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Chapter 1

My phone rang at about twelve thirty the next afternoon. I looked at the caller ID and took a big breath before I answered it.

“Hey dude,” I tried to say as nonchalantly as possible.

“Hey! Sorry I didn’t get back to you last night. I saw that you called but I forgot,” Jack said.

“No problem.” I could do this.

“Are you busy right now?”

“I’m at work but it’s fine. I’m ahead of schedule for the day.” I forced myself to smile as I talked. Like I was going to generate a lead.

“Ahh, cool. So how’d it go last night?” I couldn’t get a read on him from across the phone. I looked around. A few other guys I worked with were making sideways glances at me. I got up and walked out of the office to the hallway.

“It went good, dude! The band was pretty awesome. Wish you could have seen them. Too bad you gotta go be this big fancy lawyer.” We laughed together.

“Yeah I wish I could have gone too. Thanks for taking Aimee. I think she gets bored on Tuesday nights ‘cause no one is around.” My brain started spinning when he mentioned Aimee.

I had suffered a serious case of blue balls during the drive home. When I got home I had masturbated thinking of Aimee… and Beth. The orgasm was painful and my head filled with regret. When I had come the pain still didn’t go away. It felt like someone had kicked me in the balls. I tried to sleep, but I smelled Aimee’s perfume and her pussy. I took a shower and then masturbated again. The rest of the night, I tossed and turned, thinking of Aimee, Beth, Jack, Kelly, and Katherine. I had forced myself to go to class but I sat through it like a zombie. I needed to go to work, I was still too new here to call in sick, and besides I wasn’t sick, just a fucking idiot.

“Dude you there?”

“Whoops, sorry dude. Just tired from driving around. What did you say?” Shit. Hope he hadn’t said something important.

“Do you think Aimee liked the show?” He seemed inquisitive. If she was really his girl, why didn’t he just call her and ask? Was Aimee right about him?

“She seemed to like it. We didn’t stay for the whole show because it was so packed and loud. But I think she had a good time.” I selected my words carefully.

“Oh. But Brent liked it? Isn’t he a big fan of the band?” Grrrr… how was I going to spin this? Truth was probably best.

“When Aimee and I were driving there, Sam called us. Apparently Brent got really sick at dinner, and he couldn’t make it. So it was just Aimee and I. Sorry I know that is kinda weird.” I held my breath.

“Oh, that sucks for Brent. I think he wanted to see them. Wait, you drove Aimee there?” Oh shit.

“Umm yeah. She wanted to show me her house and introduce me to Beth. The three of us ate dinner there, and then we drove to the show.” Fuck, dude, please don’t ask any more questions.

“Oh.” He sounded distant. “I’ve never actually been to her house.” He couldn’t hide the disappointment. Uh oh. Aimee was right.

“It wasn’t a big deal. It was cool meeting Beth though. She said nice things about you.” I bent the truth a bit. She had said that Jack wasn’t bad looking.

“That’s cool! What did she say?”

“Just that you were nice and weren’t terrible to look at.” I laughed with him.

“She is an odd one. Glad you got to meet her.” I sighed. Hopefully this was going to be over soon. “What time did you get home?” He was definitely fishing now. Fuck.

“I think I got home around… let’s see here…” I was stalling as my brain did the math. What time had I gotten home? “A bit before two. I’m pretty tired. When we got back from the show we talked to Beth for a bit and then I took off. Beth has tons of artwork all over the house, and we walked around and talked about it.” That sounded innocent. It was close to the truth.

“Ah, sweet dude. Sounds like a fun night!” I laughed. I wanted to tell him about the Ferrari, but if he had never been over to her house that might be like putting salt on a wound. “Are you free this weekend? I want to try to round everyone up again for some shenanigans.”

“Sorry dude, I have plans this weekend. I’m going camping.” Yes. I’ll take New Topic for 500 Alex.

“What? You don’t go camping, dude,” he said in disbelief.

“Haha, yeah I know. This new girl I have been kind of dating is into it. We are going to go up to some place by Frazier Park and ride dirt bikes.”

“Dude. You on a dirt bike? Does she know you’ll probably kill yourself?” He was laughing. His mind was off the events of last night.

“I’ll tell her on the way up there!” I laughed with him. “I gotta go back to work, dude. If you hang out with everyone, let them know I miss them.” He said goodbye, and I hung up.

That hadn’t gone that badly. What would Aimee say if he asked her the same questions? Hopefully our stories matched. Would she break it off with him?

Work went by easily. I should have been exhausted, but I had nervous energy from last night. Halfway through the day, I’d been able to push thoughts of Aimee to the back of my mind.

When I got home, I ate a small salad and made my way over to the school to catch Kelly’s game. During the drive over there, I felt my phone buzz and beep with a text. I checked it once I parked. It was Aimee.

When are you going to call me?

I typed back quickly after I parked at school.

Later tonight. What time do you go to bed?

Eleven-ish. Sorry about last night. Beth is such a bitch. I’ll make it up to you :-)

Ugh. Talking to her over the phone was way better than in person.

I talked to Jack at lunch on the phone.

Oh? I hope you told him how great of an orgasm you gave me :-)

Oh god. She had to be joking.

No. I told him that Brent got sick, I ate dinner at your house, and we left the club early.

You left out all the good parts. He called me a couple of times, but I didn’t answer.

I started to get nervous at her message.

What are you going to tell him?

I waited in the car for a few minutes. Ugh. What is taking her so long? I opened the door in frustration and started to walk toward the gym. Then my phone vibrated.

Let’s talk about it tonight. TTYL.

The gym was packed. I paid the entrance fee and found a seat. There wasn’t that many of them open.

Looks like we were playing Utah. I saw Kelly warming up with her team, but she couldn’t make me out in the crowd. It felt good to see her again. She had a ton of energy and a huge smile on her face as she batted the ball around. She wasn’t as beautiful as Aimee and Beth, but few women were. She was easily the cutest girl on the court.

The game started, and we beat Utah pretty easily. Well, Kelly beat them pretty easily. Like the game I witnessed with Katherine’s team, she seemed to be the most important member at my school. The girls from Utah seemed powerless against her.

Once the match ended, the girls shook hands, and the crowd started to leave. I stayed in my seat while the team chatted with the coach. Fifteen minutes later, the crowd had cleared, and there were only a few left in the stands. The coach broke up the huddle, and Kelly waved up at me. I stood up with a smile and walked down to her.

“Hi Eric,” she said shyly. She reached out for me.

“I missed you,” I said. It was true. We hugged each other and briefly kissed, only because one of the watching girls from her team let out a whistle once our lips met.

“Sorry I’m so busy. Thank you for coming to the game.” She eyed me up and down as her hands rubbed my shoulders and back.

“No problem. Want to go get dinner?” She would probably be hungry.

“Sorry. I can’t. I really want to, but I have so much homework to do, and then we have practice again early tomorrow.” She looked sad. I felt sad too. I was looking forward to catching up with her.

“Oh, that’s okay. Are we still going this weekend?” Her eyes lit up.

“Yes! Can you pick me up Friday night? We’ll drive over there and meet my family. Do you know where my sorority house is?” I shook my head. “Okay, I’ll text it to you. If we leave at like eight-ish we’ll probably be there around ten-thirty at night. We are going to have tons of fun!” She shook her head and blew a strand of blonde hair out of her eyes.

“Sounds good. Sooo… Friday then?” I wanted to confirm.

“Yep. See you then. Thanks for coming. It means a lot to me. Sorry we can’t do dinner.” She broke our embrace and walked back over to her friends. They looked at me and waved. Kelly looked over her shoulder and smiled at me once before she turned the corner to the locker room.

I was disappointed that we couldn’t talk, but this was probably for the better. Now I could talk to Aimee and figure out what was going on between us.

I made a small sandwich when I got home and watched an episode of South Park while I relaxed. I paced around for a bit after I cleaned up the dishes, and then I realized that I was just wasting time because I was afraid to talk to her. I took a deep breath and dialed.

“Hi Eric!” she picked up almost immediately.

“Hey Aimee.” I half wished she hadn’t picked up. “Sooo… let’s talk about last night.”

“Oh my God. I am so sorry about Beth. She was being such a bitch last night. Grrr.” I could hear the anger in her voice, but she didn’t sound as bad as she had last night.

“Yeah, I thought you were going to punch her,” I said jokingly.

“I almost did. You should have seen the smug smile on her face as she walked back to the house. She totally knew she was cockblocking us.”

“Yeah.” I hesitated. “But maybe that was for the best. I mean. I don’t know if I was thinking clearly last night…” I didn’t sound very convinced.

“Oh shit, Eric, don’t start this again. You seemed happy enough to make me orgasm with your hand in the car. Remember how you licked your fingers when you were done? We both wanted each other last night. Don’t pretend otherwise.” She sounded annoyed.

“What about Jack?” I could get annoyed too. This was so much easier when I wasn’t talking to her face to face.

“What about him?”

“Have you talked to him?”

“No. Like I said, he’s called me a bunch.”

“So what are you going to say to him?”

“What do you want me to say to him? How about I tell him what we did last night? How about I tell him what we were going to do last night?” My body went numb. I didn’t know what to say.

“You there?” she asked after a moment.

“Yeah, sorry,” I said as a whisper. Jack was going to be crushed.

“Why don’t we talk about this in person?” Aimee said innocently. Oh hell no.

“Sorry Aimee, I’m really tired. I can’t drive over there tonight.” Besides, Beth was there, and I didn’t want them to fight again.

“I’ll come over to you. You live alone right? You’re in Northridge? Give me the address.” She was good; I should have seen that coming. Having her over at my place alone would be bad news. I wouldn’t be able to think clearly if she was over here.

“I don’t think you should come over, Aimee.” I should have said it with more confidence. I think she heard the weakness in my voice.

“Why not? I want to talk to you face to face.”

“We should just talk over the phone. It’s a long drive over here, and we might be talking for a few hours. Then you’ll have to drive home, and it’ll be late.” She had to see the logic in that.

“Yeah, you’re right. I don’t want to drive home that late. I’ll just spend the night. What is your address?” I had to admire her going for the close again, even if I didn’t want to be sold.

“No, Aimee. This isn’t right. Jack doesn’t know.”

“So I’ll come over, and we’ll figure out what to tell him. Address please.” It was a command now. She was done with the game.

“Aimee…” I said. Fuck.

“Eric…” She said back. “If you don’t give me your address I’m going to call Jack and get it from him.” My world spun, and if I had been standing, I would have sat down.

“What?” I couldn’t believe it. “Are you saying you would tell Jack?” I was getting pissed. It seemed like the only one who could stand up to Aimee was her little sister. Now Aimee was going to blackmail me.

“No. I’ll just call him and ask for your address. He’ll give it to me. I’ll let him think what he wants to think about us. Or… you could just give me your address right now, I’ll come over, and we’ll talk about what you want me to say to him. What is your address?” She said it sweetly, but I could hear the underlining threat. She would not be denied.

No matter what I did, I was screwed. If I gave her my address and she came over, I wouldn’t be able to resist her. We’d continue where we left off last night. I felt anger toward her now, but I was sure that she would be able to manipulate my emotions when she got over here. If I didn’t give her my address, she would get it from Jack. I had no doubt. He’d call me up almost immediately and want to know what the hell was going on between us. Or I could just hang up the phone and call him right now. Tell him what had happened and then beg his forgiveness.

I never wanted to lie to Jack, or to keep anything from him. But the easiest solution seemed to be giving her my address. She’d come over, we would do what people in lust did when they were alone, she would break up with Jack, and he’d be crushed. But he wouldn’t have to know that I caused it. He’d recover eventually. I felt terrible, but it seemed that the other alternatives would end our friendship, and this one was the best chance of it surviving the hurricane known as Aimee.

“Okay, Aimee. Do you have something to write with?” I gave her my address.

“Awesome! I’ll pack a bag and then leave. See you in thirty or forty!” She sounded like she had just won the lottery. Maybe she had been bluffing about calling Jack… maybe not.

I hung up the phone and hung my head. Defeated. I think I sat there for fifteen minutes with my brain empty. It was the first time I hadn’t had any thoughts since I couldn’t remember. Maybe when my parents died.

I got up and cleaned the place up a little. I kept it mostly tidy and organized. Not like I had a maid, but I did laundry every week, vacuumed, and cleaned the bathroom on weekends. It wasn’t nearly as spectacular as Jack’s place. Northridge wasn’t that nice of an area. I think most of my neighbors were either students or single mothers. It had a small kitchen, dining room, bathroom, living room, and my bedroom in the back. Maybe it was 900 square feet; her bathrooms were bigger. The furniture was either used off of craigslist or cheaply bought by my parents from Ikea.

I checked the bathroom. It looked fine, so I brushed my teeth. Then I paced for a few minutes. Ugh. What the fuck? How had I let this happen? I could still say no, right? I already knew that wasn’t going to happen. Once she got here, it would be over. I thought I had kinda sorta dodged the bullet last night thanks to Beth.

I sat at the coffee table by the modest couch and opened my laptop. Maybe I could do some studying before I ruined the relationship I had with my best friend? Yeah. That sounded like a great idea. I was full of them.

Before I realized it, there was a knock on the door. Strange, since you had to buzz into my phone to be let in. I opened it up, and Aimee was standing there with a small overnight bag. She graced me with a dazzling smile and then walked in. Her hair was in a pony tail. She wore a white, long-sleeved, tight-fitting blouse with purple and pink lotus patterns on it, her legs wrapped in tight, dark-blue denim. ‘Skinny jeans’ was what I thought the style was. It showed off her amazing legs. She had flat, shiny purple slippers that looked like something a ballerina would wear.

“Hi handsome!” She didn’t wait for me to invite her in; she just walked in like she owned the place. Her outfit probably cost more than my rent for the month.

“So this is where you live! Can I have a tour?” She looked at me excitedly and then glanced around. I couldn’t help but smile back even as my stomach filled with dread.

“Of course!” I said. “It isn’t quite as magnificent as your house, but I like to call it home.” I made sweeping motions with my arm. “Over there to your immediate left is the dining room, where you can see a table for four. I don’t really eat or study there, but it’s there in case.” She nodded as she studied the depressing-looking table. I had expected her to frown or make some other sort of judgmental comment, but she didn’t. “Over here to your immediate right is the TV room, with my spacious couch and well-used coffee table. That is where the magic actually happens.”

“Magic?” She looked intrigued.

“Yep. You can see it now on my computer. It’s code for ‘homework.’“ We both laughed. “Back behind the dining room is the kitchen.” She took a few steps and looked in the entryway. It was probably a tenth the size of hers.

“Down this long hallway on the left is my bedroom.” She stepped in eagerly and looked around. I just had my bed, a hamper, and a dresser. My guitars were stashed in my closet.

“I think this is where the magic happens!” she said with a sly smile. I just laughed and pointed at the other doorway in the room.

“There is the bathroom! See? Not as big as your place but much easier to conduct a tour of.” She nodded and looked into my eyes. She let go of her overnight bag, and it fell on the floor with a soft thud. She took a step toward me, and I backed up out of the bedroom.

“Let’s talk out here,” I said urgently as I walked out to the couch. “Can I get you anything to drink?”

“Water would be great!” She followed me into the kitchen. I grabbed a jug of filtered water out of the fridge and two glasses. I inspected them to make sure they were clean and then filled them with water.

Back on the couch, she slowly took a sip as she eyed me over the rim of the glass. I could see the desire on her face and in her eyes.

“So let’s talk about Jack…” I started hesitantly. She set down her water next to my laptop and waited for me to continue. “Ummm…” I didn’t know how to start this conversation. I didn’t even know what I wanted. I realized that I wanted her to love Jack and leave me in peace. Of course I wanted her now, but I could easily ignore my feelings for her for Jack. Wait… No, I couldn’t. If I could, then we wouldn’t be here right now. Fuck, this was so complicated. I wanted her, and I just needed to know how we did it without hurting Jack. “How do we tell Jack?” I finally spat out.

“How do we tell Jack what?” she asked as she raised a beautiful eyebrow. She was going to make this hard on me.

“How do we tell Jack that… you and I are…” Shit. This was too hard with her next to me. I was totally distracted by her.

“Fucking?” she said with a sly smile. I was about to reply, but she interrupted me. “We haven’t actually made love yet, so maybe we should do that first and then decide how to tell him.” She was smiling smugly. The way she said ‘made love’ made my heart double tap.

“No. I mean. Ugh. Stop looking at me like that!” I frowned and turned away from her. She laughed. I scooted away a bit on the couch and continued, “You need to break it off with him, and then we can try.” I swallowed. I had just signed the death warrant on their relationship.

“Okay. I’ll call him right now. My phone is in my bag.” She stood up and took a step toward my bedroom.

“No!” I said urgently. “You can’t call him now. He’ll think that you are breaking it off with him because of last night.” Jack would have tons of questions for me.

“He’d be right though, wouldn’t he?” She looked down at me.

“Partially. Look, we need to wait a month before you break it off with him.” I said with as much confidence as I could.

“A month!” she said in frustration. She dropped back down onto the couch with a groan of displeasure. At least she was sitting back down. She must have agreed with me on some level.

“Look, help me out here, Aimee. You know this is the right thing to do. He is practically my brother. You have to realize how much he loves you, even if you don’t feel the same way.” Her eyes got big.

“He loves me?” She had to know already, but she said it like it hadn’t occurred to her.

“Yeah. Of course, how couldn’t he? You’ve been in love before right? This has to be done gently.” I thought I was getting through to her.

“Listen Eric, it is better that this is done quickly, like ripping off a Band Aid. I don’t really want to wait a few weeks. I want you. Now.” Her mouth twisted up in a scowl as she thought about it.

“Four weeks isn’t that much time. It’ll be over before you know it. I’ll totally make it worth the wait. Trust me.” We looked at each other for a few seconds. I could see the wheels turning in her beautiful head. Finally, she sighed.

“Okay, you win. I don’t want him to be mad at you. I know this is important to you. Besides, the quarter ends in four or five weeks, and we aren’t going to have any more classes together. It will be Christmas break, and it will be easier to break it off.” I smiled gratefully. I had forgotten that her school was on a quarter system. My school was on a semester system. Having new classes seemed like a good excuse.

I was surprised that I had gotten her to agree, but I think that she wasn’t as tough as she made herself out to be. Breaking someone’s heart wasn’t something most people could do easily. Now I just had to convince her of the next part of my plan.

“Great! Thank you Aimee! Like I said, I’ll totally make it up to you.” I said it as seductively as I could and gave her a smoldering look. She took a deep breath, and her mouth opened slightly. I was going to continue, but she interrupted me.

“You better! After last night I’m not going to be able to sleep until we are lovers. I want you so bad.” Her eyes closed halfway as she recalled what I had done to her last night.

“I want you too. This isn’t easy.” Oh God it wasn’t easy. I wanted to rip her clothes off right now and fuck her till I died. She was the epitome of my desire. “But I need you to agree to one more condition…” I trailed off.

“Okay. What is it?” she said with hesitation.

“We have to give it some time after you break it off with Jack. It has to look like our relationship developed while you weren’t dating him. That makes sense, right?” She had to agree. If we just got together the day after she ended it with Jack, it would look pretty suspicious.

“I suppose it does, but it depends on how much time you are talking about.” She was glaring at me a little bit. I knew she wasn’t going to like this, and she probably guessed she wasn’t going to like it.

“Two months.”

“No way! Absolutely not!” She got up off the couch and started to pace around the room. “That would be like the middle of February by the time we can be together!” She wasn’t as pissed as she had been at Beth last night, but she was pretty upset.

“Sorry Aimee, I don’t know of a better way to do it. Jack is really important to me. I know we did some stuff last night. And it was really good. But I need it to be this way.” Our eyes met. “If you want me, if you want to be with me, this is how it has to be. Three months isn’t a long time, right?” I’d found my spine again. This felt right. Jack couldn’t be angry with me if he thought that we had started dating a few months after they split up. She looked so amazing across the couch from me. Images of the pleasure we could give each other flashed through my head. I’d drawn my line in the sand though. Last night, I was under her spell, but I could think clearly now. I still wanted her, of course I did, but it had to be this way or no way.

“It just doesn’t give us much time.” Her eyes were pleading with me. She must have seen the resolve in my face. “Can’t we just wait a few weeks after I break up with him? We can just not tell him for a few months.” I shook my head.

“We’ll have plenty of time! Weren’t you telling me last night about keeping options open and how we’re young?” I smiled and started to feel more confident. This was the best outcome for the situation.

