brent smirked at us.

“Nothing to do with being a girl, everything to do with being the lead singer,” Trey said, and the rest of us laughed. “But we are pretty much done.” Trey screwed on the last cymbal and then started to move the pieces around a few inches so that they were positioned correctly in front of his stool.

“Hello handsome,” I heard Aimee’s voice behind me. I turned and saw the birthday girl standing with her arms locked through Katherine’s.

Both women looked absolutely stunning. Katherine was wearing a long, flowing olive-green dress that looked like something a Greek goddess would wear. The front was cut low to show her small cleavage, and she wore an array of thin gold necklaces of various lengths that accented the bare skin there. Her hair was loose, but she had moved it to fall mostly over the front of her left shoulder. The green dress had slits half way down both of her toned legs, and her feet were encased with white and gold gladiator-looking sandals. There were also three golden, bangle-like bracelets on each of her wrists, and they had cool Antiquity-looking designs on the wider ones. The gold jewelry and green dress brought out the color in her eyes.

Aimee wore a tight, single-piece dress that hugged every inch of her perfect body like a second skin. It was one of those dresses that were a solid white satin fabric covered with a tight mesh pattern of color. In Aimee’s case, the mesh pattern had dark purple-colored roses entwined with burgundy vines. The dark shades of purple and red were back lit by the sun on the white satin, and the girl’s body seemed to glow with a muted darkness. She had a single necklace with a single amethyst stone that was at least the size of my thumbnail. She also wore purple-gemmed earrings to match, with a sparkly diamond tennis bracelet on her right arm. Her shoes where purple velvet, and the high heels were the wedge style that was really popular right now. Aimee’s dark mane of hair was braided up halfway with a few matching purple flowers woven between the locks. The rest of her hair fell behind her shoulders and added further to the dark sexiness of the dress.

“Dang, you both look amazing.” I noticed that Brent, Trey, Roger, and Blake had turned their attention from the drum set to gape at the super hot women.

“Ahh thanks, boy toy.” Katherine stepped toward me, and I returned her light kiss. “You are looking pretty sexy yourself.”

“Happy Birthday, Aimee.” I took a step toward the girl and gave her perfect body a hug around the shoulders. She kissed me on the cheek before we parted.

“Thank you, Eric. Did you get anything to drink or eat yet?”

“We just finished setting up the drum set. Have you met the band yet?” I introduced Aimee to the rest of the crew. They all wished her a happy birthday and thanked her for the generous pay for playing today.

“Is Jack here yet?” I asked the dark-haired beauty once everyone had made their introductions. Beth was still chatting intently with Nicole, and the rest of the group was listening to Brent speak about Katherine’s last volleyball game.

“Yeah, I think he is talking to Patrick and Daya. They might be by the pool.”

“Alright, I’ll have to try to find him.”

“Did you bring me a present?” Aimee smirked and winked at me.

“I’ve got a card.” I reached into my shirt pocket and pulled it out.

“Thanks!” She snatched it from me. “I’m hoping you can give me something else later tonight.” Aimee leaned in close, and she licked across her top teeth and lip.

“Ahhh,” I looked around and realized that the two of us had been forgotten by everyone else around us. Then I spied Aimee’s dad out of the corner of my eye. “I should say hi to your dad.”

“Oh yeah, let me take you,” she said and grabbed my hand. Aimee pulled on the arm, and I followed her the fifty yards to where her father stood talking with a group of four men wearing expensive golf-looking attire.

“Hey Eric, nice to see you again,” John shook my hand and then gave Aimee an adorable hug.

“Nice to see you as well,” I smiled at the handsome man. He was wearing jeans, brown leather shoes, and a purple polo shirt.

“This is Eric, he is the guitar play of the band playing today, and he is a friend of my daughters.” He introduced me to the four men he was speaking with. They were a mixture of sales directors and vice presidents. I tried to remember their names, but they were quickly forgotten.

“I’m going to find a friend of mine. Nice meeting you all.” I nodded to John and the four other men and then smiled at Aimee.

“You should mingle with the guests, I’ll look for Jack.” It was a lame way to get rid of her, but I couldn’t figure out another way to get her away from me.

“It is my birthday. If I want to spend it with you, then I will. Want a drink?” she motioned for a waitress, and the woman walked over with a tray of mimosas.

“Yeah sure,” I grabbed the offered glass from Aimee, and we walked toward the pool. Patrick was really easy to spot since the guy was so tall and ripped. Once I saw him, it was easy to spot the dark-skinned Daya and Jack.

“Hey guys,” I said when I walked up to them.

“There is the fucking rock star!” Patrick had a glass of what looked like water with lemon in it, and he wrapped a meaty arm around my shoulders. “Sorry I haven’t had a chance to call you about the band stuff. Dad told me you were taking a leave of absence last week, and I’ve been crazy busy with finals.” Patrick was wearing khaki pants and a green polo shirt.

“It’s no problem. I’m really sorry I had to quit the company.”

“Don’t be, buddy. Dad loves you, and if you ever want to come back, he’ll totally have ya. Said you are ‘one of his best people and will do great at whatever he chooses to do with his life.’“ Patrick put on a deeper tonality to his voice and actually sounded exactly like his father. “He’s actually at the party today.” Patrick nodded over to another section of the property, and I saw his dad conversing with a few other people.

“Hi Eric,” Daya gave me a hug. The coffee-skinned beauty wore a light yellow dress that was similar in flow to Katherine’s. “I’m really happy for you. We loved the band when we saw them at Brent’s house. They are going to be huge!” She flashed her perfect teeth at me. I smiled back at her and felt another pang of relief that she was dating Patrick. If she had been single, I would have definitely tried to date her, and it probably would have just made the whole situation with the rest of the girls I was involved with more fucking complicated.

“Thanks Daya. It is going to be an exciting year.” I turned to Jack, and we gave each other matching smiles.

“Hey buddy.” We’d hugged each other thousands of times, and the movement was comfortable.

“Excited to see you guys play. I haven’t seen the band yet,” Jack said.

“I’m excited for you to see us. You’ll love the music.”

“Aimee and I talked about going to see your Vegas show. I guess Katherine, Brent, and Sam are going also,” Jack said.

“Vegas show?” Patrick asked. “We’ll totally go. When is it?”

“New Year’s Eve,” Aimee answered.

“Happy Birthday Aimee!” a group of middle-aged women surrounded the beautiful girl, and she was quickly engrossed in their conversation.

“Hey buddy, can I talk to you a bit?” Jack leaned his head in my direction and whispered.

“Yeah, sure.” I turned to Patrick and Daya, “Jack and I are going to go say hi to Aimee’s mom. We’ll catch you both later.”

“Sure thing.” Patrick nodded, and they both smiled at us.

“What’s up?” I asked when we had walked away from the poolside. I felt my stomach start to clench, and I feared he was going to ask me about Aimee.

“Dude, is there something going on with you and Aimee?” My stomach flipped when the words left his mouth. His eyes had narrowed slightly, but the tone of his voice made him seem more curious.

“Why do you think there is something going on between us?” I stalled.

“Dude, just answer the question. I see the way she looks at you.” He crossed her arms, and I noticed the tension in his jaw.

“Do I look at her like that?” I tried to force some anger into my voice.

“Everyone looks at her like that. She’s gorgeous.”

“What do you want me to say?” I crossed my own arms and tried not to spill my mimosa.

“Tell me there isn’t anything going on between the two of you.”

“There isn’t anything going on between the two of us.” My stomach clenched with my lie, and I held my breath. Fuck me. I am such an asshole. Why did I ever get involved with Aimee? What the hell was I going to do to Jack?

“Oh, okay, sorry man.” His face broke, and my best friend looked torn. “I think she’s on the path to breaking up with me, and she just looks at you like... I dunno, I guess she looks at you like all the girls look at you.”

“Fuck, dude. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry, man. I’m the one that is jealous of you.”

“Aww, Jack, dude. You don’t have anything to be jealous about. Even if you think Aimee looks at me like that, I’m leaving.” I shrugged.

“I know dude. I’m happy for your opportunity, but also a little happy that you are leaving. Is that fucked up? I’m supposed to be your best friend.” His shoulders dropped, and it looked like he might tear up. Fuck, Aimee was really breaking his heart. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me. I’m such a dick.

“Don’t worry about it Jack. I’m-”

“Hey Eric, sorry to interrupt.” Nicole put her hand on my arm. “We need to do a sound check.”

“Okay,” I turned to Jack “Let’s talk later.”

“Yeah, tonight if we can, but if we miss each other, are you still going to come over for Christmas?”