“Well…” She fidgeted with her hands. “I’m going to be gone this summer. We’ll only have a few months together before I leave.” My heart sank. I’d planned on us being able to spend time together over the summer. If we even lasted that long. I should have realized that she would be gone. Rich people normally did something exotic over the break, right?

“Where are you going?” I couldn’t hide the disappointment.

“We are going to go all over Europe. Then we’ll spend a few weeks in Italy getting Beth set up at school. I should have told you, but I didn’t think you would want to put us off for so long.” She scooted closer to me on the couch and gave me a seductive look. “I know you don’t want to hurt Jack, and I think that is sweet. He is a nice guy, and I don’t want to hurt him either. But I want to be with you now. I don’t want to have to wait till next fall. It’s too long. Can we compromise?” Her hands grabbed mine. She started to rub my palms with her fingers. It felt great.

“What did you have in mind?” Uh oh. I was starting to slip.

“Well… I want you tonight. We could just keep it a secret for three months. But I know you won’t go for that. Is there a middle ground between what you want and what I want? How about see start seeing each other four weeks after I break it off with Jack and don’t mention it to anyone?” She had mentioned something like that a few seconds ago. I had already done what felt like lying to Jack. I didn’t want to do it any more.

“Sorry Aimee. I’m firm in this. I’m sorry to upset you. You know how I feel about you. It has to be my way.” I’d stuck to my guns. For a second there, I didn’t think I would. I felt like I was a passenger in my own body.

“What if I don’t want to do it your way?” she asked. Her voice was angry. I could see the conflict in her face.

“Then we can’t be together. It will make me sad, because I do want to be with you. But I don’t want to betray my friend. I think this is the only way to do it.”

We stared at each other for a few minutes. She had stopped rubbing my hand, but still had it grasped in her delicate fingers. She was thinking, and I worried that she would out-maneuver me.

She finally sighed in defeat.

“Fuck. Fine.” She got to her feet and walked back to my room. “I need to get my bag.” I waited for her to return.

“So we can still hang out together right? I’m going to have a birthday party in a few weeks, and I really want you to go. I couldn’t stand this if we weren’t able to see each other at all.” She had grabbed my hand again as we walked down the stairs from my apartment to the street. I saw that the front gate had been left opened. Her car was parked across the street. She opened the trunk and put her bag in.

“Of course we can still hang out. I still want to see you too. We just have to keep it under wraps. Okay?” She nodded as she walked back over to me.

“This is going to totally suck, you know. I can’t believe you want to do this, but I think you are right. It is the best thing to do. You must really love Jack.” I nodded. “Okay. Well. I’m a little upset that we aren’t going to have amazing sex all night tonight, but I guess I can wait for three months. Will you give me something to tide me over till then?” Her mouth turned into another sly smile. Her eyes looked at mine, down to my lips, then back up to my eyes.

Then we were kissing. I don’t know who made the first move. It was probably me. Her lips tasted like apricots, and her tongue danced passionately against mine. I felt her nails dig into my chest and shoulder as she grabbed against me. My hands were on her lower back, crushing her body against mine. She moaned into my mouth as my tongue flicked across her teeth, and then I bit her softly on the lower lip. I was about to disengage when her hand flew off my chest and tangled in the hair on the back of my head, pulling my mouth to hers again.

We both made soft cooing sounds as we explored each other’s mouths for a few more minutes. Finally, we became so hot and urgent for each other that we had to part or we would explode.

She leaned against me as my arms cradled her.

“Wow,” she breathed in a whisper. I nodded. It had been one amazing kiss. She pushed away slightly and looked back up into my eyes.

“I think we should go back up to your apartment, kiss like that a few more times, and see where it takes us. Let me get my bag again.” I laughed at her attempt. It covered up the struggle of emotions on my face. I almost took her up on the offer.

“Bye Eric.” She opened the door and sat in the car. “If you change your mind…” I smiled at her as I grabbed the door and prepared to close it for her. “Are you free this weekend? We were all going to hang out.”

“I’ve got plans, sorry.”

“Darn.” She put on a pouty face. “Okay… Well, I’ll call you for my birthday party. We are just going to have it at the house, I think. It will be in a couple of weeks. You’ll be able to meet my parents!” She paused for a bit. “I’d like to unwrap you for my present, but I guess I can wait three months.”

“This won’t be easy for me either. Bye Aimee.” I shut the door to her car when she was in. She started her engine, looked out her window at me, waved, and then drove off.

I had done it.
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Chapter 2

The rest of the week passed uneventfully. Brent called on Thursday to apologize for missing the show. He was really embarrassed about throwing up in front of Sam on their first real date. Sam had stuck around to rub his back while he gave worship to the porcelain gods. I gave him my best Mike Meyers impression: “If you hurl and she comes back, she’s yours. If you blow chunks and she bolts, then it was never meant to be.” We laughed.

“You gonna hang out with us this weekend?” he asked after we finished laughing

“Have plans already. Aimee is having a party in a few weeks right? I’ll definitely see you then.” We chatted a bit more about the band and then wished each other well. Brent and I were starting to become friends.

Katherine and Kim both texted me separately on Friday morning. They said they wanted to see me soon but were still busy with volleyball. I didn’t know what to do about them, so I was glad they hadn’t called.

Friday night, I had eaten a light dinner and finished packing for the weekend trip with Kelly. It was only a little after six, so I had some time to kill. I opened up my laptop and a few books to prepare for some studying, when my phone rang. I thought it was going to be Kelly, but it was an unknown number. It was a 310 area code, so I knew it was in Los Angeles.

“This is Eric.”

“Hey Eric! It’s Beth.” I opened my mouth in disbelief.

“Hey Beth… what’s going on?” I hadn’t given her my phone number.

“Nothing much. I wanted to see if you were busy tonight. You promised to see me again. Tonight would be good for me.” Jeeze. I never thought a guy could have too many women. I was pretty much tapped out.

“I can’t tonight, Beth. How did you get my number? I don’t remember giving it to you.” I forced myself to smile so I didn’t come across wrong.

“Oh, I just looked in Aimee’s cell phone for it. What are you doing tonight? Can I come with you?” She was like one of those yappy dogs that wouldn’t let go of a favorite chew toy.

“I’m going to go camping and dirt bike riding with some friends. I don’t think you can come with since we are only bringing tents enough for us.”

“Oh… hmmmm. Yeah. I could just sleep with you in your tent right? Aren’t sleeping bags big enough for two people? I want to spend some time with you,” she said it sweetly. I admired her perseverance, but I imagined the look on Kelly’s face if I brought Beth with us. I almost laughed at the thought.

“It’s just not good tonight, Beth. Sorry.” Didn’t she realize she was sixteen? She can’t be making passes at me.

“Yeah, okay. I’m not much of an outdoors person anyway. If not tonight, then when? You did promise me, remember?” I recalled her standing outside next to my car freezing her ass off. Shit. I had told her I would spend time with her.

“Is this your cell phone number?”

“No. Home phone. I don’t have a cell phone.”

“You must be the only sixteen-year-old girl in Bel Air that doesn’t have a cell phone,” I laughed.

“There is really no one who would call me except for my parents and Aimee. When I am away at school, they just call my land line. I don’t always want someone to reach me though.” She sounded lonely. I remembered Aimee mentioning that Beth did modeling and was going to have a show coming up in the spring.

“Don’t you do modeling work? Don’t they need to get a hold of you for that?”

“Yeah. The agency calls the house here. I don’t see the need for a cell phone now.” She paused for a second and then asked in excitement, “If I got a cell phone, would you call me?” She was making another play to get attention from me. It was a smooth transition, but the excitement in her voice kept reminding me of her age.

“Beth… this is kind of weird. You are just sixteen.” I was going to have to spell it out for her.

“So? What does that have to do with anything? When were you born?” I gave her my birthday. “We are only 1,522 days apart. We can still be friends! My parents are 1,643 days apart.” Holy shit, that was some quick math.

“I could get into serious trouble with you, Beth.” As soon as I said it, I realized that the words had come out all wrong. That was not what I wanted to say.

“What do you mean, Eric? I thought we were just talking about spending time together. Maybe you were thinking about something more intimate? That would be interesting. What did you have in mind?” she said her words quickly and with practiced ease. Oh shit.

“Beth, let’s not talk about that right now. I…” I didn’t know what else to say. How could I get off the phone with her?

“You’re right. It would be better to talk about that in person. The phone is no place to have an intimate conversation. When do you get back from your dirt-bike riding?” I thought that Aimee was smooth, but Beth manipulated the conversation like she had the silver tongue of the devil. Did she say ‘intimate conversation’?

“Aimee is having a party in a few weeks, right? I’ll see you there.” I feared that she would push for a sooner time. She did.

“That is really far too long, Eric! I want you to meet my parents and look at some more of my art. Can you come over next week?” Aimee would have been pleading by now; Beth’s voice was full of confidence. She had no doubt that I would come over. It was just a matter of her finding the right lever to pull with me. She would try forever until she was successful.

“Beth, I just don’t think it is proper for me to hang out with you. You’re only sixteen.” There. She couldn’t argue with that.

“So what if I’m sixteen? I am old enough to make my own decisions. I have more undergrad degrees than ninety-nine percent of the population, I have traveled the world and lived in eight different cities, I have read more books than both of my parents combined, I’ve had countless powerful men vie for my affection. Sixteen is just a number. Maybe it applies to most girls, but I am not most girls.” She paused briefly. I couldn’t believe how powerfully she spoke. She was right; she wasn’t really sixteen in the traditional sense. But the law and her parents probably wouldn’t care that much about semantics.

“You’re right, Beth.”

“Of course I am right. So when can you come over? You did promise.” She could scent victory.

“I’ll spend some time with you during your sister’s party. I’m sure you have learned patience in your long sixteen years. What’s that saying again?” I had Aimee hot and heavy for me in my apartment. Beth was smart, but this was over the phone. I needed to stop being so spineless with these girls.

“What? Wait I-” She couldn’t hide her disbelief.

“‘Good things come to those who wait!’ That is the saying. So I’ll talk to you at the party. It’s in two weeks? Or is it three?” I continued. Damn this felt good.

“Five weeks. But wait!! You have to come over before then!” Now Beth was pleading.

“Beth, I don’t have to do anything except talk to you at the party like I promised. So I’ll see you there!” I was ending the conversation.

“Eric! Hold on, let me finish-”

“Good things come to those who wait, Beth. Talk to you in five weeks.” I could hear her voice as I hung up my phone. I stared at it in astonishment. I couldn’t believe I had just turned the tables on Beth like that. She was probably fuming. Let her fume.

My phone buzzed in my hand. She was calling me back. I hit the button on the side to send it to voicemail. I was done letting Beth and Aimee manipulate me. Or, at least, I was going to start fighting back.
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Chapter 3

A little before eight, I was knocking on the door of Kelly’s sorority house. The outside looked dismal. Weeds grew tall and green out of brownish, dead turf and patches of dirt; there was yellowish paint chipping off of the stucco walls; the bushes around the front door looked ready to take over the pathway from the driveway; and the driveway was crumbling, pitted asphalt. There were cars parked everywhere on the street and driveway. I saw Kelly’s faithful truck towering above the other cars; at least she was here.

The door opened suddenly, and a girl that I think I recognized from one of my classes opened the door. Her eyes got big when she looked at me, and she invited me in.

“Hi Eric!” more than ten female voices seemed to cry at once. There seemed to be girls everywhere, sitting in the living room, watching TV in the kitchen area, and running through the back hallway that lead to bathrooms and bedrooms. The place was busting at the seams with girls, clothes, bags of… stuff, food wrappers, and furniture. Holy shit, I thought girls were supposed to be clean? My apartment looked like a medical lab compared to this house. It smelled like stagnant dust and make up.

“Kelly said she’ll be out in a second!” someone called from the back hallway.

“Why don’t you sit down?” a voice said from the couch. There were four of them sitting there, and they beckoned me over. I recognized some from classes and some from volleyball. I sat down on the couch next to one who seemed to have a fit of the giggles. She was turning red and couldn’t look at me. Kelly better be quick; they were watching an episode of The Bachelor, and I thought my head was about to explode.

I felt someone start to rub my shoulders, and I looked up to see Kelly.

“Ready to go?” I nodded and ejected from the seat.

She had a small gym bag slung over her shoulder and wore a tight pair of jeans and a bright green wool sweater. As we walked toward the door, the girls in the house yelled their byes.

“How many girls live with you?” I asked, slightly exasperated, as I started the car and drove northwards.

“There are twelve right now, including me,” she said with a giggle.

“Holy shit. How many bedrooms in that house?”

“Four, but only two bathrooms! It is pretty awful trying to get ready sometimes.” I had problems believing twelve girls could share that small of a space, but I guess they did.

“You don’t seem like the kind of girl that would be in a sorority…” I paused. I didn’t really know what kind of girls joined sororities. I just thought they would be more girlie than Kelly was.

“I know what you mean!” Kelly said with a laugh. “But my parents said the only way I could move out was if I lived in a sorority house, otherwise I had to live at home and commute to school. The girls are all really cool. I’m glad I got involved with it. It is tough living together with all of them sometimes, but it is worth it.”

We got on the 118 freeway and then hit the 5 going north. I didn’t know exactly where I was going, but I figured I would be on it for an hour or so.

Kelly and I talked about her volleyball, classes, and my work. The conversation flowed very easily. I really enjoyed talking to her. It was just good talking to a girl without any sort of sexual tension. With a pang in my stomach, I realized that I really did like her. Breaking it off to be with Aimee was going to be hard.

She plugged her iPod into my stereo after about forty-five minutes of driving and blared some classic rock. Before two measures had gone by, we were singing Sweet Home Alabama and laughing. When we finally got to the camping spot, our voices were raspy, and our stomachs hurt from laughing. As we exited the car at the parking lot by the ranger station, I realized that Kelly might be a better choice for me than Aimee. Sure, they were both smart and funny. But I just seemed to fit better with Kelly. She laughed easier, made fun of herself, could talk to me about anything, and came from the same lifestyle I had grown up with. Aimee was prettier and had more money, but everything around her was dangerous and could hurt Jack.

We grabbed our bags out of the car and threw on our jackets.

“It’s about half a mile walk to where they like to camp. We could probably drive there since you’ve got all-wheel drive. But I don’t want you to get scratches on your new car. Cool?” I nodded. It was a bit cold, but the walk would warm us up. I asked her about her family and dirt-bike riding in the five or so minutes it took us to walk up the dirt-and-gravel road.

She gave me the skinny on her family: her parents had raised her brothers and her in Simi Valley, a city just outside of the Los Angeles county area. She was the youngest of five kids. Her brothers all did real manly jobs. One was a cop, one a firefighter, and the other two were mechanics who worked with her dad in a truck/motorcycle-repair/off-roading shop. Her whole family was involved in the off-roading community. I could only imagine Kelly growing up with four older brothers. I was surprised she turned out as feminine as she was.

Ahead I could see a large clearing with scattered fire pits and parked trucks. We were miles from any city, and the stars were easy to see. As we got closer to the clearing, Kelly made a line for the back group of trucks and jeeps. There were about eight people sitting around a fire, and I could see a few little kids running around. It was cold up top of the hill we had climbed, but the circle of off-roading vehicles kept most of the wind out.

“Uh oh. Here comes trouble! Run away kids! MONSTER AUNT KELLY IS HERE!” one of the brothers yelled as we approached the fire. Instead of running away, the two little kids squealed in delight and ran right to Kelly and hugged her legs. She bent down and gave them huge hugs. Then she stood up abruptly, held her hands out like a zombie, made a low roar, and snarled with her teeth.

“MONSTER KELLY IS GOING TO EAT LITTLE KIDDIES!” she yelled over the campfire as she started marching slowly toward the kids. She tried to grab them with a slow movement, and the kids screamed in delightful terror as they ran away from the fire and behind one of the parked jeeps. She, of course, chased them at a slow pace, growling the whole time. They ran to the other side of the jeep to keep away from her.

“Hi, I’m Eric,” I said to the eight adults sitting around the fire. They all looked at me, measuring me in an instant. Kelly had forgotten to introduce me, but it didn’t bother me. It looked like she was having a great time chasing the kids.

“Hey Eric! I’m Bob, this is Sue, Ryan, Lisa, Rob, Jessica, Randy, and Gail.” I shook Bob’s hand and waved to everyone else across the fire. They were sitting on fold-out chairs and logs around the fire. Kelly’s brothers were all tall and good looking. They were pretty muscular too. Shades of blond and light-brown hair with various buzzed haircuts.

“Short for Robert?” I asked him with a raised eyebrow.

“You got it,” he said with a chuckle.

“So how come Kelly isn’t named Rachel?” They all laughed. Good. I could deal with people as long as they weren’t breathtakingly beautiful and trying to seduce me.

“Mom decided to switch it up when Kelly was born. “Broke the mold with her!” she said. I think you can agree right?” I laughed.

“Sit down and make yourself at home. We want to get to know you better,” Ryan said. He looked to be the youngest. His girl Lisa was cute; actually, all the girls were cute. I sat down at the nearest spot on the log.

“Want some coffee or a hotdog or something?” Gail asked me. The men were drinking beers, and a few of the women had wine coolers.

“No, I’m okay. Actually water would be good if you have any.” Within seconds I had a bottle in my hand.

Kelly continued to chase the kids. They didn’t seem to be tiring, and neither did she. No one around the fire said anything for a few moments, and then the questions started.

So what are you studying in school? How long have you known Kelly? How did you meet? Are you working now? What do you want to do when you get out of school? Any hobbies? Did you grow up around Los Angeles? Do you have a dirt bike? I answered them all.

“No, I don’t have a dirt bike, but I once bailed really hard on my BMX bike when I was twelve. Kelly told me it is almost like riding a dirt bike.” They laughed.

“Cool. We’ve got Kelly’s and an extra one just in case you didn’t bring one. It’s just a 200, but it should be fine for you. I’ve got an extra helmet and pair of gloves too.” Randy was the biggest one. I hadn’t identified who were the firefighter and cop yet. I didn’t know what a 200 bike was, but I remembered Jack telling me I would probably kill myself on this trip.

“What do your parents do?” Rob asked. They were really grilling me. I should have expected it when I was dating the baby sister of a four-brother clan. I should have been surprised they weren’t cleaning their guns when I showed up. I looked over at Kelly. She was going nonstop with the kids. She had picked one up and was spinning her over her shoulder while she tried to chase the other one. That might not end well.

“Actually, my dad worked as a manager at a grocery store, and my mom sold cosmetic products at a department store.” They nodded.

“Worked? Did he get laid off?” I think it was Lisa who asked.

“They were killed in a car accident about a year and a half ago.” I was surprised I said it. I felt the familiar lump in my throat, but it wasn’t as bad as I was used to.

There was silence around the fire.

“That is terrible. I am so sorry. What happened? I mean, if you are okay talking about it. I don’t want to pry.” Lisa’s eyes filled with sympathy. Everyone looked pretty uncomfortable.

“Oh no, it’s okay. They were driving back from Santa Barbara. There was a drunk driver. I guess he fell asleep at the wheel or something. The police said that it happened so fast they probably didn’t feel anything.” I took a gulp of water to try to soothe the ache in my throat and chest. I hadn’t really gone into detail with anyone before this.

“Ahh man, that sucks. So sorry to hear that.” They all nodded at Ryan’s words.

“It’s okay. I’m getting over it. Kelly is definitely helping me.” I heard her scream “WHERE ARE THE KIDDIES? I MUST EAT THEM!” from across the campsite and behind a huge lifted truck.

“Do you have any family? Brothers or sisters?” Bob asked.

“No. I’ve got an aunt that lives on the east coast, but I’ve only met her a few times. My best friend and his family have been helping me out. My parents had life insurance, so I got some money from that, and I was able to sell their house, so I’m okay with money.” They nodded, sympathy pouring out of their eyes.

“Where are your parents?” I asked carefully. Kelly hadn’t told me that had passed, but I thought they would have been here.

“Oh, they are taking their motor home across the country. Should be back in time for Thanksgiving,” Randy said. Oh that’s right. Thanksgiving was in a few weeks. Jack’s parents offered, actually insisted, that I spend it with them last year, but they always flew out to New York to visit his grandparents. They had offered to buy me a plane ticket, but I had declined and stayed home. That had been a rough week.

“Sorry!” Kelly said as she sat down breathless next to me. The little boy was glued onto her leg like a spider monkey. “So you met my family? Do you guys like Eric so far? Randy, you didn’t tell him you were going to beat him up did you?” she said the words fast.

“No no, Eric is great!” Randy said with a huge smile on his face. He was waving his hands at her like he wanted to show her he had nothing up his sleeve. His eyes were wide and apologetic. Looks like I had avoided whatever hazing they had planned.