“Yeah.” It was in two days, and Jack’s mom had invited me over when she helped me sign the contract with the band. “But, we’ll talk later today.” He nodded, and I turned to walk with Nicole.

“Sorry to pull you away. This Blake guy is freaking out that we aren’t set up yet.”

“We’ve got like an hour before we play don’t we?” I asked.

“Yeah, whatever. Once we are set up, we can just relax and get some grub on.” Nicole was wearing her usual ripped jeans, tight t-shirt, and Converse sneakers. Today, her shirt had the old ‘Reading Rainbow’ logo on it. She also had little, plastic rainbow earrings.

“Sounds good.”

“That girl Beth is something else. I adore her,” Nicole laughed.

“Oh yeah?”

“Really smart. I thought my Italian was pretty good, but she was talking circles around me. She said she is going to take you and me on a tour of her art work after we play our second set.”

“Sounds good.” I laughed and was thankful that Beth had decided to include Nicole in her planned tour. I didn’t want to be alone with Aimee’s sister.

And now I didn’t want to be alone with Jack either.
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Chapter 9

“Thanks for the love! We are Jump! Kick! Our first album just came out, and you can get it anywhere music is sold. We are going to be playing Pappy & Harriet’s the day after Christmas, and you can catch us in Vegas on New Year’s Eve!” Nicole finished speaking into the microphone, and the audience gave a surprisingly loud roar of approval. The party had gotten larger, and I guessed that there were around four hundred people gathered around the stage. Most people had danced during our music, and everyone clapped at the end of each song.

The sun had set in the middle of our second set, but the air on top of the hill had somehow managed to keep its warmth. I would have preferred that it had gotten a little cooler, since I’d been jumping around the stage with Nicole, and my clothes were drenched in sweat.

“Holy shit, that was our best show yet,” Nicole wiped off the sheen on her forehead and then smiled at me, Roger, and Trey.

“No kidding,” Roger looked at me. “Dude, you were smoking. I love the new guitar.”

“Thanks buddy. Brent just gave it to me when he got here.”

“I hate to make comparisons, but...” Trey spoke up from behind his set, “You’re really adding a lot to the band. Jesse wasn’t a tenth of the player you are.”

“I’ll fucking make the comparison. I’m really happy you are with us,” Nicole said. “Your solos are amazing. I really like what you did with the last one.”

“Thanks guys, you are so awesome.” I felt my cheeks turn red. “I’m really looking forward to spending the next year with you all; I hope we can work on the next album together.”

“I don’t think there is a question about that,” Roger laughed. “Let’s get this shit packed up so we can slam some of this expensive rich-people food and get drunk.”

We nodded at the bass player’s wise words, and the four of us got to the task of putting our instruments away. By the time I’d wiped down my new guitar, put it in the case, and then done the same with the pedal board, the other bandmates were working on getting Trey’s set disassembled.

“Can I help carry anything?” Beth asked me when I was debating lugging my guitar out to the car first or some of the drum equipment.

“Oh no, we got everything,” I said.

“I can just carry your guitar. That isn’t heavy is it?”

“No, it isn’t heavy, but this is your family’s party. You shouldn’t be working.”

“We’ll help out!” Brent and Samantha came up to the stage next to Beth. Sam was wearing a peach-colored sleeveless dress with Japanese-looking flowers embroidered on the cloth.

“I actually want to keep the guitar inside until I’m ready to go. We all probably should.” I looked over to Nicole and Roger. My voice caught their attention.

“You can keep them in the music room,” Beth said. “I’ll lead you there.”

“We’ll take the drum stuff out.” Brent said, and then he and Samantha walked over to Trey.

“Okay Beth, lead the way,” I said. Nicole and Roger both had their gear and pedal boards; the three of us walked back into the house.

“Wow, cool room!” Nicole said when we entered the music room.

“Thank you,” Beth smiled. “Did you eat yet?”

“No, we were waiting for the show to be over,” I said as I set down my guitar and pedal case.

“We have to help Trey with the rest of the gear,” Roger said with a shrug.

“We got everything!” Brent walked by, overloaded with drum cases, then Trey followed carrying a bunch of stands. Afterward came Blake with more drum pieces, and then finally Samantha brought up the rear with a token cymbal case.

“Hooray, I’m hungry. Let’s grab some food. Trey will catch up to us later.” Nicole walked out of the music room and made the left to head back toward the back yard of the mansion. The rest of us followed her into the main area of the party and attacked the food table in a manner fitting to starving artists.

Or at least, artists that were about to not be starving anymore.

“I’m going to eat forty tacos,” Roger said when raised his plate at the table with the server. “But I’ll start with six,” he said quickly when the man behind the table looked at him funny. I was hungrier than I expected and found myself stacking my plate just as high as the tall, long-haired bass player.

Once Beth, Roger, Nicole, and I had finished putting food on our plates, we looked for a place to sit. There was an open table in the middle of the pack, and the four of us made our way there. I was kind of surprised that Beth was being so sociable, but she and Nicole seemed to have sparked a quick friendship, and both of the girls were speaking in Italian while we walked.

“Oh, I need to borrow Eric for a bit.” I had finished most of my plate and felt a soft hand on my shoulder. I turned around to see the beautiful Jewish girl with the long olive-green dress.

“Take him! We’ve already gotten our use out of him,” Roger smiled at Katherine and then nodded at Trey when the drummer sat at the table.

“You done eating?” Katherine batted her long eyelashes at me.

“Sure. What’s going on?” I got out of my chair and the tall volleyball player took my hand.

“I need your help with something,” Katherine pulled on my hand in the direction of the house.

“Okay,” I followed her for a few steps and thought she would let go of my hand, but she didn’t.

“Are your parents here?” I wondered if they were going to see her with me.

“Yep,” she answered curtly, and I felt a pang of disappointment. Maybe I’d thought that she would actually introduce me to them, but I was being stupid again. Katherine had already told me how our relationship was going to play out. Of course she wasn’t going to introduce me to her parents.

“Did you talk to Kim?” Katherine asked when we entered the house,

“Yeah. We talked for a few hours last night. She wanted to come over, but her parents were home and wanted to go out to dinner.” It had been a good talk. She apologized for being busy with volleyball a million times, and I apologized for not calling her about the news with the band. We had tried to make arrangements to see each other again, but the only day that worked was tonight. Kim wasn’t invited to Aimee’s party, however, and I didn’t know what time I would be finished. There was a good chance we wouldn’t be able to see each other before I jumped on the tour bus.

“Good,” Katherine pulled me toward the front of the mansion and up the stairs in the foyer. I’d never been upstairs, and I was quickly disoriented by the various hallways and bedrooms.

“In here,” Katherine pulled me into a room. It looked like a guest room. There was a full-size bed with white sheets, plain white walls, dresser, and a flat-screen TV hanging on the wall opposite the bed. The room was still about twice the size of my living room, but I guessed at its true use by the lack of pictures or mementos.

“What’s going on?” Katherine closed the door to the room, and I heard the privacy lock spin into place.

“You looked so fucking hot on stage.” I felt her lips push into mine aggressively, and I kissed the beautiful woman back with a surprised moan. We made out for a few minutes while our hands roamed each other’s bodies.

“I want you so bad.” Katherine broke off the kiss with me suddenly and tugged at the belt on my waist. It came free in her long fingers, and my jeans were suddenly around my ankles along with my underwear.

And Katherine’s beautiful wet mouth was wrapped around my stiff cock.

I let out a long sigh and leaned against the wall by the door. I thought about moving us to the bed, but Katherine’s mouth was urgent around my shaft. The beautiful girl’s soft moans made it apparent that she wasn’t going to let me go until she either felt my cum in her mouth or the desire to have me buried in her wet pussy took over.

Her long hair was falling over us, so I reached down with my hands and pulled the brown, wavy stands from her face. She looked up at me, and her green eyes sparkled with raw desire. She was on her knees before me, and her left hand was stroking my wet shaft along with her mouth, while her right hand moved beneath her dress. I imagined that she was rubbing herself under the green skirt, and the thought of Katherine getting herself off while she enjoyed the taste of my cock made my head spin out of control.

Katherine was really milking my shaft, and her hand was almost a blur across my length. She had closed her pretty green eyes, and her mouth latched onto my tip while her tongue flicked across the tip. It was amazingly intense, erotic, and her hunger was making my legs twitch.

“If you don’t stop, I’m going to come.”