Kelly looked at him suspiciously for a few seconds, and then she started asking everyone about news on their lives. The conversation lasted for a few more hours, till the kids were finally forced into bed by Bob and Sue. Shortly afterwards, the adults retired. Randy showed us where our tent was set up.

Near the campsite was a small restroom area where there were some well-used toilets, sinks, and showers. We all brushed our teeth and got ready for bed.

“Wow! My brothers seem to really like you! They’ve never liked any of my other boyfriends,” Kelly said as she took off her shoes and arranged her belongings inside of our bed. It was one of those two-person pup tents. Randy had put down a thick layer of foam padding, so we weren’t sleeping on the dirt and rocks. There were two nylon sleeping bags inside.

“Yeah. I guess I won them over with my dashing good looks and rapier-like wit!” I joked. In reality, they probably had decided that they didn’t need to give me a hard time because of my parents. I didn’t know if I should be thankful for their pity.

It was almost pitch black in the tent, but I could still see Kelly’s outline against the fire as she took off her sweatshirt, jeans, and bra. Before I had a chance to admire, or touch, her body, she slipped into the sleeping bag. It was probably for the best; the other tents were only a few feet from ours, and I doubted we would be able to do anything fun without making a good bit of noise. Also, I kept thinking about Aimee. We had made a bargain; we were going to be together right? Until someone else came along that was better?

I slipped off my clothes and crawled into the bag next to Kelly’s. We whispered and giggled to each other for a few more minutes till finally she pushed her sleeping bag as close as she could get to me and passed out. My eyes had gotten used to the dark, so I could somewhat make out her face as she sank deeper into sleep. After a few minutes of looking at her, I fell asleep too.
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Chapter 4

The next day was a complete blast. We woke up a little before eight and ate a campfire-cooked breakfast of eggs, bacon, toast, and pressed coffee. Rob seemed to be the cook of the clan, and it was simple but excellent fare. Afterwards, we brushed our teeth at the restrooms. Then the real fun started.

The bike they had for me seemed plenty big. It was about the same size as Kelly’s, but hers looked polished and streamlined. She showed me how to put on the various pieces of safety gear, and then we pushed the bikes about two hundred yards down the road to fire them up and begin my training.

I’d always driven a manual car, so I easily figured out how to feather the clutch and the throttle. The shifting with the foot was a little weird, and trying to balance and do everything took me longer to learn than I would have thought. But within forty-five minutes, Kelly declared that I was good enough to follow her over some of the flatter roads and hills around the site.

For the next couple of hours, I chased Kelly through the hills and brown grassy valleys. The bike was lightweight, and I felt like I was flying after her sometimes. I managed to keep the bike on the road, upright, and dodge the trail of dirt that she left in her wake.

We took a break for lunch at the camp site and shared some sandwiches with her family. Then we hit the trails again till the sun started to set. It was an interesting experience riding the bikes with Kelly. Although we were riding together, we couldn’t speak to each other. It felt exhilarating and lonely at the same time. We chased the last rays of sunlight over the rolling hills till we finally ended up back at the campsite.

Even though I had tried to avoid Kelly’s dust trail, I still ended up covered in a thick layer of dirt by the end of the day, so we took a shower in the public bathrooms before dinner. Afterwards, the brothers cooked hamburgers and hotdogs over the fire while Kelly and I played with the kids.

The food was good, and the conversation flowed freely as everyone had a few beers. Maybe it was because of my parents, but the brothers seemed to be giving me an easy time.

“So, Kelly, have you decided about Atlanta or Australia?” Rob asked a few hours into our conversation. The kids had long since gone to sleep, and the brothers were four or five beers into the night. I had been nursing my first one of the night.

“Ummm… I am still thinking about it,” Kelly said. She glanced at to me quickly with worry. I gave her a look of confusion. What was Rob talking about?

“I would totally go to Australia if I were you!” Sue said with a huge smile on her face.

“Naw. Stay in the States. Then you can come home easier. Besides, Emory is a great school,” Randy said with conviction.

I had no idea what they were talking about. I looked over to Kelly with a question on my face.

“I’ll tell you later,” she whispered to me as she leaned in close. Then she asked Lisa a question to divert the conversation.
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Chapter 5

“What was that about at dinner?” I asked as we stripped of our clothes and slipped into the sleeping bags.

She sighed.

“Sorry, Eric. I meant to tell you sooner. I mean, ugh. I didn’t know when to tell you.” She rolled over to look at me. I waited for her to finish. “I got some offers from a bunch of other schools. I’ve kind of narrowed it down to two: Emory in Atlanta or the University of Sydney… in Australia.”

I felt my body grow numb. I hadn’t expected this.

“Wait. I thought you liked playing at our school?” I tried to stay calm. Suddenly the thought of her leaving seemed horrible.

“Oh I do! But I’m doing really well this year and I got a bunch of scholarship offers from other schools. Our school is good, but it wasn’t my first choice.” She scooted closer to me.

“Why didn’t you get into a better school your freshman year? What about any of the UC schools? Don’t they have great volleyball programs?” I was starting to panic. My chest hurt. She was going to leave?

“I hurt my leg on the bike my senior year of high school, and I didn’t really get to play. It made it difficult to get a scholarship. I would have loved to go to anywhere in LA, but they aren’t offering me one now.”

Silence sat between us. I could feel her body breathing as she tried to spoon with me. It was hard because of the thick sleeping bags between us. A few minutes passed.

“Sorry,” she began. “I should have told you. I really like being with you. You’re super fun, smart, charming, and,” her voice lowered to a whisper, “the sex is amazing.” I tried to say something, but she kept going. “I haven’t really decided where I am going to go, but I am probably leaning toward Australia. The chance to go to another country seems really exciting! What do you think?”

“It sounds like an amazing opportunity,” I said as convincingly as possible. The thought of her playing volleyball so far away gave me a conflicting shower of emotions. I wouldn’t get to see her, and I felt a pang of jealousy when I thought of all those beefcake Aussie men hitting on her. Once I felt the jealousy, I felt a pang of shame. Here I was, ready to end our relationship for Aimee, and yet I still wanted Kelly.

I started to think that this whole thing with all the girls in my life was just a big mess. How long had I been dating Kelly now? A few weeks? We had a ton of fun, but I shouldn’t be feeling this way about her, or anyone for that matter. I was really mixed up. Thoughts of Aimee, Katherine, Kim, and Beth floated in my head.

“Of course, Emory is a really great school too. They have a great business program and some really amazing engineering programs. Their volleyball program is one of the best in the country too.” She paused for a second. “Then it would be easier to come home on holidays…,” she pushed her body back into me and seemed to wait for a reply.

“They both sound like amazing opportunities…” I trailed off. I didn’t know if she was looking for my advice, or my opinion, or for me to scream that I didn’t want her to go. “I think I agree with you. Australia sounds awesome! I wish I could go!” I tried to act excited for her. I surprised myself by the actual excitement in my voice. Australia really did sound exciting, and I knew that she would have an amazing time there.

“Yeah! I’m really glad you are happy for me. I was kind of nervous telling you.” She wiggled around to face me.

“Why?”

“I know we haven’t been dating for very long, so it really shouldn’t matter. But I like you… a lot. And I thought that you would have been upset that I was thinking about leaving.” I couldn’t quite make out her facial expression in the darkness of the tent.

“Honestly, I am a little sad that you are leaving, but it sounds like it is something that you really want.”

“Yeah, but I felt like we were developing something. Are you going to be okay without me to take care of you?” I could hear the teasing in her voice and could barely make out her sticking her tongue out at me.

“Of course!” I laughed at her. “I’ll just cry myself to sleep till you come home every Christmas, but other than that I should be just fine!” I couldn’t wipe the smile off of my face. Kelly made me feel good.

“Okay. Awesome. I still have a while before I need to make a decision, and I won’t leave till summer anyways. So we can still have lots of fun till then… if you know what I mean.” She made a cat-like purr and flipped back over so she was spooning me again. “We can chat more about it tomorrow! I am going to pass out. Soooo tiredddd.”

Within seconds, her body started to twitch as she fell asleep. I lay awake thinking about her for a few more minutes. I would miss her. She did make me happy. But this was probably the best solution. She would be really happy at a new school. She would find other boys to make her happy, probably ones a little more athletic than me that would share some of her hobbies, and I would weave through this tangled web Aimee was creating. Hopefully, Kelly and I wouldn’t lose touch.

My last thoughts were of her singing songs with me in her truck. Then sleep hit me.
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Chapter 6

The first thing I did when I got home was take a long, hot shower. Camping always seemed to make me feel like I was covered in oil and grime, even if I had taken a shower during the trip. It probably didn’t help matters that I had spent the first couple of hours of the morning doing jeep off-roading with Kelly and her brothers. It had been a blast, and I had thanked Kelly and her family half a dozen times for inviting me.

The ride home had been uneventful. Kelly had talked more about the different schools, drama in the sorority, and problems she was having in one of her classes with her team-study assignments. When she asked about what was new with me, I stuck to work topics. As I dropped her off, we made plans for me to catch her game on Wednesday and then have dinner with her afterwards if she was caught up with homework.

I toweled myself off after the shower and put on a pair of sweatpants. Then I indulged in my usual pastime: South Park on the TV with my computer/homework machine out on the coffee table. I only had thirty minutes of real work to do, but I figured I could stretch it out for a few hours as I channel surfed. As I was setting up, I noticed the charging cell phone that I had left on the table after my verbal victory over Beth on Friday. It seemed like forever ago, even though it had been only forty-eight hours. I hit the button to turn it on and started to flip through the channels when I realized South Park wasn’t on.

Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep.

I stared at my phone in amazement as it drum rolled a synthesized hummingbird heartbeat. Did I really have that many messages? I grabbed it quickly and read the front screen. Seven voicemail messages and two missed text messages.

I checked my text messages first.

Hey stud. Kim and I are going to be in San Diego tonight totally bored after the game. Can you come entertain us?

It was from Katherine and was sent yesterday around three thirty. The next one was from Kim a few hours later.

Hi Eric. Did you get Katherine’s txt? Can you come? :O>)

I didn’t feel too bad that I had missed them. Although a night on the town with them seemed like fun, I was sure that they could easily amuse themselves in San Diego without me. Don’t coaches have a ‘no orgy on road trips’ policy? Maybe they weren’t staying with the team. San Diego was close enough so that they might have driven there and gotten their own hotel.

I texted Katherine back:

Sorry! Was camping and didn’t get phone reception. Would have come down if I could have. Hope you had fun without me. :-)

Then I texted Kim something similar.

Then I took a deep breath and checked my voice messages.

The first message was Beth. She sounded playful; which surprised me since I had hung up on her Friday.

“You just hung up on me? That was so rude! I know how you can make it up to me! Come over next week and have dinner with me. We can hang out with my parents or just be alone. Whatever you would like. Call me back.”

I smiled to myself. I had to admire Beth’s perseverance. She was definitely related to Aimee.

My smile turned into a smirk when the second message was also Beth.

“Hey Eric… I’ve been waiting for you to call me back when I realized that I didn’t give you my phone number, so I’ll give it to you. I know you are going camping this week, so just call me before you go so I can plan next week.” She read off the number twice and then hung up. I looked for a piece of paper to write it on and then typed it on my computer quickly. Then I realized I had just taken down the number and cursed, deleting the message on the phone.

The third message was also Beth. I was starting to hear the theme song to Psycho in my head.

“Ugh. You haven’t called me back yet. You must have already left to go camping. I hope you have a good time! So I was thinking, Thanksgiving is in a few weeks, I don’t know if you are planning to spend it with family, but if you want to have it with us, that would be great. Also, if you are free next weekend, maybe we could go to the Getty? They are having an exhibit that should be interesting. Call me!”

This was unexpected. I hit delete on the phone and let out a sigh of relief when the next message was Jack instead of Beth.

“Hey dude… ummm. So yeah. Beth just called and asked if I was camping with you. I knew you were going camping, but I couldn’t really remember where. She was really persuasive. I think she has a crush on you! Too bad she’s sixteen, huh? She is really hot, but don’t tell Aimee I said that. Anyways… call me back. We’re flying to New York again for Thanksgiving, but my parents wanted to know if you could come have dinner with us before we left. Talk to you later.”

Holy shit, Beth was calling Jack now? What the fuck was wrong with her? I deleted the message.

“Hey Eric, it’s Brent. Guess I should have just texted you. Call me when you get a chance.”

Finally! No Beth crazy stalking antics… unless she had somehow called Brent and asked him to contact me to set up some elaborate schemed where she would ambush, rape, and then kill me. Okay, I was getting paranoid. But then Jack’s next message confirmed my paranoia.

“Dude! Will you please call Beth back? I know you are camping, but she was really insistent that she has to talk to you. Thanks!”

Luckily, the last message wasn’t Beth.

“Hey Eric, it’s Aimee. I know you’re camping or something this weekend, but I wanted to make sure you got my invitation to my birthday party. Call me!”

I looked at the pile of mail on the counter and carefully sorted through it for the chic invitation to Aimee’s party the week before Christmas. It was shades of purple and smelled like cherries. The scripted font proudly announced that she was turning twenty-one, that that she desired my presence, and that gifts were not necessary.

I pinned the invitation to the empty cork board in my kitchen and then juggled the phone in my hand. I went to the directory and hit the button for Brent.

“Hey Eric,” he answered after a few rings.

“Hey dude. Sorry I was camping this weekend and didn’t have my phone on me.”

“No worries. I was going to ask you what time you were going to hit the party over the weekend, but then I remembered that you were going camping.”

I laughed lightly in response.

“But the band you and Aimee went to see ended up getting signed by my father’s company. They are having a little party next weekend. Want to come?”

“Awesome. Yeah, I’d love to come.” I couldn’t hide my excitement. Even though I wasn’t playing music anymore, I still loved to be around it, and I was happy that Brent was trying to include me more in his activities.

“Sweet, dude. It will be Friday night. I’ll text you the info. Going to be at my pad, and the gang plus probably a hundred other people will be there.” We exchanged small talk for a bit more, and then we broke off the call.

I threw myself back on the couch and laughed. Besides the whole Aimee, Kelly, and Beth thing, life was pretty good right now. I was hanging with great people, getting invited to amazing parties, doing well at school, and performing at my job. I was still sad that Kelly was leaving, of course, but the pain of that and the pain that Jack would experience from Aimee seemed far in the future.
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Chapter 7

There was a knock at my door. It seemed to pull me out of my dream like a yank on my arm. I had fallen asleep on the couch in the living room with the TV on low volume. It was something I had never done before, but I must have been tired. I looked at the clock on the DVD player. Two thirty-four in the morning.

The knock sounded again at my door, and it sent a shiver down my spine. Who the fuck would be here at this time in the morning? Didn’t people have to ring to get into my complex?

I got up carefully from the couch and tiptoed to the door. I peeked out the eyehole and gasped at the distorted fish-eye view.

It was Beth.

I opened the door quickly. This wasn’t a super-safe neighborhood, and even though she was in my apartment complex, I would be worried about leaving my laundry unattended in the communal clothes washer/dryer.

“Hi Eric!” she said joyfully when I opened the door. She looked like she had just stepped off the runway. Her body was barely covered in an extremely tight and tiny black dress. The lower part of the garment was shorter than the one Katherine had worn to the club a few weekends ago. I couldn’t help but let my eyes wander down her long, beautiful legs. They were impossibly perfect and a smooth color of white cream. Her feet were encased in a sharp pair of black stilettos. The only color she had on her was a red ribbon tied around her throat in a large bow and a matching clutch handbag of the same deep red. Her hair was unbound and hung down her back in a cascade of tossed ebony silk.

“What are you doing here?” I gasped. My mind spun circles around the room and bounced off of her beautiful body.

“I had a job, then I had a party, then I drank some. Now I am here.” She beamed at me. Her words were slightly slurred, and when she spoke I caught the faint scent of alcohol.

“Okay. Did you call a cab? How did you get in?”

“I had the driver bring me here. I thought you might be back from your camping trip.” Her eyelids fluttered, and my stomach flipped with them.

“How did you get inside the complex? How do you know where I live?” I picked my jaw up off the floor. I could feel the palms of my hands begin to sweat.

“I tried your apartment first, but you didn’t answer. Then I tried every other apartment, and someone buzzed me in. Aimee’s car has a navigation unit in it, and I knew that she had visited you last week,” she smiled coyly. “Hey Eric, guess what?” She giggled in a tipsy way and beckoned me toward her with her left pointer finger. I noticed that she didn’t have her big-ass watch on her right wrist, but her nails were painted blood red to match the bow around her neck.

Before I knew what I was doing, I leaned in close as she began to whisper.

“I’m a vampire. You have to invite me in so I can suck your blood.” She laughed again as I pulled away from her in horror. I took a step back into my living room before I realized that she was joking with me.

“You need to go home, Beth. You can’t be here now.” She frowned at my words.

“It is cold.” She rubbed her hands against her smooth upper arms and shivered a bit. “Invite me in, Eric.” She didn’t smile this time, or seem drunk. It was a command.

If anyone in the world was a vampire, it would probably be Beth. The girl was crazy weird and had supernatural beauty. Of course, there weren’t vampires in real life. Or at least, they didn’t suck your blood.

“Come in,” I said quickly, regretting it as soon as she smiled and bounded inside. I closed the door behind her.

“Where was this job? Was it modeling?” I said as she spun around on her stilettos and tried to take my living room in with one look.

“Santa Monica. Yes.” She walked past me and into the kitchen. I followed her like a dog on a leash.

“Santa Monica is right next to Bel Air? Why are you here?” I don’t know why I had thought that her job must have been close to my apartment. Swanky fashion shows didn’t really happen in the armpit of the San Fernando Valley.

“I thought we covered this, Gorgeous. I wanted to see you, so I told the car service to come here.” She opened my fridge and bent over slightly to look at its secrets. The motion pulled the lower part of her little black dress dangerously close to the top of her thighs. My cock twitched, and I suddenly thought about reaching up inside the dress a few inches to her panties, pulling them aside, and then penetrating her tight body while she stood there in front of the fridge.

I needed to get her out of here.

“Okay. I’ll call you another cab.” I stepped out of the kitchen and reached for my cell phone on the dining-room table. I tried to force the image of her bent by my fridge out of my mind, but it was as stubborn as she was.

“Wait!” I stopped suddenly at her command and then gritted my teeth. “You promised that we would hang out together. Tonight is perfect. I told my parents I would come back tomorrow morning.” She opened my freezer and gave a triumphant gasp.

“So you lied to them?” I flipped open my phone and realized I didn’t have the taxi company number on my phone contacts. I had never used them.

“No. I never lie. I do these shows often, and normally stay overnight in the hotel with some of the girls. They didn’t ask if tonight was any different. If they had asked me if I was going to see you, then I would have told them.” She had her charming smile on her face when she rounded the corner out of the kitchen. She had found a bottle of vodka I kept in the freezer, and she held it up slightly to me.

“Where are your glasses?”

“Oh hell no, Beth. You aren’t staying here, and we definitely aren’t drinking any of that.” I went over to my computer. “I am calling a cab for you.”

“No!” she shouted and dashed over to the coffee table. She slammed down the screen of my laptop, and I narrowly avoided having my hands caught in its jaws.

“Beth!” I yelled at her.

“Okay, listen.” She raised her pointer finger to her full red lips and made a shushing noise. She carefully put the vodka down on the table next to my laptop and sat on the couch next to me.

“I am willing to negotiate with you.” She smiled and ran her fingers back through her lustrous mane of hair. She had her legs together as she sat on the couch, but she leaned forward toward me slightly, so that I could see the perfect curves of her breasts and the dress riding up her thighs.

“Negotiate?” I bit my lip. Fuck me. How did I get out of this? I needed to go to school tomorrow, and I didn’t need a seductive sixteen year old trying to Lolita me right into a jail cell.

“Yes. I want something. You want something. Let’s negotiate.” She smiled, and her perfect teeth and red lips distracted me. Her hand reached over and brushed my knee through the jeans I had left on.

“I want you to go home,” I said plainly.

“See. I want to stay. So we won’t be able to negotiate that point. Think of something else you want while I pour us some drinks.” She rose from the couch easily and smiled down at me while she pulled her hair back from her face.

“How drunk are you?” I asked as I watched her walk the short distance to the kitchen. She had slurred her words slightly on my doorstep, but she moved like this was a ballet dance. I reached over to grab my phone so I could call the cab. I’d just use 411.

My phone wasn’t on the coffee table anymore.

Had I left it there? I put my hands in my pockets, but it wasn’t there either. I picked up the laptop, but the phone hadn’t somehow hidden under the computer. I looked around the floor between the couch and the coffee table.