“I want you to come. Fill me up. I want to taste you in my mouth so fucking bad. You are so fucking hot,” she gasped each sentence between quick licks of my tip while her hand continued to jack me off. Her eyes were open, and they were begging me to do as she asked.

My body couldn’t handle it anymore. I felt the instant surge in my balls, and my ass cheeks clenched. My legs tensed, and I raised my hand to my mouth and bit my hand below the thumb to keep from screaming. My other hand tightened the grip around Katherine’s hair, and my entire body shuddered as the first sprays of my ejaculation shot into her wonderful mouth.

“Hmmmmmmm.” She moaned with urgent pleasure when she tasted my first orgasm fill her mouth. Another quickly followed, and she increased the tempo of her hands to coax more climaxes from my balls. Her tactic worked, and I felt my crotch pulsate a dozen more times, each one straddled the line between agony and pleasure. In the middle of my own climax, I realized that Katherine’s moans of delight had turned into soft screeches of her own orgasm. The girl must have climaxed with a combination of my cock filling her mouth and her own fingers rubbing her clit. Her face looked amazing as she struggled to keep her mouth clamped onto my cock while her body twisted against her own pleasure.

My balls squeezed one final time, and I felt the last of my seed slide into Katherine’s wet mouth. She rode her own climax for a few more seconds, and then she relaxed before she released her mouth from my cock.

“That was exactly what I wanted. Hmmmmm.” She ran her tongue over the sensitive tip of my dick, and I gasped with the overstimulation.

“Wow,” I said with a long sigh.

“Hmmmm, you are still hard.” She bit her lip and looked up at me.

“I don’t think I could come again, that was really powerful.”

“You don’t have to. I just want to feel you in my pussy for a bit.”

Katherine stood in front of me like a dancer and reached under her dress. She made a cute expression of concentration and then wiggled out of her underwear. They were thin, mesh like, and colored a light pastel green. They looked wet, and she tucked them into the front pocket of my shirt with a playful expression on her face.

Then Katherine took a few steps toward the bed and crawled on top of it like a sexy mountain lion. My pants were still around my ankles, and I waddled behind her to the edge of the bed.

Her olive-green dress was long, but I smoothed the bottom part away and slid most of it over the flare of her thin hips. Her pussy was slick, bare, and at the perfect height for me to just slide inside. I ran my left hand fingers over her slit, and she shivered at my touch.

“Put it in me please,” Katherine begged. I was still hard, and I wondered if I had misspoken earlier. I just might be able to come into her tight tunnel in the next few minutes. I held my shaft in my right hand and aimed the tip toward her vaginal lips.

The door knob to the room turned. It was locked, of course, but I froze in place, and Katherine turned her head in the direction of the door. The knob turned a few more times, and then there was a knock.

“Hello?” It sounded like Aimee.

I pulled up my pants quickly, and Katherine spun off the bed.

“Who is it?” the Jewish girl called out.

“It is Aimee,” the voice confirmed my suspicion. Katherine and I looked at each other, and she pointed to the open closet. I walked into the space and then took a few more steps to be hidden inside of the darkness more.

“What’s up sweetie?” I heard Katherine say once she had opened the door.

“What are you doing in here?” Aimee asked. She did not sound happy.

“I had a headache, so I went to lie down. Then I got all hot and bothered thinking about Eric, and I had to take care of myself. Wanna join me?”

“Oh my god, you are so crazy.” Aimee laughed loudly, and the tension in her voice melted.

“You love me,” Katherine made a kissing sound.

“Of course I do. Have you seen him? I thought I saw you walk inside with him a few minutes ago.”

“He had to do something with his guitar. Did you look in the music room?” I was surprised at how quickly Katherine was making up the story.

“No, I’ll check there.”

“I should go help you find him. My headache is all better now,” Katherine said.

“Oh no, that is okay, you can take a nap if you want.”

“Naw, I have eagle eyes, especially for Eric. What do you need him for?” I heard the door to the room close and I didn’t hear what Aimee said in response to Katherine’s question.

I stepped out of the closet and wondered why I even hid in there in the first place. Aimee already knew that Katherine, and I were sleeping together. I could have just been in the room and Aimee would have had to deal with the two of us obviously trying to fuck each other in her house on her birthday.

Maybe that was it. Maybe Katherine knew that Aimee had an interest in me and she didn’t want to distress her friend on her birthday. Or maybe Katherine didn’t want her parents to find out that she was seeing me. I guess I should have just been happy. My cock was still painfully hard, but I’d just received a mind-numbingly good blow job. There wasn’t much I could complain about.

I still had Katherine’s panties in my pocket as a souvenir, I guessed that I’d be able to return them to her later tonight, maybe after the party, and we could pick up where we left off. Maybe we could call Kim and the three of us could have one last night together before I had to leave.

I listened at the door, didn’t hear anyone, and then stepped out into the hallway. The upstairs were empty of guests, but I was still a little lost and couldn’t quite find my way downstairs easily. I eventually did and found Beth and Nicole speaking Italian and walking up the steps.

“Hello Eric!” Beth shouted with joy. “We were looking for you. I was showing Nicole some of my paintings.”

“She is incredibly talented.” The pretty blonde girl smiled at the dark-haired beauty.

“I agree. Did you see everything downstairs?” I asked.

“I showed her the East Wing. After I show you both upstairs, we can look at the West Wing and then play some games in the game room.”

“You have a game room?” Nicole asked.

“Yes,” Beth smiled. She really seemed to like Nicole. “We have all sorts of table games.”

Nicole said something in Italian that I guessed translated to ‘awesome,’ and the girls started speaking again in the language. I followed them down the hall for a few steps and realized from the looks that Nicole was giving me that they were speaking about me.

“Oh that isn’t fair, I’m right here.” I stuck my tongue out at them. Nicole giggled, but Beth just smiled.

“This is my art room,” Beth said as she opened the door. It was a giant room, easily twice the size of my apartment. There were two skylights in the ceiling that I imagined would fill the room with natural light if the sun was out. There were painting tarps everywhere on the ground. They were not organized, but the rest of the room was immaculate. Paints and brushes were neatly set on one wall that had dozens of shelves, canvas frames were stacked to one side, and there were six or seven easels hanging from a rack in the corner. On the opposite side of the wall where the art supplies were organized hung twenty paintings. Each had its own light focusing on each individual canvas, and Beth walked us to the first one.

“This is the one I just painted for you, Eric. I know you’ll be on the bus for the next year, so I’ll keep it here until you return.” I looked at the art work, and I couldn’t help but gasp. It was a painting of me playing my Martin guitar on my couch. It was done in exquisite detail, even to the point where I saw the tiny bits of hair on my hands and fingers.

“Wow. Looks just like him. That is amazing.” Nicole spun her head between the painting and my face a few times. Then she turned to Beth. “Did you do this from a photo?”

“No, memory,” Beth said with a shrug.

“Damn. That is crazy good. You obviously have an eye for things you love.” Nicole winked at me, and I felt my cheeks flush.

“There you are!” I heard Aimee’s voice. The three of us turned to see the birthday girl walking into Beth’s studio.

“Hey Aimee,” I said with a smile.

“Hi. Can you come with me for a bit?” Aimee grabbed my left hand and she squeezed her fingers around mine twice.

“I was showing him my paintings, Aimee,” Beth said.

“Oh, did you show him the one you did of him? Kinda creepy.” Aimee chuckled.

“I like it,” Nichole shrugged and Aimee’s blue eyes narrowed at the blonde girl.

“What do you like about it?” Aimee’s voice rose in pitch a bit.

“It is a good representation of him.” Nicole shrugged and then crossed her arms.

“Whatever. Let’s go, Eric.”

“I was showing him my paintings,” Beth repeated.

“And it is my birthday, and he is my guest.” Aimee wasn’t quite yelling, but there was no mistaking the menace in her words.

“Fine,” Beth shrugged. “I’ll just show Nicole.”

“Good. Let’s go Eric.” Aimee pulled on my arm, and I followed the older sister out of the studio.

“What did you want to show me?” I asked her after we had walked down the hall for a few feet. We weren’t heading toward the stairs.

“I wanted to show you my room.” Aimee said. She smiled at me coyly, and I knew that this was a bad idea.

“Shouldn’t you be at your party?” I asked.

“It’s fine. I just want to show it to you real quick.”

“But it is just a room. I don’t really need to see it.” I stopped walking, and she pulled on my arms.

“I want to give you something since you are leaving. Will just take a second,” Aimee sighed, “Don’t be like this. It is my birthday.”

“Okay,” I said, and I continued walking.