“I was very drunk. I think I still am. All these uninteresting men were hitting on me at this party,” she said from the kitchen. I could hear cabinet doors opening and ice hitting glass. I wasn’t paying attention though. I could have sworn that I put the phone on the coffee table.

“I started thinking of you. I missed you, so I decided to see if you were home.” She walked back into the living room holding two small tumblers filled with ice and vodka.

“Listen Beth, you really need to go home. You’ve seen me now, so can I please call you a cab?” I took the glass she offered me. Her face looked pouty for a second as she considered my words. Then she carefully sat on the edge of the couch next to me and clinked her glass to mine.

“I want to spend the night. What do I have to do to make that happen?” She took a careful sip of the drink and leaned back against the armrest. Her face studied mine like we were playing poker.

“There isn’t anything you could do,” I said quickly. My cock disagreed with the words. It pushed angrily against my jeans and begged to be released.

“I’m sure there is something I could do, Eric.” She smiled softly and took another sip of her drink.

“No. You have to go.” I set my drink down without taking a sip of it. Maybe my phone was in the kitchen. I started to rise off the couch to go see it. Beth’s left hand shot out and put enough pressure on my arm to keep me seated unless I wanted to force her arm off me, but I didn’t think it was appropriate yet.

“I’ll try this another way. Why do I have to leave?” She licked her lips to remove some of the vodka from them. The movement made my breath catch. I could smell her light perfume from the few feet away. It smelled like lilac and cinnamon.

“Because you are sixteen. Because I have school and work tomorrow. Because your sister would be angry.” I crossed my arms and wished I could put a pillow on top of my lap.

“Why does me being sixteen bother you so much?” She smiled sweetly at me and took another sip.

“Because I could go to jail if we had sex.” She laughed when the words left my mouth. It sounded like bells ringing, and she covered her mouth with the back of her left hand.

“Eric. You are so cute I adore you. Can we talk about this for a minute?” Her blue eyes glittered with mirth. I nodded, but suspected I had made some sort of error.

“You are assuming that I want to have sex with you?” She smirked slightly and took another sip of her drink.

“Well… yes.” I think I stuttered a bit. Suddenly I had doubts though. Maybe I was reading her wrong? She seemed to be mocking me now.

“Boys are so funny. You just want to put your dicks into things.” She smiled and chuckled.

“Beth. I’m sorry. I just thought that you were… Shit.” I waved my hands at her in defeat. She was fucking weird, and I must have read her intentions completely wrong. She didn’t want to have sex with me. Maybe she just really liked spending time with me and didn’t want to fuck me.

“Have you ever been to Italy?” she asked suddenly as she sat up and leaned toward me.

“No. I’ve never been out of the country.” I sighed, thankful for the change in subject. We could talk about her trip while I looked for my phone. I got up to look under the cushions of my couch.

“Do you want to go?” she asked.

“Of course. I am jealous that you are going to be living there.” The phone hadn’t fallen under the cushions.

“Okay. We’ll go next weekend.”

“What?” I gaped at her.

“It’s a long flight, but it will be fun to spend that much time alone with you.” She took another sip of vodka and looked at the images flashing on the TV.

“I can’t go to Italy.” I think my voice cracked.

“Yes you can. I’ll take care of everything. I’ll have a car pick you up and take you to the airport.” She smiled at me in pure pleasure.

I couldn’t find my words. How could I just pick up everything and leave that suddenly with her? Weren’t these things supposed to be planned out? How much did tickets to Italy cost? Where would we stay? A weekend alone with Beth?

A weekend alone with Beth in Italy.

“See, I found something you wanted.” She licked her lips before she continued. “So I want to stay over tonight and spend time with you. You want to go to Italy. A fair trade, I think. Do you agree?” I don’t even think I registered her words. I couldn’t even think of a reply.

“We won’t have sex tonight. I can understand your concern. The legal age of consent in Italy is fourteen. You can wait till next weekend. It will be more romantic there anyway.” She sighed and looked from the TV back to me.

“Beth….” I started. This was completely fucked up. Beth was crazy. As crazy as she was beautiful.

“You have school tomorrow? What time?” she interrupted.

“Eight in the morning.”

“Do you have a test?”

“No.” I should have said yes.

“Great. You can ditch it. What time is work?” She took a larger sip of her drink. It was almost gone now. I hadn’t touched mine.

“I normally get in around eleven.” I ducked down to look under my couch. “Have you seen my phone?” I asked her.

“You left it on the coffee table. Forget about it. Come sit down next to me.” I was kneeling by the other side of the couch in an attempt to look under it. I still didn’t see the phone. “I’m sure you’ll find it,” she finished.

“Beth, I can’t go to Italy with you next weekend.” I sat back on the opposite end of the couch from her. Her perfect mouth began to open, so I interrupted her. “I already made a commitment to be somewhere Friday night. I have work the next Monday. We would basically be flying there and back.” She smiled suddenly, and I realized I probably gave her an opening.

“What are you doing Friday night?” Her drink was finished now, and she frowned when she realized there were only a few cubes of ice left in the glass.

“I am going to a party.”

“I’ll come with you.” Her frown quickly turned into a smile that distracted me. My eyes kept flashing to the red bow. It was off to the right side of her neck like a cross between a present wrapping and a choker. I liked it when girls wore chokers, but she would have no way of guessing that.

“I can’t take you.” I thought about what Aimee would think if I went to Brent’s party with her sister in tow. She would freak the fuck out.

“Okay.” She sat back and gave me a look that would have lit kindling from across the room. I was surprised she had given up so soon. “Instead of going to Italy, we can spend Saturday and Sunday together. We can go to both Gettys and visit some parks.”

“Beth…” I began to argue with her again, but she cut me off.

“You are free Saturday and Sunday, so don’t lie to me.” She waved her finger in the air and smirked at me.

“How do you know?” I sneered. This was getting out of hand. Okay. It was beyond getting out of hand. I just didn’t know how to get rid of her.

“If you had plans Saturday or Sunday, you would have mentioned them when I talked about flying to Italy. You only mentioned plans Friday; therefore, you are free Saturday and Sunday.” She smiled in victory. I scrambled to find something to say. I needed some way to wiggle out of this. She got there before me. “You did promise you would spend time with me.” Her eye lids fluttered, and she gave me a pouty look.

“We are spending time together right now!” I said in defense.

“Exactly!” She bounced up on the couch cushion and clapped her hands together in glee. “What should be do? Watch TV?” She threw herself across the couch suddenly and twisted. My arms unconsciously caught her.

Now she was sitting on my lap with my dick pressed painfully into her perfect ass. Her legs stretched out across my couch, and her left arm wrapped around my shoulders. The sensation of her body against mine spread though me like a warm drink on a cold day. My right hand had found the bone of her right hip and latched onto it. My left hand grasped onto her right thigh, and I could feel how amazingly smooth and toned her legs were.

My willpower eroded.

Fuck me.

“There isn’t anything on at two forty-five in the morning,” I said lamely. She turned her face away from the flickering infomercial and looked at me. Her mouth was just four or five inches from mine.

“I don’t really watch television anyway. What else can we do?” she squirmed against me, and I couldn’t help but gasp. Her breath smelled like vodka.

I had been looking at her lips. They hung slightly open, and her tongue flicked out quickly to wet them. The movement seemed to have broken the trance her mouth had put me in, and I looked up into her eyes. They were a pair of glaciers off the coast of Antarctica. She had been looking at my lips too, and her eyes darted up to meet mine. Silence hung between us for an hour. Or so it seemed.

“We could talk,” I whispered.

“I would love that,” she whispered back. Her mouth curved up in a slight smile. “Jack said you were working in finance?”

“Yes.” She caught me off guard with the sudden question about myself. “Jack said you called him this weekend?” I narrowed my eyes at her.

“Yes.” She leaned her head against my shoulder and let out a light sigh. Her hair smelled amazing. Flowers, mangos, and mint. I closed my eyes and leaned back slightly in the couch. I shouldn’t be here right now. She shouldn’t be here right now. But Beth felt amazing in my arms, and she smelled divine.

“He said you were looking for me. I thought I told you I was going camping?” I pitched a slow-ball question, but I didn’t know if I wanted the answer.

“I thought we got disconnected on the phone. I called you back, but you did not return my call. I was worried.” She murmured into my ear and snuggled against me. The movement caused my cock to scrape against her ass more. I almost groaned in pleasure, but I stopped myself.

I am not going to have sex with Beth tonight, I reminded my penis.

“What classes are you taking now?”

“Just basic business courses and a few general education classes.”

“Do you enjoy them?” I felt her warm breath on my neck.

“As much as I can enjoy school.” I chuckled a bit. “I like some of my business classes.”

“What else do you enjoy? I want to know everything about you.” Her words slurred again, either from exhaustion or from the alcohol.

“It takes a long time to know everything about someone.”

“I am patient. Sometimes.” She giggled, and the movement made her body squirm against mine. She must have felt my erection. “That feels good,” she whispered, or moaned, or said in a way that made my head spin. I realized that my left hand had been stroking her thigh lightly with the tips of my fingers. It had a mind of its own, but now that I knew I was doing it, I didn’t really want to stop touching her skin.

“What else?” she prompted me again.

“I like running, music…” I searched for words, suddenly I felt very boring. Luckily she interrupted me.

“I run too. On the treadmill though. Do you run around here?” her head was pressed against my shoulder and neck again.

“Yeah. Just a few miles around my apartment. It helps clear my mind.” I hadn’t been able to run all weekend because of the camping trip, and I was starting to miss it. I definitely needed to clear my head.

“Good. I’ll come running with you. What type of music do you like? I remember hearing you play the piano downstairs when you came to visit.” Her words were more slurred now, and she spoke very softly.

“I like everything really. Lately, I’ve been listening to Swedish heavy metal.” I laughed a little at myself.

“Where is your piano? The bedroom?” she shivered suddenly, and I reactively pulled her closer to me. My left hand increased the pace I was rubbing her legs, and my right hand started to rub her back through the thin black dress.

“No. I don’t have a keyboard here. I honestly haven’t played piano or guitar or anything in a long time.”

“You play guitar as well?” She shivered again.

“Yeah. I used to be a performance major for the guitar, but then I changed to finance.”

“Can you play some?” Her right hand had been in her lap while she sat on mine. It came up and touched my chest lightly.

“I don’t play anymore.” I expected to feel the lump in my throat, but I didn’t. I was probably too worried about the jailbait in my arms

“Why?” She shivered again.

“Are you cold? Want me to get you a blanket?” I said with a concern. Her teeth suddenly started chattering.

“No,” she whimpered. “Where is your bathroom? I drank too much.”

“Down the hall, through my room, and make a right.” My arms got off her like she had the plague, and she tried to get to her feet. She wobbled, and I had to catch her arm before she fell down onto the couch again.

I got up from the sofa and wrapped my right arm around her slender shoulders. She was shaking like a leaf in a tornado, and her face looked gray. I pulled her toward the hallway, and she stumbled with me. My apartment was small, but the fifty feet to my bathroom seemed to take forever. I hit the light switch when we got inside and was thankful that I remembered to clean the room before I left to go camping.

“Please leave,” she pleaded before she fell onto her knees in worship of the toilet. I dashed back out of the room and closed the door a half a second before she started hurling.

Vomiting always sounds more painful than it probably is. But Beth sounded like the inside of her stomach was trying to come out. I paced in front of the door for a few moments until I realized that she would probably need some water to drink when she was done. I walked into the living room, grabbed her empty glass and my full one, went to the kitchen, and washed them. Then I found a large glass in the cabinet and filled it with water from the pitcher I kept in the fridge.

Which sat next to my phone.

It didn’t take me long to figure out what had happened. Beth must have grabbed it from the coffee table and then put it in the fridge. Sneaky. But, now that I had it, I really didn’t feel like forcing a taxi down her throat. It was pretty obvious that she wouldn’t try to seduce me tonight. If anything, she’d probably ask me to take her home once she finished barfing. I imagined that she would be pretty embarrassed. Or at least, everyone that I had ever known that threw up from drinking had always seemed ashamed.

I poured her a large cup of water and then poured myself one. I was halfway done with the glass when I heard the toilet flush and the sink turn on. I grabbed our glasses and walked into my room. The water ran for a few minutes before she opened the door.

“Sorry. I used your toothbrush.” Tears streamed down her face, and her hair was a tangled mess.

“Drink this.” I handed her the glass, and she grasped it with both hands before sipping it. I glanced into the bathroom, and it looked like she had gotten everything in the toilet.

“Careful.” The effort of drinking was causing her to tip over. She took a step back in an attempt to steady herself, but I could tell she was going to go down. My arm wrapped around her hips, and I pulled her body into me while I balanced my glass of water in my right hand.

“Drink all of it,” I ordered her when she tried to pass the glass back to me after only drinking half of it. She frowned and finished off the rest of the glass.

“I’ll get you more. Let me take you back to the couch.” I pulled on her hips gently to bring her out of my room.

“I have to vomit again,” she said flatly.

“Okay!” I let her go quickly, and she stumbled back into the bathroom, shutting the door behind her. Fuck. She was going to throw up all the water she just drank. I walked back to the kitchen to get her more, but I just heard the sink in the bathroom turn on, then off, and the door open.

“Beth?” I called out from the kitchen. She didn’t answer.

I filled up her glass again and topped mine off. Then I refilled the pitcher and put it in the fridge before I cautiously ventured back into my room.

Beth was curled up on top of the covers of my bed in what appeared to be a deep sleep. The bed was a queen size, and her beautiful body only took up a tiny corner of it. Her legs were pulled up to her chest, and, since the head board of my bed was on the opposite side of the room from the door that led to the hallway, I could see that Beth was wearing red thong panties that matched the bow on her neck. The bottoms of her black, leather high heels were also red.

“Beth?” I asked hesitantly. My eyes locked onto her exposed legs, ass, and underwear. My cock jumped in my pants, and I could feel my mouth start to water. Aimee was a supermodel, a woman that could be in a Victoria’s Secret catalogue and be worshiped by hundreds of thousands of people. But Beth was one of those women that could have started a war. Like Helen of Troy. I called her name again, but she didn’t stir.

I looked at the alarm clock on my nightstand.

Three thirty-eight in the morning.

I sighed and juggled a few decisions. This was probably the best outcome. I didn’t have to call a cab for her, she wouldn’t seduce me, I wouldn’t fuck her, I wouldn’t go to jail, and I could still make it to school and work tomorrow.

She suddenly shivered on my bed, and her teeth started to chatter. I walked over to the bed and called her name again. She was either ignoring me or was actually passed out cold. I reached down to her feet and pulled on her leather heels. They came off easily, and her toenails were, of course, painted red. I set the shoes on the floor and walked over to the other side of the bed. I rolled the comforter up and wrapped it around her. I should have made her get under the sheets, but I didn’t want to risk moving her unconscious body around on top of my bed. I didn’t know if I trusted myself or her if she woke up while I attempted to move her half-clothed body.

Her hair had been tossed over her head and looked like an angry ink stain on my pillows. I smoothed it away from her face, put the full glass of water on the nightstand within her reach, turned off the alarm on my clock, and then walked away from the bed. I turned off the light in the room, but I kept the light on in my bathroom and left the door cracked, just in case she had to use it in the next few hours before the sun rose.

Then I set the alarm on my phone and crashed on my couch. Tomorrow she would be out of my hair.

So I hoped.
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Chapter 8

The phone woke me up at ten to seven. I was confused for a second, since I was waking up on my couch instead of on my bed and the phone was waking me up instead of my alarm clock. Then I remembered Beth storming my castle last night.

I slid off of the couch with a groan and then realized that she was probably still sleeping in my bed and I would have to be quiet.

The sun was starting to rise, and I could see Beth’s form nestled on my bed still. It looked like she hadn’t budged from where I had left her, but the glass of water on the nightstand was missing about a quarter of its contents. I carefully grabbed the clothes I needed for work from my dresser and closet before I went into the bathroom. I had never used the lock on my bathroom door, but I used it now. I didn’t want her coming in accidentally. Beth never did anything accidentally.

I shaved, showered, changed, and brushed my teeth as quickly as I could. Half way through my tooth brushing, I remembered that Beth had apologized for using it. I pulled it out of my mouth quickly and smelled it. It smelled like mint and not like vomit. Thank god.

It appeared that my shower hadn’t disturbed Beth. I just hoped she would wake up and get out before I got home tonight. I had narrowly avoided disaster this morning, but I didn’t know if I could fend her off for another night. I packed up my laptop, grabbed my keys, and headed out the door. I was going to be early for class, but I didn’t want to eat here.

I closed the front door to my apartment and put the key in to lock it. I froze.

You needed a key to lock my door from the outside.

Fuck.

I went back inside and rummaged through the junk drawer in my kitchen, finding my spare key and also finding a sense of dread that filled my stomach like cold ice water.

I had a scratch pad on the counter, and I grabbed a pen.

Beth,

Make sure you drink plenty of water before you go; there is some in the fridge. You can lock the door with this key. Just leave it with the building manager. He is in unit 101, and if he isn’t there, you can just leave it in the drop box outside the door and I’ll pick it up tonight.

I didn’t bother signing it. I just laid it on the coffee table with the spare key on top. Then I dashed out the door like the place was on fire.

School was close enough to walk to, and I often did that, but I didn’t want to have to go back home to get my car, so I drove there instead. I grabbed my day-parking pass, got a breakfast burrito from the cafeteria, guzzled some coffee, and made it to my class with plenty of time to spare. I even felt pretty alert despite the interruption of sleep.

I was starting to feel really good about myself until I realized a few things.

The first was that, from what I knew about Beth, she never did anything by accident. She was some sort of genius, wasn’t she? Did she have the whole go over to Eric’s house, get drunk, throw up, pass out on his bed situation planned? The second was that Beth didn’t have a cell phone. How was she going to call anyone to take her home?

I put my face in my palm and rubbed my eyes. The coffee buzz faded quickly and was replaced by the dread I felt when leaving my apartment.

Beth would be there tonight when I got back. She would never leave. I’d just end up going to jail.
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Chapter 9

Class was a blur of exhaustion, but I managed to plow through the classes and make it to work without falling asleep. Maybe it wasn’t so much the lack of sleep, but the thoughts of Beth, Kelly, Aimee, and Jack that churned in my head like rotten butter. I was a raw nerve, and, every second, I seemed to imagine my phone buzzing with either a text message from Aimee or a phone call from her sister.

I didn’t know what I was going to do with Beth when I got back home tonight. Between half-hearted cold calls at work, I pondered calling Jack and asking if I could stay with him for a few days. I even thought about just booking the next flight to China and becoming a kung fu monk. Those guys didn’t have to worry about underage women, backstabbing their best friends, or getting through school.

I dreaded the clock reaching five o’clock, so of course, it came incredibly quickly. The drive back to my apartment also seemed to somehow be traffic-free, and while it normally took me around a half hour to get home from the office, I made it back in fifteen minutes. The universe was conspiring for me to rush headlong into Beth’s arms.

After I parked the Subaru and cut the engine, I sat in the car and pondered my options for the eight thousandth time. If Beth was there, I could always take a hard line and demand that either she leave or I would. Then I could run out of my apartment, flee in my car, and maybe stay in a hotel for the next couple of nights. It was an extreme reaction, but I didn’t trust myself to stay away from Beth, or maybe I knew her advances would eventually triumph, given my sexual desires.

I let out a long sigh, closed my eyes, and leaned back into the seat of my car. The hotel plan sounded like my best bet, but I suddenly wanted to just sleep in my car and not even bother walking into my place. Then I sighed again, realized I was being melodramatic, told myself that Beth was just a girl, and got out of my car.

The lights were off in my apartment, and I half expected Beth to jump out of the shadows when I turned them on. But there was no vampire horror-movie scare, and it looked like she wasn’t here.

“Hello?” I called out just be sure. There was no answer, so I breathed a thankful sigh of relief and closed the door behind me. I set down my backpack and reached for the remote to turn on the TV so I could hear something other than silence while I cooked dinner.

Then I saw the keyboard.

It was one of those big Yamaha professional digital pianos. It was full size and placed on the side of my living room wall adjacent to my TV. I walked the few steps over to it and touched the white keys to feel the weight behind them. There was a red envelope on top of the instrument, and I pulled out the bench to sit while I ripped open the paper.

The letter was written on thick, pink paper, and the stationary smelled faintly of roses. The handwriting was exquisite, and every turn of the characters on the paper looked as if it was one of those works of calligraphy.