“Here is my room. What do you think?” She asked after she opened a door. It was about the same size as Beth’s studio, there was a large, four-post king size bed in the center of the room, a couch, chic-looking modern furniture, and leopard-style rugs spread on the other side of the bed from the door.

“It’s nice.” there was a big desk on the opposite side of the room, past the leopard-print rugs, and there was a flat screen computer monitor on top of it. The screen was almost as big as my TV.

“Thanks, I wanted you to see it the night after we got back from watching your band play.” She walked over to her bed and sat on the edge. When she saw that I wasn’t following her she patted the mattress beside her like she was trying to coax a dog. My cock was still somewhat hard and sensitive from Katherine’s blow job, but the edge of my arousal had been curbed a bit. I might have been convinced to sit next to Aimee if I hadn’t had sex in a few days, since the girl was absolutely gorgeous, but I was able to fight against the desire to sit next to her easily.

“You said you wanted to give me something?” I asked.

“Yes. Come sit next to me.”

“Aimee...”

“Come on! You are being so weird.” She shook her head. “What do you think is going to happen?”

“I think you are going to try to have sex with me.” I felt dumb for saying it aloud.

“Oh? Really?” She smirked and stood from the bed. The girl walked over toward me and I could feel the heat drip from her body. Her blue eyes bore into mine and she ran her tongue across her full lips. Aimee looked all sorts of crazy sexy and even though I’d just had a mind-shattering orgasm fifteen minutes ago; my cock pushed against my jeans and demanded to be unleashed on her.

“Well, I am. You can lie there and let me fuck you, or you can participate. I’d prefer the latter, and I think you would too.” Her lips pushed into mine, and I felt my own mouth respond to hers. She was a damn good kisser, and my tongue briefly slid against her lips. She moaned into my mouth, and I thought about Jack’s sad face earlier today.

“I can’t.” I pulled her away and sighed. “I’m leaving in a few days. This just won’t work.”

“It can work tonight. I’ll lock my door and we can make love to each other for as long as we want. No one will care. I just want you inside of me. I want you so bad, Eric, I wanted you the second I saw you.”

“No, Aimee. I have to go.” My head was spinning, and I tried to take a step back.

“No, stay here. This will change your mind.” She pushed her lips onto my mouth again, but this time I didn’t kiss her back. Aimee didn’t seem to care though, and her hands reached to my belt.

“What the fuck is going on?” It was a shout behind me. Both Aimee and I gasped at the intruder.

Jack.

“Fuck!” He shouted, and I saw the pain and agony on his face. “You lied to me!”

“Wait, this isn’t what it looks like.” I tried to explain as I batted Aimee’s hand away from the clasp of my belt.

“I know exactly what it looks like. Fuck!” His gentle eyes were filled with tears. “You just told me that there was nothing going on. Why?”

“I can explain-” I was suddenly laying on the ground and Aimee was screaming. I saw black spots on the ceiling and my jaw felt numb.

He’d hit me.

“With my best friend? I can’t believe it.” I saw Jack pointing at Aimee. The girl’s blue eyes were wide, and she had her hands up to her mouth. “I’m out of here. Fuck the both of you. Backstabbing bastards!” Jack yelled again and then wiped the tears from his eyes with the back of his right hand.

The pain started to replace the numbness in my jaw, and I tried to stand up. Jack had always been more athletic than me. I hadn’t even seen him throw the punch, but there was no denying it had happened from the ache on my face. I tried to get to my feet, but my legs didn’t want to work and I couldn’t stand.

“Are you okay?” Aimee grabbed my shoulder.

“Yeah. No,” I said. “I need to go talk to him.”

“No, no, just stay here. Lie down on my bed, and I’ll get you some ice.”

“No!” I shouted at the beautiful girl and her blue eyes got as big as dinner plates. The anger gave me strength, and I found myself standing. My head spun and my vision blurred, but I was standing.

Then I walked out of her room and to the hallway.

“Just let him go. This is what we wanted anyways,” Aimee tried to grab my arm, and I yanked it away.

“No, I was wrong. I fucked up.” I found the stairs and grabbed the handrail to make sure that I didn’t stumble headfirst down them.

I didn’t see Jack at the foyer, so I opened the front doors and I stepped outside. I saw his car pull up and the valet get out of it. Damn, had he knocked me out? I wouldn’t have been surprised.

“Jack stop!” I stumbled around his car.