Dear Eric,

I wanted to apologize for last night. It was immature of me to come over and act the way I did. You mentioned that you did not have a piano, so I wanted to give this to you. I would love to hear you play again.

I got tickets for us for the Getty this Saturday. They are having an exhibit on the West’s artistic and commercial involvement with Asia. It looks really interesting, and I think we will have a wonderful time. I will meet you at the museum at ten o’clock.

Thank you for taking care of me last night,

Beth.

Inside the folded paper were two tickets to the J. Paul Getty Museum’s “Imagining the Orient” exhibition this Saturday. I had to shake my head and chuckle. I had no idea how Beth managed to get tickets to the museum, buy this keyboard, and get it set up in my apartment without a car. Or do all of that in the dress she wore last night.

I ran my hands across the keys again. I didn’t know that much about keyboards or pianos, but the weight of the keys seemed perfect, and I guessed that this wasn’t the base model of Yamaha’s keyboard fleet.

On the side of the stand hung a really nice pair of thick, padded headphones; I set Beth’s letter down and put them on my head.

I found the switch to the piano and began to test my fingers against the sounds. The instrument was wonderful to my ears, and I put my hands through some of the jazz standards that I remembered. It felt just like playing a real piano. After a short time, I played around with some of the buttons and dials on top to get different instrument sounds through the keys.

Finally, my stomach growled, and I forced myself to stop playing. The clock on my DVD player said it was nine thirty, and I realized that I’d been playing for around four hours. My back was a bit achy from sitting so long, but I didn’t realize the pain until I stood. I grabbed Beth’s letter again and walked into my kitchen to get some food.

If Beth intended to win me over with the piano, she was partially succeeding. I didn’t know how much the piano cost, but I guessed they ran over two grand. As I started pulling food stuff out of the fridge, I debating calling her to take it back, then I decided that I really wanted to keep it. But by the time I had cooked my pasta, I realized I was going to ask to return it again.

I also needed to find a way out of going to the museum with her this weekend. My nerves had calmed from earlier in the day, but I knew it was going to be a bad idea to give in to the girl’s requests. Even if I did want to see this exhibit.

Even if I did want to see her again.

I finished eating and read through the letter for the twentieth time. I guessed that this could have all been a ploy to get on my good side, but part of me wanted to give the girl a second chance. Maybe she hadn’t intended to throw herself at me last night? Maybe she was just really drunk and appreciated that I took care of her?

I turned on my computer and clicked to the spreadsheet where I had typed out her home phone number. I reached for my phone and spun the silver device in my hands for a few moments. It was late now, and I knew that if I called it would probably wake someone up, or it would end up alerting Aimee, and she might start asking me uncomfortable questions.

The whole situation was just so fucked up.

I plugged my phone into the charger and turned it off. Then I took a last look at the keyboard before I went back into my bathroom to brush my teeth. My mind was beyond exhausted now, and I felt like the piano playing had really helped calm me. I’d figure out what to do with Beth tomorrow after I’d had a good night’s sleep.
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Chapter 10

The crowd screamed again when Kelly hammered the volleyball over the net and the defending Florida team couldn’t get a hand on it. The gym was beyond packed, and I felt myself swept up in the energy of the crowd. Our team served again, and Kelly quickly popped the ball up for one of her teammates to spike.

It was Wednesday night, and I was attending the game that Kelly and I talked about when I dropped her off from the camping trip last weekend. We hadn’t talked on the phone since then, but we’d exchanged a few text messages this morning to confirm that I’d be at her game and that we would catch dinner afterwards.

Word on campus was spreading about the girls’ volleyball team. They were undefeated so far this season, and I guessed it had a lot to do with Kelly. I didn’t know if my school was known for its athletic program, but they did have cheerleaders at this game, so I figured it was a big deal.

My pocket buzzed, and I reached for my phone. Besides Kelly’s texts this morning, my phone had been eerily silent for the past two days.

You didn’t call me back about my b-day party. Did you get the invite? Can you go?

Crap. I hadn’t called Aimee back from the message she left me last weekend. I had seen the invite; it was for next month, a week before Christmas. I still hadn’t decided if I should go to the party, but I knew I was going to have to make a decision in the next few minutes.

Yeah, sorry! Been crazy busy.

I started to type, and then I took a deep breath and studied the game. Florida’s coach called a time out, and the girls huddled. All of the girls on Florida’s team were cute, and their tight shorts looked sexy when they huddled up together. I shook my head at my distraction and looked back down to the sentences I was in the middle of texting.

I can make it but I’m still worried about Jack.

I hit the send button and put my phone back in my pocket. As soon as my hand released the phone, it buzzed again.

Are you going to Brent’s party this Friday? Doing anything Sat or Sun?

It was Katherine, and I didn’t expect the text. I was about to answer when Aimee texted me back.

It will be fine. I’m so happy that you are coming! What are you doing this weekend?

I felt my heart start to beat nervously, and I closed my phone for a second so that I could figure out what to do. I guessed that Aimee knew about the party, and Katherine probably did too. If I told them both, they would both want to come; if they hadn’t already planned on going. Then again, if Aimee knew about it, she probably would have invited me.

I opened my phone and clicked on Katherine’s text to write her back.

Yep! Are you going? I’m busy Sat but free Sun.

As soon as I hit send, I realized that I had unconsciously put myself busy on Saturday so that I could go to the museum with Beth. Fuck me.

I clicked on the message from Aimee and decided that truth, or some part of the truth, was the best course of action.

Going to Brent’s party Friday night. Are you going?

There. Okay, so maybe it wasn’t the entire truth about what I was doing Saturday, but not telling everything isn’t as bad as lying, right?

Yesssssss! Kim and I are going. I’ll see you Friday, and maybe Saturday morning? <3

I shook my head and tried not to smile at Katherine’s confidence. She was correct though, I didn’t think there was a single guy alive that would turn down a night with Katherine and Kim. But now I didn’t know if Aimee and I were together. We were kind of planning on dating once she broke up with Jack, but I didn’t know if that meant that we weren’t seeing anyone else in the meantime. I was guessing that she would frown on me spending the night with Katherine and Kim.

Aimee would definitely frown on me spending Saturday with Beth.

My phone vibrated again, and I look at the screen.

Can’t. Fundraiser dinner thing with my parents. I’m going with them to this golf thing Saturday. Do you want to come?

Can’t. Have plans already. I’ll see you on your birthday!

Bla. That is too far away. I want to see you sooner. Sunday?

Maybe. I’ll let you know later. Maybe we should make it a group thing? I don’t want Jack to get the wrong idea.

Let me deal with Jack.

I put the phone back in my pocket. It looked like the game was almost over, and the score board showed that our side was going to win by a landslide. Then Kelly’s teammate hit the ball over the net, the Florida girls hit it out of bounds, and all the people began to cheer. It looked like we had won, and the girls on Kelly’s team all began to celebrate with screams of delight.

There was some chaos in the gym, and the two teams quickly met to shake hands. Once they parted, the girls seemed to mesh in with the crowd, and I lost sight of the tall blonde girl who was my dinner date. I figured she wouldn’t leave without me, so I relaxed again on the bleachers and waited for her to either find or call me.

It didn’t take long. Only a few minutes passed, and then she broke free of the crowd and skipped over to me. Her uniform consisted of tight, black shorts and a red shirt with black stripes. The shirt was a little baggy, but her shorts left little to the imagination, and I wondered if she was going to hint at having some dessert back at my place after dinner.

“We made it!” She leapt into my arms, and I felt her feet leave the ground.

“Finals?” I took a somewhat-educated guess.

“Semis actually. The bad part is that I’ll have an even crazier schedule for the next two weeks.” She put her feet back on the ground but didn’t unwrap her arms from around my neck.

“Excuse me. Miss Anderson, can we do an interview?” A guy around our age stood behind us. He had a digital recorder and a notepad in his hands. Kelly looked back at me with a big smile on her face.

“Sure!” She took her hands from my neck and looked back to me. “I’ve got to go meet with the coach after this. Do you want to hang out here or should I meet you at the restaurant?”

“Why don’t you meet me there? Text me before you leave so I can order something to start you off.” We had planned on a sushi place ten minutes from the campus. I didn’t know how long she would be, but I hadn’t eaten much in the last few days because of the piano, and my stomach was complaining.

“Okay. Be there soon.” She turned to the reporter, and I walked out of the gym.

My phone buzzed a few times on my drive to the sushi place, but I didn’t have a chance to look at it until I sat down.

Excited to see you Friday :O>)

It was Kim, and I pondered the best way to reply. The second text was from Jack.

Hey dude- I’m going to this fundraiser thing Friday night with Aimee. She said it was black tie. Does that mean tuxedo or can I wear a suit?

I reread his text a dozen times, and I still felt confused. I didn’t feel jealous; I just wondered why Aimee had asked him to go with her if she intended to break up with him. Maybe she thought that this would further distance her break up from the night that she and I went to see the band?

I ordered some green mussels as an appetizer and debated what to think. I looked at the time and realized that thirty minutes had passed since I jumped in my car to drive here from school. It was past eight o’clock now, but the restaurant didn’t close until nine, so we still had some time.

Yeah. You’ve got to wear a tux.

I hit send, and he texted me back instantly.

Do you think I should buy one? She goes to these things all the time. I’d hate to keep renting them.

Oh jeeze. I didn’t know what to write. I knew she planned on breaking up with him, I knew his heart would be broken, I knew that he’d never get over her. I felt my stomach drop, and I put my face into my hands. Why was I doing this? Aimee seemed to indicate that she wasn’t going to date Jack for much longer, but that didn’t mean that it was right for me to be doing this behind his back. Maybe Aimee had convinced me that this was the right decision for her, and for me, but I knew it wasn’t the right decision for Jack.

Maybe you should ask her? I texted him.

Will do. Thanks buddy.

Ugh.

I suddenly felt mad at Aimee. Why couldn’t she be happy with Jack? Why did she become hell-bent on seducing me? I shook my head and sighed. No. This was my fault. I should have told Aimee that I wasn’t interested from the start. I should have pushed her away.

Didn’t I?

I clicked up to Kim’s message.

I am excited to see you too!

The appetizer came, and smelled delicious. The mussels were big and tasted like buttered cake in my mouth. I finished the plate quicker than I thought and then looked at the time on my phone.

Eight fifteen.

“Do you want to order anything else, or are you still waiting?” The waiter seemed to sense that I was getting stood up and had a sympathetic frown on his face.

“I’ll get another plate of mussels.” He nodded and moved back to the sushi bar area.

I twiddled my thumbs for another ten minutes and then ate the next plate of mussels when they came out. Kelly hadn’t texted me yet, and it was eight forty-two now. I was the only one in the restaurant, and I guessed that she was going to stand me up.

I am so sorry. I am still here. I’m not going to be done for another hour. Want me to just come over to your place? I’ll make it up to you ;-)

Sure. I’ll get some sushi and have it waiting there for you.

Awesome! I am so hungry. For food... and other stuff. <3

I waved to the waiter and ordered four rolls. He gave me a slightly exasperated look, but then I asked if I could get them to go, and he smiled. The chef went to work like a mad man, and they cranked out the food in a handful of minutes. Then I grabbed the grub and drove back to my house.

I immediately knew there was something wrong in my apartment when I opened the door. I hadn’t left the TV on, and there were way too many lights on. It only took me a fraction of a second to identify noise in my kitchen. I thought it might have been Kelly, but then I realized that she didn’t have a key and wouldn’t have made it to my house before me.

There was one girl who did have a key though.

“Hello Eric!” Beth was sautéing vegetables on a pan over the stove. She had a bottle of red wine opened, and I caught the smell of steak cooking from the oven. She wore a tight pair of blue jeans, black shoes with small heels, and a simple red blouse that was just short enough to leave a quarter of an inch of her stomach exposed above the waist of her pants. Her black hair was tied up in a ponytail.

“What are you doing here?” I think my voice cracked, and my question was more of a screech than anything. I tried to move my eyes away from her stomach, but the brief ribbon of pale skin there was like a magnet for my eyes.

She is sixteen. She is sixteen. Do you want to go to jail? What is Kelly going to say when she comes over?

“I had a surprise for you, and I wanted to come over and show you, but then I got hungry on the way here and decided to grab some food. Then I thought you might be hungry, and I got enough for both of us. What is in the bag?”

“I picked up food already. Beth, you can’t be here. You have to leave.” My head was spinning, and my heart was racing. Kelly could arrive any minute, and if Beth was still here, then the conversation would be beyond awkward.

“Why?” She tilted her head a bit and raised a perfect black eyebrow. It didn’t seem to matter that she wasn’t wearing any make up. Her skin was flawless.

“I have a friend coming over.” I decided that honesty was best.

“Oh. Can I meet him?” She smiled and turned to stir the simmering vegetables over the stove. It looked like bell peppers and onions.

“Her name is Kelly. I don’t think she would appreciate you being here.” I set the bag of sushi rolls on the counter by the sink and tried to take a long breath.

“Why not?” She seemed confused. She was actually wearing her giant man watch today, and it suddenly beeped. Her smile faded, and she looked at thing in annoyance.

“Kelly and I were planning on having dinner, but she got delayed and is going to meet me here.”

“Is she your girlfriend?” Beth opened my oven for a second and peeped inside before closing it. Wonderful-smelling steak steam poured out.

“We are dating, but she isn’t my girlfriend.” I don’t know why I said the last part.

“I am excited about Saturday. I’ve spent some time in Japan, and I wanted to go back there and study some more. It will be interesting to see how Western trade influenced the style.” She smiled at me, and had I not been frantic about getting her out of my apartment, her charm might have had the effect she intended on me.

“You are changing the subject. Did you take a cab here?” My phone vibrated in my pants, and I reached into my pocket.

“Yes. Oh! That reminds me.” She reached toward the back pocket of her jeans and pulled out one of the newer Blackberry phones as I pulled my own buzzing phone from my pocket. “I got a phone so we can talk and text with each other. That was my surprise!” She grinned again, and her watch beeped in agreement.

Almost done. So so so so so sorry. Be there soon, said Kelly’s text.

“I’ll call you a cab.” I dialed 411, and the phone started to ring for the operator. It would be a two dollar charge or something, but I didn’t want to waste time turning on my computer to try and search for a cab company.

“You can call all the cabs you want, but that doesn’t mean I am going to leave.” She said it deadpan, with no emotion, so I looked up from my phone and saw her stirring the vegetables intently. I needed to figure out how to get her out of my apartment. I realized what I was going to have to do. I didn’t like it, but I was desperate.

“Listen Beth.” I stepped closer to her and tried to get her attention. “You can’t just show up uninvited. You need to call me to let me know you are coming over. Besides, we are going to spend all day Saturday together. I had the day set aside for us, so I told Kelly we could hang out tonight.” The operator came on the phone, and I asked for a cab company in Northridge.

“The whole day Saturday?” Her glacier-colored eyes bored into mine, and her full lips parted slightly.

“Yes.” I gulped. I was totally kicking the can down the road, but I couldn’t think of any other way to get her out. “I have no problem hanging out with you, but it has to be planned.” It was closer to a lie than the truth. I did have a problem hanging out with her, and I didn’t want to ever plan hang out with her besides what I had just committed to.

“Very well,” she sighed and took a sip from one of the wine glasses she had filled. “I haven’t eaten though, and I am hungry. Trade me the sushi for the steaks?” She pointed at the bag next to me, and my mind flipped through a dozen possibilities.

“Okay,” I sighed. The cab operator came on, and I started to give the man my address.

“Don’t bother. I have my car company on speed dial.” She hit a button on her phone and then held it up to her ear.

“Okay.” I apologized to the cab operator and hung up my phone. Beth gave the person on her phone my building address and then closed her shiny, new phone.

“We have ten minutes before they get here.” She stared at me. It was late out and dark. I thought about telling her to wait on the curb, but it seemed unsafe.

“I’ll wait with you,” I said. She nodded and turned to the oven.

“The steaks are almost done. I will turn off the oven. The vegetables are the same.” She spun the dial on the stove top, and the flames died.

“Thank you.” I didn’t know why I was thanking her, but I guessed that I was happy that she was leaving before Kelly got here.

“You are right. I should have called. Forgive me?” She smiled, and I tried to keep my head from spinning.

“Sure. It’s okay.”

“Can we wait on your couch?” She gestured toward my living room. I nodded and turned around to walk the few feet into the other room, but then I realized it would be a terrible idea.

“Let’s just wait outside.” I walked toward the door instead, and I held it open from the outside so that she could walk through

“Are you afraid of me?” The beautiful girl’s face was suddenly inches from mine. Our eyes met, and I found myself spinning in her icy blue orbs. She smelled wonderful, and her left hand rested on my bicep.

“Yes.” I stammered the words and pulled my head away slightly.

“Why?” She stepped closer, and her entire body pressed against mine. I think my heart forgot to beat, and I started to feel faint. Fucking shit, she was beyond beautiful. I couldn’t stand to be this close to her.

“Because you are sixteen.” I finally figured out how to breathe, but the air moved in and out of my lungs painfully.

“No.” She shook her head and placed the tip of her pointer finger against my lips. “It is because you want me and I am sixteen.”

“No.” I lied, but the edges of my vision were starting to darken. It was like she really was a vampire and my fortitude was draining out of my lips and into her body through her finger.

“Oh. Then maybe I am wrong!” She stepped away from me and laughed. “What type of sushi did you get me?”

“Four rolls.” The answer poured out of my mouth like giant marbles, and my tongue stumbled over each syllable. This girl was playing puppeteer with my emotions, and I didn’t know how to stop her.

“Did you get any dragon rolls? Those are my favorite.” She glanced back at me while she walked, and I think she caught me staring at her tight jeans.

“Yes.” I felt like I was sleep walking. Dragon rolls were my favorite also, but I didn’t want to tell her. Then I startled awake when I realized that Kelly would be here any minute.

And Beth was only sixteen.

We made it out of the gate of the apartment complex and down the short set of stairs to the street. My place was a nicer building, and there were other nicer buildings on each side, but the rest of the street was filled with older, rundown apartment complexes. This wasn’t the kind of neighborhood that a girl should be standing on the street waiting for a ride, but it wasn’t bad enough to fear getting robbed.

“We can do lunch at the Getty. Do you want to make dinner reservations somewhere or should I?”

“I thought we were just going to the museum?”

“You said you had the whole day for me. We can come back here for dinner, and we can cook something. Or we can go back to my house if you don’t want to go out after the exhibition.” Her watch beeped again, but she ignored the sound.

“Let’s eat out somewhere. I don’t know the area though. Do you have any recommendations?” I regretted the question as soon as I asked. I didn’t want her back at my place because... she was sixteen, but I also didn’t want to run into Aimee at their house.

“I’ll make reservations. I still think we should come back to your place afterwards; I want to hear you play on my piano. Do you like it?”

“Yeah, I really do. I’ve been playing a bunch every day.”

“That is wonderful.” Her eyes seemed to glow in the streetlights. “I was going to ask you to play for me tonight...” Then she frowned and looked down at the bag of sushi rolls.

My phone buzzed before I could answer, and I fished it out of my pocket.

You are going to kill me, Kelly texted.

I sighed and wondered what happened. Then the next text came through.

Parents are here, and we are having the chat about next season. Ugh. I’m not going to be able to make it. Long story short -- I’m going to Australia after Xmas. Coach is pissed.

“Something wrong, Eric?” Beth was suddenly at my side, and I turned my phone away from her.

“No. Nothing!” I said a little too nervously. Fuck. My heart sank with Kelly’s text, but I also felt a bunch of frustration, and maybe a bit of anger. I knew shit happened, but we had planned this night for half a week, confirming it this morning. I had grabbed sushi and even kicked Beth out of my apartment.

“Was that Kelly?” I was surprised that Beth remembered her name, but then again, the girl was supposed to be a genius.

“Yeah.” I debated lying. I debated telling her the truth. I debated booking that flight to China and becoming a monk. I didn’t want to lie to Beth, but if I told her the truth she would probably ask to stay.

If she asked to stay, would I say yes?

I didn’t want to know the answer. She was sixteen, and every second I spent alone with her in my apartment was a terrible idea. She just needed to go. It would be hard enough to deal with her on Saturday, but at least we would be in a public place.

“She’s heading over now.”

“Oh?” Beth’s face looked sad. “That is too bad. I was hoping that she was texting you to say that she couldn’t make it.” I felt a cold chill run down my spine, and my stomach knotted. Did Beth actually read the text? Did she know that I was lying to her?

“Beth...” my phone vibrated in my hand, and we both looked at it. I debated changing my mind, inviting her up to my apartment, eating dinner with her, playing piano for her, and then somehow convincing her to leave later without doing something that would end up with me in jail.

Do you forgive me? I’ll make it up to you :-)

I realized I hadn’t texted back Kelly, and she was probably worried that she had made me mad. She’d have to wait a few minutes though; I needed to decide what to do about Beth.

This shouldn’t have even been a debate. She was sixteen.

“I think that is your car.” It was a black sedan, and I waved to get the driver’s attention.

“Sorry again for coming over unannounced. I probably won’t ever do it again.” She gave me a wicked smile that made my head spin. “I hope you and Kelly enjoy the meal.”

“Thanks Beth.” Why was I thanking her?

“See you Saturday at ten at the Getty.” I opened the car door, and she stretched a long leg into the back of the sedan and then slid the rest of her perfect ass into the leather seat.

“Yep.” I almost didn’t close the door. I almost told her I changed my mind. I felt my body fight against me and my brain beg for surrender.

Then the door closed, and the car was pulling away.

I watched it turn around and then drive back to the main road. It was too dark to see into the car, but I imagined that Beth was looking back at me. I guessed that she probably knew that I had lied to her, and, for some reason, it made me feel horrible inside.

I walked back to my apartment like my legs were made of lead. It wasn’t until I’d unlocked the door that I realized that I had never gotten the key back from Beth. She could still come and go any time she wanted. Was that what she meant when she said ‘I probably won’t ever do it again?’

My phone buzzed again, and I looked at it.

Okay. Silent treatment. I get it. Sorry again.

Fuck, this night had gone from annoying, to terrifying, to shitty. And I had been horny the whole time.

Sorry I accidently turned my phone off. I get stuff happens. Let’s try to hang again soon.

You aren’t mad? I was going to tell you about Australia tonight.

Just horny and I miss you. But I guess I’m going to be missing you a bunch...

Yeah... Sorry Eric.

I’m going to eat and then head to bed. Talk later.

Kay.

I turned off the phone and plugged it into the charger. The text conversation reminded me of the steaks, so I looked in the oven. They were nice-looking filet mignons, but I realized I wasn’t hungry for food. My body still felt tense and nervous from the interaction with Beth. My groin hurt, and I had a minor case of blue balls. If Kelly had come over, I probably would have fucked her brains out.

But I might have thought of Beth the entire time.

Fuck. What was wrong with me? First I get involved with Aimee, and now I am fantasizing about her crazy, evil-genius sister. I was the one that was crazy. I was risking my best friendship, and now jail time was also on the table.

I needed to be done with these people.

I thought about eating the dinner, but my appetite for food, and sex, was now gone. I thought about throwing the meat away, but that would have been wasteful. I wrapped the two steaks up in some foil, put the cooked veggies in a container, and then deposited everything in the fridge. There were some dishes to clean, but I decided to wait until tomorrow morning.

I got ready for bed quickly, but it took hours for my brain to relax enough for me to go to sleep.
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Chapter 11

I miss you.

It was a text from Aimee Thursday night. I had been in the middle of some piano playing when it came, and I stopped to stare at the phone.

You’ll see me on your birthday!

Too far away. :-(

Sorry.

I turned off the phone and checked the time. It was a bit past eight, and I hadn’t made dinner yet. I hadn’t even changed out of my work clothes. First thing I did when I got home was sit at the keyboard that Beth gave me and start to play. It felt wonderful to be making music again, but I also suspected I was using the instrument as a way of escaping from the situation with Aimee, Beth, and Jack.

“Ugh. Beth shouldn’t even be a problem,” I said out loud to myself. Fuck, I was going crazy. I got up from the keyboard and decided to do a quick work out. I quickly did a bunch of pull ups, push ups, dumbell curls, and sit ups. Then I put on my iPod and did my usual three-mile run around the neighborhood. When I got back, I was sweating a good amount, and I actually felt hungry.

I opened the fridge and remembered that I had the steaks from last night wrapped in foil.

Then my phone buzzed.

Hi. Can I come over?

It was Beth. I was glad it was a text because it would be easier for me to say no.

Sorry. Have plans. See you Saturday.

My stomach knotted slightly when I thought about my plan for Saturday. It was pretty chickenshit, I had to admit, but I didn’t see any other way of getting out of the situation. I planned on calling or texting her that morning saying I was sick. Yeah, I know, totally lame, but the attraction that I felt toward Beth was dangerous, and I didn’t want to see her until whatever spell she had cast on me had faded.

What plans?

I should have known that she wouldn’t have given up easily. I debated not responding, but she might have tried to come over anyways.

Just finished exercising, about to eat dinner, and then I’ll shower and head to bed.

Do you like ice cream?

I felt like this was some kind of trap, but who didn’t like ice cream?

Yeah. Do you want to get some on Saturday?

There was suddenly a knock on my apartment door. I looked away from the wrapped steaks and wondered who would be at my apartment now. I stepped across the room, and the realization hit me before I even opened the door.

“Ice cream?” Beth was wearing a dark-red cocktail dress with darker crimson floral embroidering on the top part that covered her chest. The skirt of the dress fell just above her knees, and a matching pair of heels elongated her already perfect legs. Her hair was loose and fell over her shoulders like a black silk ribbon. There was a choker on her white neck made of black lace-like material, and I wondered again if the girl somehow knew I had a thing for that type of accessory. In her left hand, she held a white plastic shopping bag that conformed to the shape of an ice cream carton.

I struggled to overcome the shock of seeing her. I should have known that she would have done something like this, but the sight of her still smacked my mind and left me dumbfounded. She couldn’t be here. I needed to close the door right now, lock it, run into my room, and hide until the world ended.

“Invite me in?” She licked her lips slightly, and I felt my breath leave my body. Don’t invite her in. Don’t invite her in. Don’t invite her in, you fucking idiot.

“You really can’t be here” is what I heard my voice say.

“But I am here.” She stepped toward me, and I found myself turning slightly so that she could pass into my apartment. She smelled of gardenias, and my mouth began to water. I quickly closed the door behind her, and I tried to keep my mind from spinning.

“You really have to leave,” I choked out the demand.

“After ice cream!” She had already walked into the kitchen. “You didn’t eat the steaks last night?”

“My friend ended up not coming over.” I struggled to come up with a lie, but I couldn’t think fast enough.

“Oh. That was unfortunate for her.” She took the ice cream out of the bag, and it was some brand I didn’t recognize. There was Spanish writing on the carton, but it looked like vanilla. “And for me too! I could have stayed and eaten dinner with you. Then you could have played piano for me.”

“I’m really gross though. I just finished working out, and I haven’t taken a shower.”

“I am fine with you taking a shower,” she said, without smiling. Shit, that was a bad conversation topic.

“Did you like the sushi?” I tried to change the subject.

“It was great. Is the restaurant near here?” She opened my freezer and put the ice cream inside.

“Yeah. Ten-minute drive.”

“I can heat this up for you,” Beth turned in the kitchen like a ballet dancer and bent to get my cast-iron pans from their spot under the oven. The sight of her body folded in the dress made my heart skip a beat and my penis throb.

“No. No. That’s okay. I can do it.” She had already grabbed the pan, and our hands touched briefly when I took it from her.

“Can I help you cook?” She was standing a few inches from me, and my kitchen was already pretty tiny.

“It is just reheating. I can do it. I can’t have my guests working!” I laughed nervously and tried to think of words I could say to get her to step away from me.

“Did you eat dinner?” I asked while I opened up the fridge door between us and looked for the vegetables she had cooked last night.

“Yes. I was at a dinner in Burbank. Some movie-studio thing.” I nodded at her words even though she couldn’t see me. The fridge-door barricade and the cold air were helping me come to my senses. Beth turned on the faucet, and I guessed that she was washing her hands.

“Which studio?” I didn’t know anything about the studios in Burbank, but it was only a fifteen-minute drive from my apartment, so it explained why she was in the area.

“Warner Brothers, I think. I didn’t pay a lot of attention. I was thinking about you and coming over afterwards, and my imagination distracted me. I left my watch at home...” Her voice trailed off, and I looked over the fridge door. The beautiful girl seemed lost in thought and was staring at water cascading onto her hands. Her dark hair had fallen away from the right side of her neck, and the sweep of her skin by the choker made my mouth water again.

“Why do you wear the watch?” I noticed the giant contraption was absent from her slender wrist.

“It helps.” She shut off the water and then turned to me with a smile. I wondered what someone so beautiful was doing in my apartment.

“What does it help with?” She narrowed her eyes a bit, and I sensed that she didn’t want to talk about the watch.

“I have little patience and get distracted easily.” She shrugged her shoulders and pointed to the foil-wrapped steaks. “Can I put those on?”

“Yeah.” I couldn’t stand behind the fridge door all night, so I slid away and closed it.

Beth grabbed the meat and laid the two steaks on the pan. The iron sizzled, and she pulled another pan from below the burners.

“Butter please,” she commanded, and I opened the fridge to hand her what she wanted.

“How did you learn how to cook?” I asked. Beth cooked all this stuff last night and didn’t seem to have a problem handling the food now. I hadn’t actually eaten any of her food, but it smelled delicious last night.

“Loretta has shown me some basics. We often cook together and practice our Spanish.”

“It feels weird having you cook if you aren’t going to eat.” I wanted to keep the conversation going, so now I was just saying whatever flew into my brain.

“Don’t worry, Eric. I will be eating something later.” She turned her gorgeous face to me and smirked. Our eyes met, and I felt my penis struggle inside my underwear. Damn it. I was so hard that she had to see my erection through my loose gym shorts.

“Ice cream!” She tilted her head back slightly and let out a laugh. “Or did you forget already?”

“No.” I smiled and felt my body relax.

“And I want to hear you play. Then I’ll go home. I’ve got a big project I want to finish tomorrow so I can be free to think during our trip to the museum.”

“What project?”

“Another painting.” She flipped the steaks. “It is too bad that we didn’t eat these yesterday. They will still be good, but they were perfect yesterday.” I realized that I couldn’t possibly eat both of them yet she was cooking the pair.

“I’m not very picky.”

“I am.” She turned her face over her shoulder to stare at me again. There was no hint of humor on her face. Her unearthly beauty combined with the light-blue color of her eyes made me think she was staring into my soul.

“Then I’m guessing that you brought over some high-quality ice cream?”

“Of course!” Her eye lids fluttered, and she flashed me her perfect teeth. “It is the kind Loretta always gets us. You will love it.”

“And then you’ll go home?”

“After you play me some piano. You played for Aimee. Grab me a plate, please.” I gave her the dish, and she put both steaks and the vegetables on it. There was way too much food for me to eat, but I didn’t correct her.

“I normally eat in front of the TV...” I trailed off. There was a small four-chair table in the dining room, but I thought it would be weird for Beth to just sit there and watch me eat.

“Sounds good. Oh, I forgot something. I’ll grab it while you find a show.” She twirled around and walked back into the kitchen. I heard the fridge open, and I forced myself to turn on the TV and surf through the shows.

After a few channels, I ended up on South Park. It was a repeat of the episode that must have aired yesterday, but I didn’t get a chance to watch it. Beth opened up and closed a cupboard in my kitchen and emerged a few seconds later with two wine glasses and a bottle. I didn’t recognize the bottle, and I figured that she must have brought it with her yesterday.

“This is a good wine. Silver Oak Napa Valley. Have you had it?”

“No.” The bottle was from 2000. I didn’t think I’d ever had a wine that was five years old, and I wondered how much it cost.

“Can you open it please?” She had found my corkscrew, and I used the tool to pop the cork. It was a Cabernet Sauvignon, and while I wasn’t anything close to an expert, the red liquid did smell wonderful.

“I’ll pour. You eat, please.” She took the bottle and started to fill up our glasses.

“Should you be drinking?” It was a dumb question, but I felt that not saying anything would mean that I was okay with someone underage drinking.

“I’m not driving anywhere. How is the steak?”

I cut into the beef and took a bite. Even though it had been cooked a second time, it still tasted amazing. Beth had used a little smoked paprika with her salt and pepper. There were also a few other light spices that made me think of a time I went to an Argentinean steak house with my parents a few years ago.

“Wow, this is really good.”

“I’m glad you like it. What shall we toast to?” She raised her glass, and I could see that she had poured us most of the bottle.

This was a bad idea.

“To friendship.” I had thought of a dozen other sayings, but they all could have had a sexual theme.

“To friendship,” she agreed, and we touched our glasses before drinking.

It was like liquid ambrosia. The stuff tasted like wine, of course, but it was as if all other wine I’d ever tasted before was really watered down. This was full of complicated grape, cherry, and smoky flavors that were hard for my tongue to understand. I took another sip, and the flavors seemed to blossom more in my mouth.

“It changes as it gets more air. What show did you turn on?” She pointed to the TV with a graceful finger, and I noticed that her nails were painted the same dark red as the embroidery on her dress.

“South Park.” The intro had already played, and the show was starting. Cartman started to do a school presentation on how horrible kids with red hair are.

“It is a cartoon?”

“You’ve never seen South Park?”

“I don’t watch much TV.” She shook her head.

“This might not make that much sense to you then.”

“I’ll try to keep up.” I nodded and continued to eat. The episode was good, but Beth understood almost none of it, and I had to fill her in on most of the humor during the first commercial.

“Can I have a bite please?” She looked down at the steak. I’d only eaten half of the first filet, and I was probably going to have a problem finishing it.

“Sure. Let me get you a fork.”

“Just give me yours. She had been sitting on the far side of the couch, and she scooted closer so that she could grab my fork. She also took the knife and cut a small piece before putting into her mouth. Her right shoulder was touching my left, and she had taken off her shoes at some point during the first part of the show.

“I am a good cook.” She sat back into the couch and took a sip of wine to wash down the food.

“Do you want any more? I can’t finish everything.” I pointed to the steak, and she shook her head.

“I’ll save room for dessert.” She stared at me intently, and I was all too aware of her smooth skin touching my arm. Fortunately, the show came back on, and we directed our attention back to it.

“I like this show.” She hadn’t laughed the entire time, even after I explained the humor, so I guessed that she was trying to please me.

“Why?” I took the last bite of veggies and steak after I asked so that I wouldn’t have to look at her.

“It is clever. I will buy all the other seasons so that I am caught up. Then we can talk about it later. Is it available on DVD?”

“I think so. Actually, I have some already.” I stood from the couch and walked to the TV. Under the set was a cabinet that had a few of my favorite DVDs. I had three seasons already, and I set them on the coffee table that now separated us.

“That will get you started.” She was curled up on my couch, and I tried to look anywhere other than her face, or her legs, or anywhere around her.

My eyes focused on my food, and I decided to take it to the kitchen. The veggies were pretty much gone, but the steak would keep for another day. I wrapped it back up in the kitchen and then put it in the fridge.

“You are missing it,” she called out from the other room while I enjoyed the coldness of the fridge.

“Be there in a second.” I was almost done. Just ice cream, a little piano, and she’d go home.

I hoped.

Her eyes were focused on the screen, and I took the long way around the coffee table to sit back at my spot. The show was reaching its final few minutes, when the boys kind of fix everything and have their ‘I learned something today’ speech. Then it was over, and Beth clapped a few dozen times with real enthusiasm.

“I liked it. Are there other shows like this? It is pretty adult in tone.”

“I can’t think of any shows that are like this. It is one of my favorites.” I laughed and then got off of the couch again. “Ice cream?” I figured the sooner I could get this out of the way, the sooner she would leave and I could devote myself to an ice-cold shower.

“Yep!” she floated out of the couch with an unearthly grace, and my breath left my lungs. Fucking god damn it. Just a few more minutes and she would be gone. Okay, maybe thirty more minutes after ice cream, the piano, and waiting for the car to pick her up.

I grabbed the dessert out of the fridge and scooped some into two bowls. Her eyes were on my face the entire time, but she didn’t say anything, she just nodded when I asked her if the amount I gave her was fine. Then we were back on the couch and watching the next show on TV.

“This is great ice cream,” I said to fill the silence that hung between us.

“Try it with the wine.” She picked up her glass and took a sip. My own glass was about half empty, but hers was mostly full. I had feared that she would guzzle the stuff and we’d have a repeat the night she came over drunk, but it looked like she was being conservative.

The wine had bloomed with the air, and it tasted more of dark cherry combined with smoke. The alcohol had started to relax my tense muscles, and I guessed I would get buzzed with a few more sips of the dark-red liquid.

“Can I hear you play now?”

“Sure!” I said a bit too enthusiastically. With any other girl, this would have been the kind of romantic situation that would have gotten me laid easily, and I didn’t want Beth to think that I was excited about playing for her. Okay, maybe a part of me was excited to play music for the beautiful genius girl, but I was more interested in getting her to leave.

I turned off the TV and sat on the bench. Then I unplugged the headphones from the keyboard and readied a few pieces I had been practicing. The speakers on the piano were decent, and the notes soon filled the small living room with delightful tones.

“I’ve heard this before. Is it Mozart?” Beth asked while I played.

“Yeah, Piano Sonata 12.” It was a bit difficult to read the music, play, and talk at the same time, but I managed to answer her without missing a note. After a few minutes I was done, and I pulled my hand from the keys.

“Beautiful.” She clapped slightly. “He was quite gifted.”

“I’m not a very good piano player, but I can do a lot of Mozart’s stuff, and they sound great. You are right about him being a genius. He wrote a great piece called ‘Table Music For Two.’ You can lay it on a table and have two people play the piece looking at it from opposite sides of the table. It plays as a great duet.”

“Can you play something else?” She had moved to the edge of the couch, and I could smell the scent of gardenias on her.

“This is what I am working on right now. This keyboard is really great. It can have a bunch of different sounds come out of it. This is a harpsichord piece by Vivaldi.” I hit a few buttons on the keyboard to bring up the right sound pattern, and then I started on Vivaldi’s Concerto for Harpsichord. It was a much harder piece, and I had to take the tempo at about eighty percent of what it should have been. It only took me a few minutes to play the first part.

“That sounds really wonderful. You have talent, Eric.” She was leaning forward on the couch, and I noticed that her wine glass was now half full.

“Naw. I’m an amateur on piano. When you are a music major in college, you have to learn how to sing and play piano in addition to whatever instrument you specialize in.”

“You are a guitarist?” Beth raised a perfect eyebrow and took another small sip of wine.

“I was. I don’t really play anymore.” I guessed that Aimee must have told Beth.

“You don’t have a guitar anymore?” Beth seemed confused, and I guessed that Aimee hadn’t told Beth about my parents.

“No I’ve still got them in my closet. I just... don’t play anymore.” I felt my throat close up like there was a fist around my neck.

“But you are fine playing piano?” Beth took another taste of her wine and blinked her light-blue eyes.

“I didn’t think I was, but your sister convinced me to play at your house.”

“So you might be fine playing guitar? You just need someone to convince you to play?” She smirked, and I started to shake my head.

“Listen Beth, I haven’t touched them for too long. I’m-”

“Can you please play for me?” There was something about her voice, or maybe it was her eyes, or perhaps it was just the way her hair fell over her beautiful face. It suddenly seemed bizarre that I wouldn’t want to play my guitar for this girl.

It would remind me of my parents though. The thought of them made my throat tighten even more, and I had to blink away the tears that came to my eyes. I didn’t want to cry in front of Beth. I didn’t want to talk about my parents. I didn’t want to touch my guitar, because I knew that the pain and loss I felt from their death would cascade out of my soul like a broken dam. I wouldn’t be able to function tomorrow, or this weekend. Hell, I’d probably slide back into the black pit that Jack had pulled me from.

“I can’t, Beth. Sorry.” Her face was emotionless, but I half expected her to play one of her games and try to manipulate me into doing what she wanted.

“Okay,” she said. Her eyes seemed to fill my blurry vision. I felt an overwhelming desire to go into my room and bury my face into my pillow.

Fuck. Would I ever be over their deaths? My brain reeled with the question, and I wondered if the reason that I’d been so promiscuous lately was because I wanted to fill the hole in my chest with love from any woman that would have me.

“I’ve caused you pain. I’m sorry,” she finally whispered.

“No. It isn’t you. Damn.” A tear fell down my left cheek, and I quickly wiped it away with the back of my hand.

“I will leave.” She stood from the couch and walked toward my little-used kitchen table. A small, black handbag was there that I had not noticed, and she pulled her new phone from it.

“No. Wait Beth.” She turned to me with the phone in her hand and a question in her cold eyes.

“Please sit back down. I’ll get my guitar.” I pointed to the couch and then walked back into my room.

My hands shook when I opened the door to my closet. In the back corner were the three guitars that had once served as extensions of my body. The first case had my nylon-string Yamaha; the second, thinner case was my Fender Telecaster that I used for jazz; and the third case held my pride and joy, the Martin D-28 steel-string acoustic. All three cases were covered with a thin layer of dust, and I felt my heart grow a bit heavier when I pulled out the Martin from hibernation.