“No. Don’t talk to me. We aren’t friends anymore.” He shook his head.

“Wait, please let me explain,” I begged. I felt tears coming to my eyes, and they stung like acid.

“Her fucking panties are coming out of your front pocket. I can’t fucking believe it.” The tears poured down his cheeks. I looked down at my shirt and saw that Katherine’s underwear was hanging out of my pocket.

“Wait, no, I can explain that also.” But my mind spun. How would I convince him that those were Katherine’s underwear when he had just saw me making out with his girlfriend?

“No, fuck you. You two lying assholes deserve each other. I can’t believe you would do this to me. You’ve thrown away our entire friendship. You’re an asshole. You could have just told me that you liked her and I would have backed off. Instead, you just went behind my back. I never want to talk to you again,” He sobbed the words and then got into his car. The door slammed before I could get another word in, and he peeled out of the drive way.

“It is for the best, I wanted to be with you anyway.” Aimee wrapped her arms around my shoulders. “Come inside and lay down on my bed. I’ll get you some ice to put on your mouth. Then we can get to other, more fun things.” She giggled.

“No. I am going home. I’ve made a terrible mistake.” My head hurt, my mouth hurt, but most of all my heart was aching. I really fucked up.

I ruined everything.
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Chapter 10

“Hey Jack. I’m about to get on the bus. I just wanted to say I was sorry again. I really want to talk. Can you call me back please?” I sighed and then hung up my cell phone. The taxi had just pulled into the parking lot and the driver had moved to open the trunk.

The tour bus looked awesome. It was like a mini train on wheels, and I felt all sorts of mixed emotions: Joy, agony, happiness, sadness, excitement, and fear. But most of all I felt despair. I hadn’t gone over to his house for Christmas, and I’d called Jack four or five times every day since Aimee’s party. My friend hadn’t called me back though. I didn’t want to consider that I’d never talk to my best friend again, but it looked like I had made that possibility more than probable.

I should have never fallen for Aimee. I should have just run away from her. Or I should have told Jack from the beginning that she was making advances at me. Or I should have told her that I was starting to like her from the start. Ugh. Why did I try to hide it?

“There he is!” Nicole waved from the steps of the bus. It was late morning, but she looked like she still had pajamas on. They had Hello Kitty designs on them, and her hair was tied up in a bun. She jumped down the stairs and skipped past the group of roadies packing up the bus with our luggage. I saw my taxi driver unload my four guitar cases, pedal board, practice amp, luggage, and the piano that Beth had bought me. It didn’t seem like a lot of equipment for a whole year, but I figured there would be an opportunity to buy extra stuff on the road.

“You excited?” Nicole asked after she gave me a hug.

“Yeah,” I smiled.

“Nervous?”

“Yeah,” I laughed.

“Me too. We’ll do well though. The four of us play awesome together. All we have to do is not get on each other’s nerves too much and it will be a great tour. Then we’ll cut another album. Life is good.”

“Yeah. It is,” I said with a smile. Her words were making me feel better.

“Come on, let me give you a tour of the tour bus,” she said with a laugh.

“Sounds good. Do I get to pick my own bed to sleep on?”

“Yep! Except you’re the last one here. Roger, Trey, and I already picked ours. You outrank the tech, sound guy, and roadies though, so you won’t have to sleep over the wheel well.”

“Awesome.” I laughed. Thinking about the wheels of the bus made me think about my car. I had ended up renting a space, putting it on blocks, and unplugging the battery instead of keeping it at Aimee’s place. In fact, I’d done to her what Jack had done to me, and not returned any of the numerous calls that the girl had made. I had talked to Beth briefly. She wished me a ‘wonderful experience’ and had asked if we could talk on the phone every once in a while. I’d agreed to that. Beth hadn’t ruined any of my friendships.

I sighed and then reconsidered my thoughts. Aimee hadn’t caused me to lose Jack’s friendship. I had. I made the wrong decisions, and I could only hope that Jack would forgive me one day. Would he? Perhaps one day.

“You coming?” Nicole asked from the top of the stairs. The position of her legs made her cute little ass stick out toward me.

“Yeah,” I said as I climbed on the stairs and into the bus that would take me to the next part of my life.

End of book 3


[image: ]

Thank you for reading this novel. Interested in reading more Rock God? Leave me a review and let me know!

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 4 comes out. 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.
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