“I can leave as soon as you want. It is okay, really.” Beth seemed nervous, and she perched on the edge of my couch like she was ready to run out the door.

“No, that is okay. I’m fine.” I set down the guitar case and opened it with a practiced move. The familiar smell of the wood, polish, and strings comforted my nose, and I stared at my old friend.

It was a slightly larger than average acoustic guitar; a “Dreadnaught” style that Martin invented back in the early 1900s. Mine had a dark-brown mahogany top, a darker-red tortoise pick guard, and an ebony fingerboard. I picked up my friend, and the feel of the neck wood in my grip made me sigh with relaxation.

I was going to be okay.

“It is pretty,” Beth commented from her seat. “It looks like my father’s.”

“It is the same model; his is a custom version though. I played around sixty or so over a week until I decided on this one. It played and sounded the best to me.”

I walked over to the keyboard and hit the E to tune my lowest string. I wasn’t surprised when the string was perfectly in tune. A quick strum through the other strings confirmed that they were in tune as well, so I walked over to the couch and sat on the far side of Beth.

I knew I was going to be slightly out of shape with my hand muscles, but it would only affect my stamina. I also didn’t have any calluses on my fingertips, so I wouldn’t be able to play for very long. The nails on my right hand were just the correct length though, so I focused on the nail-picking technique with my right hand.

My fingers knew what to do, as did my hands and my mind. I started playing guitar when I was ten, and, most days growing up, I practiced over two hours. When I was in high school, my average practice time was around four hours a day. During my first year of college, it seemed as if I was practicing every waking second that I wasn’t in class.

The music poured out of my soul and onto the frets of the fingerboard. The sound of the guitar filled my small apartment and my mind like the breath of a symphony. I don’t know how long I played, but I thought about my parents the whole time. I cried while I played, but I didn’t care if Beth saw. I didn’t even think about her or look to the other side of the couch.

She could have gotten up and left the apartment, or stripped naked, and I wouldn’t have noticed. The only thing I wanted to do was play the guitar that my loving parents bought me and remember how much they loved me.

Sometimes life sucks, but at least music makes it better.

My hands started to hurt, so I stopped playing and blinked my puffy eyes. As soon as I stopped, the pain shot through my fingertips with renewed vigor, and I had to flex my grip. The pain felt good.

“That was wonderful.” Beth’s voice startled me, and I felt panic flood my stomach again. I hadn’t meant to cry in front of her. Damn it.

“Sorry.” I set the guitar down against the couch and wiped my eyes with my sleeve.

“For what?”

“I’m a mess,” I laughed, and she smiled.

“It is late. I’ll call my car.” She found her phone again and flipped it open.

“Okay.” I felt so tired. I just wanted to sleep forever. I heard Beth tell her driver to come get her.

“Thank you for playing for me.” She stood with unnatural grace, and I looked at my guitar so I wouldn’t gawk at her body. I didn’t know exactly how to reply, so I busied myself with putting away my guitar. Then I glanced at the clock on the DVD player and saw that it was a little past two in the morning.

“Damn. It’s late. I lost track of time. Sorry to keep you up so long.”

“You were lost in your art. Happens to me all the time, which is why I wear the watch. It is easy to get lost in life if you don’t have something reminding you where you should be.”

“You are very wise, Beth.”

“I’m also tired.” She stretched her arms up over her head with a yawn, but the move didn’t incite desire in my crotch. I just wanted to sleep.

“I’ll walk you to the curb.”

“And then we’ll see each other Saturday?”

“Yes,” I lied.
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Chapter 12

I skipped school the next day. I hadn’t played hooky for a while, but there weren’t any tests going on, I was ahead of the class schedule, and I wanted to spend the morning doing something else.

Like playing guitar.

I almost felt alive again. I spent a few hours with each of my three instruments, only taking a break when my hands cramped, to stretch them. The pads of my left fingers blistered eventually, so I had to stop around lunch time, but it was okay because I didn’t want to skip work.

I was getting into my car when I got the text from Kim.

Looking forward to tonight :o)

I’d almost forgotten about the party at Brent’s place, Katherine, and Kim. I considered not showing and then going back to my apartment to play my own guitars, but I wanted to continue the friendship trajectory I had going with Brent. I also wanted to hang with Katherine and Kim again. I didn’t know if tonight would have us being lovers again, but I knew that just going to a party would get my mind off of Aimee.

And off of Beth.

I’d just call the genius supermodel stalker tomorrow morning and say that I couldn’t come. I imagine she would be hurt, maybe even angry, but the worst that would happen would be that she wouldn’t want to see me anymore.

I wanted that.

Didn’t I?

“Yes. You fucking idiot. She is sixteen,” I growled to myself as I fired up the engine and backed out of the parking space. Midway to work, I realized I hadn’t texted back Kim, so I sent her one as soon as I parked at the office.

Me too. I’m surprised you didn’t have a game.

By the time I made it into the office my phone had vibrated again.

I’m playing other games tonight. >:o)

Haha! See you then.

KK. Katherine says hi. We are getting ready together.

It is like eight hours till the party.

I know. We are in a rush. XOXO. See ya later cutie.

I closed my phone and tried to focus on work. The office was pretty empty since it was Friday, but I still had a list of calls to make. I put my headset on, clicked on the first lead, and then started my cold calling. I was soon lost in the work and didn’t realize it was five o’clock until one of the advisors swung by my desk to wish me a good weekend on his way out. I took his cue and walked with him out to our cars.

Traffic was unusually bad, and I didn’t make it home until almost six. It was just enough time to pack an overnight bag, work out, cook a light dinner, and then shower before I had to go. I was sure there would be food at Brent’s house, but I felt like doing a brutal workout and wanted to eat right afterwards. Of course, after I ate, I felt like a short nap, so I didn’t end up getting into my car to leave until eight, which was when the party was supposed to start.

Brent’s family lived in Beverly Hills, not up in the steep top part where Aimee and Beth’s home was, but down on the foothill area a few blocks north of Sunset Boulevard. It was still an amazing home with a long driveway that went past a manicured lawn several times the size of a football field. At the end of the driveway was a Roman-style home and matching fountain that I guessed was as big as my apartment. The whole place looked like it could have been in a secret-agent movie. There was space for a fleet of cars to be parked there, and I quickly counted forty. When I pulled up to the place, a valet approached, took my keys, gave me a slip, and then directed me to the front door.

I gave the big dude in the suit my name at the entrance, and he opened the door for me. Inside the mansion was white, like the inside of a Roman marble palace, and music seemed to come from every direction. I was surprised that I hadn’t heard it while standing outside of the door.

“Hi!” A cute, redheaded girl greeted me. She had on a tight, green pencil dress that showed off her delicious curves. There was a gold nametag on her chest above her breasts that said her name was Theresa.

“Hi.” I returned her greeting with a smile.

“I’m Theresa. Nice to meet you.” She shook my hand.

“Eric. Happy Friday. This is a beautiful home.”

“Yes it is. How do you know the family?”

“I’m a friend of Brent’s.”

“Excellent! I’m here to help guide people around the property. Follow me, please.” There were a handful of attractive people mingling in the foyer of the white-marble mansion, and I noticed a few other women wearing the same type of dress as Theresa. It made sense to have a bunch of assistants when the house was this big and there were many people expected at the party.

“This is the dining area.” She led me out of the foyer into a vast hall where a few large dark-wood tables were spread with mountains of food. The theme of the meal seemed to be Greek-Asian fusion, and I couldn’t even count the number of sushi rolls, plates of grilled meats, bowls of hummus, mountains of pita bread, and desserts displayed. A dozen people navigated the buffet, and, even though I had already eaten, I was half tempted to grab a plate and stuff myself.

“The kitchen is back through this door.” Theresa gestured over her shoulder to a double, wooden swing-door that was getting traffic from servers wearing similar green outfits to my guide’s. “You don’t need to go back there, but if you want a drink or food, just ask someone, and they will get it for you.” On cue, a tall good-looking man offered me a glass of wine from a tray he was carrying. I picked up a glass and thanked him before he passed into another room.

“There are four sitting rooms.” Theresa walked me out of the kitchen and into the next room. Her ass swayed hypnotically under her tight dress, and she caught me checking her out when she turned to speak to me. I gave her a sheepish grin and then directed my attention from her butt to the next room. It was a multi-level affair with a giant, round steel fireplace in the center and plenty of green, yellow, and light-brown couches. The style looked somewhat contemporary modern, and I felt as if I had actually stepped into a spy movie. There were a few small groups of people sitting on the couches having whispered conversations, and I started to guess that, even though I was late to the party, I was actually really early.

Theresa tugged on my arm and led me to another room. This one was closer to the theme of the rest of the house, with white and gray leather furniture accompanied by black coffee tables and modern, recessed lighting. There were more people in this room, and I wondered if Brent’s family had a lock down on supermodel friends. Every woman here was really good looking, and every dude looked like he belonged on the cover of either a fitness or men’s style magazine. I still didn’t see Brent, Katherine, or Kim, and I wondered if Patrick would be here with Daya.

The next two rooms were just as spacious. One was lined with multiple TVs, and there were half a dozen people relaxing on the dark-brown leather couches and watching them. The final ‘sitting room,’ as Theresa called it, was more of an art room. There were a few couches, but most of the space was devoted to various Roman-looking sculptures, and the walls were filled with artwork. They were photographed nature scenes of Zion and filled with deep oranges and soothing blues. While I looked at the hanging art, I found myself wondering what Beth would think of them.

“All the rooms have sliding glass doors out to the back part of the property. That is where the band is going to play at ten. Here is the game room.” Theresa led me to another room, with two pool tables, three card tables, a foosball table, a ping pong table, and half a dozen arcade games. There were a lot of people in the room, and I saw Brent holding a cue at the rear-most pool table, with Samantha sitting behind him.

“Ahh, there is Brent.”

“Do you want me to show you the rest of the property?” Theresa asked.

“No, that is okay. Maybe Brent will give me a tour if he feels like it. I think I know my way around now. Thank you for the help.”

“No problem. If you need anything, I’ll be at the front door or giving another tour.” She smiled a perfect row of teeth and then walked away from me.

“Hey Eric!” Brent shouted when he saw me. I moved to shake his hand, but he gave me a hug instead and then gestured to the table. “Thanks for coming, buddy. You play pool?”

“I’m pretty bad at it, honestly, but I can keep Sam company while you play.” He wore his usual designer faded jeans, rock-star-looking, button-down distressed shirt, and he even had a leather wrist band on.

“We can do something else. I want to introduce you to some people.” He gestured with his head, and we walked to where Samantha sat with three other people.

“Hi Eric!” Samantha stood off of the bar stool and gave me a warm hug. She wore a lemon-yellow dress with blue heels that matched her eyes. Her hair was braided back, and her ears were decorated with big, gold, loopy earrings.

“Hi Sam!” We parted, and she complemented me on my clothes before turning to the three people sitting next to her. There was a pretty strawberry-blonde girl who looked familiar and two men around my age. The men were dressed similar to Brent, with the faded jeans and expensive, distressed shirts. The pretty girl had big brown eyes, and I saw that she actually had Hello Kitty earrings, along with an anime robot necklace. She wore ripped, loose-fitting jeans and a bright-pink, frilly blouse. On her right wrist were cheap plastic neon loops accompanying a thick, diamond tennis bracelet. On her left wrist was a twisted, jade-and-gold band.

“Hey guys, I want you to meet Eric. He is a really good friend of mine, a killer guitar player, and he actually saw your No Ho show. Was that last week or the week before?” As soon as Brent reminded me of the show, I recognized the blonde girl. She was the singer for the band that Aimee and I had watched.

“Last week,” the girl answered, and her honey-brown eyes stared into mine before a slow smile cracked her lips.

“I’m Nicole, this is Roger, and Trey.” I shook their hands and tried to recall which one played which instrument in the band. I had been more than a little distracted with Aimee that night, and I only remembered Nicole because of her high-energy performance.

“You guys sounded great last week. I really enjoyed the show. How long have you been playing together?”

“Little over three years.” Nicole smiled. “You play guitar?” She raised a dark-blonde eyebrow.

“Yeah. Since I was a kid. Was a music major at school, but just switched to business.”

“Are you good?” asked Roger. Both of the guys were lean and tall, but Roger had long, brown hair and green eyes. Trey had short, curly hair and brown eyes.

“Of course he is good!” Brent answered and gestured to a man with a green uniform. You guys need another beer?”

“Sure!” Nicole said.

“Yep.” Roger nodded and smiled at my friend.

“I’m good for now. Trying not to drink too much before I play,” Trey said.

“We might not be playing at this rate,” Roger sighed and looked at his phone.

“Huh?” Brent asked.

“He’ll be here.” Trey shook his head. “Our guitarist is-”

“A fucking asshole,” Nicole said with an angry smile. “But that is a whole ‘nother story.”

There was an awkward silence for a few seconds before I spoke.

“Anyways. I really liked your show. Congrats on the record deal. What is next for you guys?”

“We’ve got a few more shows to play around town, then we are doing a tour throughout the US and Canada. Brent’s dad is also talking about Japan. They love rock music.” The three of them practically glowed along with Nicole’s words.

“That is awesome.” I didn’t know what else to say that wouldn’t have sounded trite. I’m sure they all worked their asses off and spent many nights wondering if they would ever make it. The life of a musician was hard, but I felt a bit of envy that they would be able to make a good living with their music.

“So this is where the sexy people are hanging out!” Katherine slid between Samantha and I and wrapped her right arm around my waist. “It took us so long to find you.” She gave me a kiss on the cheek, and I felt another arm slide around my waist from the other side. Kim leaned against me and gave me a matching kiss on the opposite cheek.

“Hi Eric.” The Asian girl stared into my eyes, and the memories of our threesome made my dick start to harden. They were both wearing short, skin-tight cocktail dresses. Katherine’s was a dark teal, and Kim’s was black with grey swirls around the bottom hem. Both of them were wearing their long hair loose over their shoulders and had dangling, loop-style earnings. It was hard for me to gawk at the women because they were on each side of me, but I intended to do so as soon as I got the chance.

“Thanks for inviting us, Brent!” Katherine said.

“It wouldn’t be a party without you! These are the guests of honor.” Brent gestured to the three members of the band, and my two dates for the night introduced themselves and shook hands. The cocktail waiter gave everyone in our little group a new round of beer or wine, and the group broke into smaller conversations.

“Sorry we are late. There was a fire at the circus,” Katherine whispered to me. She had pulled me, and therefore Kim, apart from the other five.

“Fire at the circus?”

“Yeah. It was intense!” She said it like ‘in tents,’ and I laughed with her.

“This is an awesome house, huh?” As soon as the words left my mouth, I realized it was probably showing the two girls how poor I was. I didn’t know exactly how rich Katherine and Kim were, but if they were hanging out with Jack’s new friends, then I figured they were probably well off.

“Totally. I love the themes of the different rooms,” Kim said. “The girl at the front said that they have fourteen bedrooms and twenty bathrooms.”

“I didn’t get a chance to see the upstairs,” I said.

“Oh, I’m sure Brent will let us stay here tonight.” Katherine giggled, and I felt her hand squeeze my ass cheek.

“You are being rather presumptuous, Catty,” Kim said. “Eric might have plans later tonight that don’t involve us.

“Ohh no. I hadn’t thought of that.” Katherine gave me a pouty look, and her green eyes sparkled. “You don’t have plans after the party, do you?”

“Hell no.” I laughed. “But I’m not sure that Brent will let us use a room, I’ve spotted a bunch of couples at this party, and there must be a few hundred people here. I don’t know if this is the sleep-over type of shindig.”

“My parents are in Seoul for the weekend. We can always go back to my place.” Kim licked her dark lips and then bit the bottom one.

“How close do they live?” I’d only had a few sips of wine, but I didn’t want to drink anymore if there was significant driving involved.

“We are in Bel Air. Five-minute drive.” Kim smiled, and I recalled how amazingly tight her pussy was around my cock.

“I say we watch the band play and then retire early,” Katherine smirked.

“What? We just got here. No one is retiring early!” Daya grabbed Katherine by the shoulders, and the two women hugged. Patrick was right behind her, and I shook the big guy’s hand, but then he pulled me into a bear hug.

“Hey buddy. Dad says you are doing great. Sorry I haven’t been by the office to say hi.”

“No worries. The job is simple, I’m just calling people.” Patrick was wearing slacks, dress shirt, sport coat, and a dark-navy tie. The outfit was unusual to wear to a rock party, and my friend saw me eyeing them.

“We had tickets to the symphony. Charity thing. It’s good to dress up every once in a while,” he explained.

“Looks good.”

Daya was wearing an alluring, black dress that was almost a gown. She made her way to me for a hug, but Brent jumped in to introduce her to the three band members. Patrick took a few steps over to them so that he could be included in the introduction.

“Want to watch me handle a stick?” Katherine grabbed one of the pool cues and gave me a mischievous smirk.

“Sure.” I laughed and winked at her. Brent and the band had been playing, but the musicians now looked engaged in conversation with Patrick, Daya, Samantha, and Brent. I grabbed the triangle thingy that racked the balls and began to arrange them.

“You guys gonna play?” Roger had broken away from the rest of the conversing group.

“Girls versus boys!” Katherine squealed, and then pointed with her cue. “We’ll break.” She bent over the edge of the table to give Roger and me a nice view of her cleavage, and then she slid the stick through her fingers a few times to get a feel for the wood.

“Pufft! Hair.” Her slightly curly brown locks fell in her face a bit, and she blew with annoyance. The hair fell back exactly into place, but she shrugged her athletic shoulders and hit the cue ball.

It was a good break, and one of the striped balls went in.

“Hot damn. I’m feeling lucky tonight.” She smiled at me and then strutted around the table to get a better angle on the white ball. This shot missed, and she pouted.

“Are there any sort of house rules?” Roger asked Katherine.

“Let’s just hit solids. When you get them all in, go for the eight ball.”

“Got it.” Roger turned to me, but I gestured for him to go next. He managed to knock two solids in before missing.

“My turn.” Kim fared the same as Roger, and the balls on the table were starting to thin.

When it was my turn, I lined up a shot, and Katherine stood on the opposite side of the table and suggestively put chalk on the tip of her cue. It was pretty sexy, but I managed to focus on the task at hand and still miss my shot.

“Gotcha!” She giggled and danced over to the table for her turn.

“So....” Roger stood next to and whispered under his breath. “We just met, and this isn’t really any of my business, but are both of those hotties with you?”

“Yeah.” I tried to think of a better way to answer, but nothing came to mind quick enough.

“Damn, dude. Guitar players always get the girls.”

“They don’t know that I play guitar. At least, I don’t think they do. I’ve never played for them or talked about it.”

Roger’s turn was next, and he walked around the table to find the best shot.

“Do you play bass?” I guessed.

“Yeah. Started on guitar, but switched in high school. Been playing for about eight years now.” He lined up his shot and sunk a solid ball.

“Awesome. I love bass players.” Even though I hadn’t exactly remembered Roger’s instrument, I recalled the songs they played having great rhythm parts with interesting bass lines.

“Yeah. Unsung heroes of the music world.” He chuckled and then missed his next shot.

“These poor boys can’t handle their poles.” Kim stuck her tongue at us and sat the edge of her tight ass on the wood of the table. She held the stick behind her back and managed to sink a ball.

“Holy shit, we are getting hustled,” Roger laughed while Kim lined up another shot.

“What? Me? I just learned how to play pool a few days ago.” She pouted in the way only a super-cute Asian girl could and then she banked a shot to sink another striped ball.

“Shhhh. Kim, we are supposed to sandbag and then put a wager on the line for game two,” Katherine laughed.

“I’m pretty sure I’m going to get everything I want tonight.” Kim smirked at me and concentrated on the next shot.

“Fuck, man. Why are you even at this party? I’d be trying to get out of here with both of them ten minutes ago,” he whispered to me.

“I do want to see you guys play again,” I said. “The night is still young.” I saw Kim sink another ball. There were only two left before the eight. “But I think this game is pretty much over.”

“Probably for the best.” Roger glanced at his phone and sighed. “We have to start warming up soon.”

“Your other band mate going to show?”

“I hope so, man. Fucking drama. Ruins bands, and we just got our big break.”

“Drama?” I asked. Maybe I didn’t want to hear about it, but the question came out of my mouth before I could think about it.

“Yeah. Jesse and Nicole were dating. Pretty seriously. After we got the record deal, she caught him cheating on her. It had been going on for a while.” Roger shrugged.

“You don’t seem that mad.”

“It is going to make the tour really uncomfortable that’s for damn sure, but it is what it is. If he doesn’t show tonight, it won’t look good for us.”

“Corner pocket!” Kim lined up her shot and knocked the eight ball in with ease. We still had more than half our balls on the table.

“You boys got schooled!” Katherine said. “Want to play again?”

“I think it is about time to warm up,” Roger said, and I noticed that our other friends had ended their conversation and were mingling into our group.

“I’ll take you guys to the studio. We’ve got a spare drum set there.” Brent was talking to Trey as they shuffled in our direction.

“Nice meeting ya, Eric.” Roger shook my hand. “I imagine you aren’t going to be around after the show,” he winked at me, “But if you are, we can talk more.”

“Sure.” I laughed and shook his hand. Then I watched Brent and Sam escort the three musicians out of the room.

“Next game. Boys versus girls!” Katherine called out again and pointed with her cue stick to Patrick. “Get those guns out, Pat! We just creamed Eric and the band geek. You’re next.”

“Uh oh.” Patrick smiled a big perfect grin and then pushed his palms out as if to surrender.

“Careful, buddy. They are hustlers.”

“Oh really? Maybe we should put some money on the table?” Patrick smirked.

“What kind of money we talking about?” I saw Katherine look at Daya, and the beautiful, dark-skinned woman shook her head slightly with her eyes wide. I picked up the signals and guessed that Patrick was a good billiards player.

“What ya got, Richie Rich?” Katherine had set her cue stick down and made cute boxing motions across the table.

“We are outnumbered. One of you will have to sit out,” I said after Patrick seemed to consider a cash value to put on the line.

“I’ll sit out,” Daya said quickly. “I’m fine to let the volleyball girls fight for my honor.” She shook her head with a light laugh and sat on the stool next to me.

“On second thought, let’s keep it friendly.” Brent gave me a thoughtful look and started pulling balls out of the pockets. “Guys win, you girls will have to wait on us hand and foot for the rest of the party. Vice versa if the girls win. So no asking the staff for food, drink, or whatever. The losers have to get it, and they have to answer ‘Yes King or Queen’ to all the requests.”

Katherine looked at Kim and then Daya. It seemed that they had some sort of unspoken communication for half an instant, and then Katherine agreed with a flourish of her pool cue.

“Ladies first! Whoops. I mean Queens first!” Patrick finished the rack, and then Katherine leaned over the edge of the table, gave me a seductive lick of her lips, and hit the cue ball. The white ball ricocheted off the edge of the clustered colored balls and then went into the far hole.

“Oh fuck!” she cursed.

“We win!” I clapped my hands and high fived Patrick.

“Oh come on! That wasn’t fair.”

“Those are the rules,” Patrick shrugged his broad shoulders. “Also, please end or begin all sentences with ‘King Patrick’ per the bet.”

“Come on. Let us have a do over.” She scrunched her nose.

“Ahem...” Patrick raised an eyebrow.

“Ugh. King Patrick. Can we please have a do over?” Katherine rolled her eyes slightly. Daya, Kim, Patrick, and I couldn’t hold back our laughter.

“Okay fine, but we break now. Eric goes first.” He bowed slightly to me, and I exaggerated a royal-looking bow in return.

I smiled smugly at Katherine when I took her place at the head of the table. I lined up my shot and then hit the cue ball at a good spot behind the first and second balls. There was a brief few moments of havoc on the table, but I saw two striped balls go into the pockets.

“Alright!” I overemphasized an arm pump and then high fived Patrick again. I found another easy striped shot, lined it up, and then sank the ball.

“Ugh. Did you sandbag the first game?” Katherine asked.

“You were distracting me last game.” I stuck my tongue out at her and patrolled for the next shot. There were no easy balls now, and I figured I’d just place the cue ball on the table where the girls couldn’t get an easy shot at their solids.

“Ahhh, you bastard.” Kim playfully smacked me on the ass after I succeeded in putting the ball in the corner behind one of our striped balls.

“I got this. Watch me show these meat heads.” Katherine winked at me and then tried to bank the cue ball off of the wall to hit a solid. It completely missed and lined up perfectly with one of our next balls.

“You sure showed us,” Patrick mocked. Katherine glared at him and then me before she smiled.

My big friend bent over the table and positioned his cue behind the white ball. Even that simple movement was enough to convince me that he knew his way around a billiards table. The next ball went in, then another, then another, and then he made a tricky bank shot where the cue ball spun away and knocked another solid ball in.

“You are kidding me.” Kim put her hand over her pretty face and groaned.

“It’s not over yet!” Katherine tried to encourage her, but Patrick sank the last solid ball and then set his sights on the eight.

“Now it is over. Center pocket.” He gestured with his stick, and then the black ball went in easily after he hit the white ball into it.

“And now...” Patrick rolled a single hand like a wind turbine, “you shall address Eric and I by our rightful titles.”

“I’m starting to feel a little hungry.” I rubbed my stomach in a clockwise motion, “and my wine is empty. I could really go for a beer.” I looked at Katherine and Kim with an eyebrow raised.

“Yes, King Eric. We’ll go get you some food and drink.” Kim stuck her tongue out at me, and Katherine rolled her eyes. The girls turned around and walked out of the game room holding hands. Every other guy in the room watched them parade out with their mouths open.

I saw Samantha and Brent walk into the room. They each wore concerned facial expressions, and they walked over to Patrick, Daya, and I.

“Hey Eric, you got a second?” Brent asked.

“What’s up?”

“So the band’s guitarist is a no-show. They can’t get a hold of him, and they are supposed to go on in twenty. They are getting warmed up, freaking out a little, and they asked if I could grab you so they could talk to you.”

“Uhhh. What do they want to talk to me about?” I felt my stomach sink slightly.

“I’ll tell you on the way. The studio is down the hallway. Come on.” He gestured with his head.

“We’ll tell the girls you went to the studio,” Patrick said.

“Thanks. I’ll be back.” I smiled at him and Daya before I followed Brent and Samantha out of the game room.

The studio was at the far end of the hallway, and it was much larger than I expected. We first walked into kind of a lounge area. There were keyboards, basses, guitars, woodwinds, brass instruments, and some string-instrument cases. Two doors on opposite sides of the room led to what I assumed were the recording and mixing rooms.

The right-most door was open, and the band was playing one of the songs that I recognized from the other night. Brent led me to the room, and the three of us walked to where the band was playing.

“I brought him!” The band stopped playing as soon as we entered.

“Hey Eric.” Nicole held a neon-pink guitar tied over her shoulder with a camouflage-green strap. She took a step toward me and shook my hand. “Thanks for coming.”

“What’s going on?”

“Sooo...” She looked back to Roger and Trey. “Brent said you were a great guitar player. Is that true?”

“I’ve been playing for most of my life.” I looked at Brent and shrugged. He hadn’t actually heard me play.

“That kinda doesn’t mean much. Can you play chords?”

“Of course.” I knew where this was going, and I didn’t quite know how to respond until they asked me.

“Do you think you could help us out tonight? Our guitarist is being a serious douchebag, and he is flaking on us.”

“Aren’t you going on in twenty minutes? How many sets are you playing?”

“Yeah. Brent said he might be able to buy us some time. We can be a little late. Our set is just under an hour.”

“It’s all originals though.” I winced. If they were doing covers of classic rock songs or jazz tunes, then I could have probably held my own without practice, but I didn’t see how I could learn their set without a few nights of practice with them.

“It’s all simple stuff. We pretty much play the same rhythm parts for most of the songs, a few have a melody. They all have a little guitar solo in them, but I can try to cover them.” Nicole was pretty, and she fluttered her eyes lashes when she spoke. I guessed she was used to getting her way. Wasn’t that how all pretty girls were?

“No one is going to know if you mess up, dude,” Roger said, “Most of these people have never heard our songs. They are just here because the company is showcasing us.”

The idea sounded crazy. Even if we played through the songs right now, it would be beyond difficult to learn them enough to perform live. I’d probably have to keep some sort of cheat sheet and work my ass off to keep them from sounding terrible.

“We’ll probably have to cancel if you don’t say yes. We’d really appreciate it if you helped us out tonight,” Nicole asked again.

“I don’t have a guitar.” I shrugged.

“Dude! There are like ten in the other room. You can use whatever one you want.” Brent smiled and clapped his hands.

“Or a pedal board?” I winced. I had a small set up at home for the occasional times I wanted to add some flavor to my sound.

“We’ve got a bunch of multi-pedals. We can make this work. Come on, dude. My dad will get pissed off if they can’t play.” I saw Nicole, Roger, and Trey pale a little at Brent’s words.

“Okay. Do you have any staff paper and a pencil? I’m going to have to make a lead sheet for each song.”

“Yeah. We’ve got tons of that. I’ll grab you some. Come pick out a guitar and a pedal!” Brent gave a little fist pump and then darted into the other room.

“What kind of guitar do you want?” I asked Nicole and Roger.

“Jesse played a Les Paul, but whatever you are comfortable with,” the bassist answered.

“Yeah, whatever you want Eric. You are really helping us out,” Nicole said. Her guitar was a Stratocaster style, and I recalled their sound was a mix of rock, pop, and dance stuff. I nodded at the band and then took the half dozen steps into the first room of the studio after Brent.

“Take whichever guitar you want. They might not be in tune, but my dad normally has a tech come by every month to make sure everything is good. You never know when someone might need one for a recording.”

I looked over to the mix of stands in the corner. There were eight guitars displayed, with every single type of flavor represented. My eyes almost immediately drifted past the crowd of traditionally colored and sized axes to a sparkly orange one that sat at the back of the group.

I carefully tiptoed through the stringed forest and then picked up the guitar that had caught my eye. It was a G&L ASAT, which was the company’s version of the Fender Telecaster. It was close to the same guitar I had at home, but this one also had an ebony fingerboard and black pick guard that gave a nice contrast to the orange sparkle of the paint on the body and headstock. A quick run of my hand down the neck confirmed that it would take virtually no effort for me to get accustomed to.

“I’ll use this one,” I yelled to Brent while I slung the axe on my shoulder.

“Oh, cool. I’ve always liked that one. It will go good with this band. I’ve got your paper here.” He held up a notebook of staff paper and pointed to the corner by me. “There are some pedals on the shelf there.”

“Ahh, thanks.” I turned to look at the shelf. Most guitarists put together a custom set of unique pedals. Each pedal gave the guitar a single sound or effect and combined with the other pedals in a line to make it possible for multiple sounds to coexist. The process of a player setting up their board was time consuming and extremely expensive. I didn’t often play a lot of rock music, but my small setup had taken me about ten months of fiddling with and around a thousand dollars. Some players thought that the pedal board was just as important as the guitar they played.

The shelf Brent had directed me to only contained multi-pedals. Many guitarists would look down their noses at such devices, since they normally didn’t come close to creating as rich of a sound as getting the perfect, individual tone of each unique pedal, but what they may have lacked for in tone they made up for with versatility and a compact size. I grabbed one that had four foot switches on it and carried it back to the room where the band was playing.

“Nice guitar!” Nicole clapped her hands together when she saw the orange G&L.

“I thought it would work with your pink one. Tell me about the first song?” I sat on a chair, and Brent got me a small table to rest the notebook on.

“Okay, it’s in G Major. Here are how the chords go.” Nicole played me through three different changes in a dozen seconds while she lightly sang her part. I wrote down the chords and tried to key in a few lyrics so that I’d have a better guide to the changes.

Within a few minutes, I was playing the chords along with her. Trey and Roger filled in their parts to the music, and we actually sounded really tight. Both of the guys were skilled players and really locked in with their tempos. I noticed that Brent and Samantha had left the room and had closed the door to the studio behind them.

“The bridge has a guitar solo,” Nicole said. She strummed her guitar, and Roger played his part.

“What does Jesse normally play?”

“Sounds like this.” Nicole sang a part, and I committed the pitches to memory.

“Like this?” I played what I thought she sang.

“Shit. Exactly like that,” she laughed. “Maybe even better!” Roger and Trey joined in her laughter. I smiled back at their approval and then quickly wrote the music out on the staff paper of my lead sheet.

“You can write the music?” Roger leaned in over my paper.

“Yeah.” I shrugged. “Once upon a time I was going to be a professional musician.”

“Why did you change your mind?” Nicole asked.

“It’s a better conversation over a beer. Maybe after the show?” The three of them nodded. I looked at the part I wrote and then played it again. I actually thought of a better way to play the solo, but I figured tonight I’d stick to what they told me to play, unless I got mixed up and had to improvise.

“So now you’ve got all the parts. It goes part A, B, A, Bridge, then B, A. The last A part has an extra chord here.” Nicole played the verse and then added an extra E minor chord before the fifth C major chord. I played the changed verse and then wrote it down.

“What effects should I use?” I pointed at the pedal.

“For the verse, use a touch of distortion and maybe a bit of reverb.” I nodded and then toggled through the settings while I strummed. “Yeah! that one!” Nicole said, and I stopped the pedal, played a few more chords, and then wrote the patch number on the lead sheet.

“You can probably keep that for the chorus also. Just put something with more gain on during your solo.” I nodded and then fiddled with the settings to find a sound that cut a bit more. Then I saved the sounds to three of the four pedals on the deck and saved the sequence.

“Do you want to run through it again?” Trey asked with a bit of obvious nervousness in his voice.

“We’ve got eight other songs to go in, like, twenty minutes. I think we have to plow ahead,” Nicole said.

“Alright. Eight more. Let’s get going.” I grabbed my pencil and then readied a new lead sheet.
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Chapter 13

I hadn’t set foot in Brent’s backyard before I met them all in the game room, so I wasn’t prepared for the size of the place, or the size of the stage.

Or the size of the crowd.

There must have been three, maybe four hundred people packed into what would have been a pretty massive patio area with an Olympic-size pool tucked in the corner. The stage was raised a good four feet, and the crowd erupted into an actual cheer when we walked onto the platform. So much for this just being a group of industry folks. My guess was that a lot of the people were fans of the band.

“Thanks for coming, you sweeties!” Nicole said into the microphone while Roger and I plugged our instruments into the PA system. There was a sound-check guy at the side of the stage, and he gave me the thumbs up when I plugged in.

“We are going to do a quick sound check and then rock your socks off!” Nicole played a few notes on her pink guitar and made some hand motions to the sound engineer to raise her monitor volume so she could hear herself better. Then she gave the okay sign and looked at me.

I played one of my warm-up exercises and thought that my monitor sounded fine, so I gave the thumbs up to the sound dude, and he returned the motion.

“You are so fucking hot!” A woman’s voice screamed across the crowd when I stopped playing. A bunch of people in the crowd laughed, but I couldn’t see who yelled the words, probably Katherine.

Then Roger did his sound test, and Nicole walked a few steps back to me.

“Thanks again for helping us out. Don’t worry about anything; you are a fucking awesome player. You’ll kick ass tonight.” She winked at me and walked to the front of the stage.

“You motherfuckers ready to rock?” she yelled into the microphone, and the crowd went crazy. Trey snapped his sticks together three times, and we hit the first notes.

Then we were rocking.

The band’s music wasn’t terribly complicated. Most of it was power chords with the occasional fuller chord thrown in for complexity. Their music was good though, and had great elements of rock along with dance, and poppy, singable lyrics. In fact, a good chunk of the audience actually sang along with Nicole at parts. We finished the first song without a hitch, and I nailed the solo.

The crowd roared when we finished, and I took a step back to glance at the lead sheet for the next song. I had set it behind one of the PA amps. After a quick refresher, I gave Trey the nod, and he counted off the next song. This one was a little more difficult than the first, but it was still many times easier than anything I ever had to play on a classical guitar, so I felt really damn good about my performance.

The rest of the songs seemed to fly off of the fret board of the orange sparkled guitar. Suddenly we were playing the last song. The crowd was jumping up and down against the stage in time with Nicole, Roger, and I leaping on stage. I was drenched in sweat, but I didn’t feel like I had worked hard at all. If anything, I felt unbelievably connected with their music and the performance. These guys were great to play with, and I had never needed to search for the correct tempo or even guess at a key change. They had given me all the right info for my lead sheets, of course, but it felt like the four of us had a great connection on stage.

The end of the last song had kind of a repeating vamped section. When we began the part, Nicole stopped her singing to talk into the mic.

“Thank you so much for coming out to see us tonight!” The crowd cheered, and I smiled into the faceless crowd. I’d tried a few times to spot one of my friends, but there were just too many people, and the lights attached to the roof of the massive mansion made it hard to perceive individual faces.

“Give it up for Trey on the drums!” Trey did a neat drum fill, and the crowd cheered.

“Roger on bass!” Roger didn’t change the line he was playing, but he smiled and did a small bow on stage when the crowd cheered.

“Eric on lead guitar!” Nicole called upon me, and I shredded a small guitar solo across the neck. The crowd seemed to appreciate the demonstration, or my performance in general, and they screamed. I definitely heard Katherine and Kim’s voices shrieking above the roar of everyone else.

“I’m Nicole, and we are Jump! Kick! Check us out on the road this winter!” The crowd cheered again, and Nicole took the neck of her guitar again to finish the song.

Then we were done.

My brain felt like it was buzzing from a thousand happy bees. The night had gotten cold, but I hadn’t felt the chill while playing. Even now, it seemed as if I was standing in a sauna, and I saw steam rolling off of Nicole, Trey, and Roger’s bodies. Roger and Nicole unplugged their instruments, and I followed suit. Then I followed the three of them off of the stage and to the far side of the mansion, where there was a door leading to the hallway by the rehearsal room. It was actually a tough path to take, since the entire crowd seemed to swarm us as soon as we stepped down, and Nicole had to repeat a few hundred times that we were going to put our instruments away and then be right back to the party to hang with everyone.

“Damn, that was fucking awesome!” Trey said as soon as we stepped into the recording room. “Man, you are really damn good.” Trey grabbed me on the shoulder and shook me enthusiastically. Nicole and Roger quickly added their own appraisal and gave me appreciative hugs.

“Thanks guys. It is great music, and you did a great job prepping me for it.” I put the guitar back on its stand and was suddenly missing the weight of it on my shoulder. I thought about my own electric guitar in the closet at home and committed to playing it some tomorrow.

Except that I had the museum with Beth.

That I planned on not going to.

“You really helped us out, Eric. Thank you so much.” Nicole had put away her pink guitar and gave me another hug.

“No problem. I really liked playing with you guys.” I was about to say more, but the door opened, and my friends flooded into the small room.

“Holy shit, guys, you sounded awesome!” Brent was followed by Sam, Katherine, Kim, Patrick, and Daya.

“Thanks Brent.” Nicole gave a small smile and then shook his hand. “You see your dad?”

“Yeah, he seemed really happy. The crowd loves you!”

“We couldn’t have done it without our ringer.” Trey pointed to me, and I felt blood come to my cheeks.

“It was all good. Thanks again for letting me play with you.” I felt Katherine grab onto my arm and squeeze my bicep twice. I looked over at the pretty woman, and her green eyes seemed to be on fire. The room was big enough for all the people that had just filed in, but Katherine and Kim’s tight athletic bodies suddenly pushed against me from both sides.

“We gotta get back out there and schmooze with people.” Roger had finished putting away his bass, and Nicole nodded at his words. The group began to talk to each other about the show all at once and then migrated toward the exit of the studio.

“God, you looked so fucking hot on stage there. Let’s get out of here.” Katherine’s whispered breath was dripping with husky sensuality, and her mouth was a fraction of an inch from my ear. We were at the end of the group, and I almost replied, but I didn’t think I could whisper softly enough. The three of us slowed our walk down a bit so that the rest of the group could get out of the door.

“Let’s go back to my house,” Kim said as soon as the door to the hallway closed and the three of us were alone in the studio equipment room. Her tight body rubbed against mine while we walked, and it was almost enough pressure to push me over if Katherine hadn’t been using her own body to sandwich me from the other side. My hands were circling both women’s hips, and I dropped them down to squeeze their small, firm butts.

“It would be kinda rude to leave now. I think we should stay a bit longer,” the words escaped my mouth easily, but my dick was hard as a rock and completely disagreed with what I just said.

“Oh? You really want to stay here longer, King Eric?” Katherine’s hand slid across my cheek and pulled my face to her mouth. Her lips met mine, and our tongues danced together. Hers was wet, warm, and spoke of what she wanted to do to me once we got out of here.

“Aww. Poor King Eric, he has so many fans waiting for him now, he doesn’t have time for his little harem girls.” Kim’s hand stroked my cock through my jeans, and her lips began to nibble on the side of my neck that faced her. The stimulation was enough to make me groan with gut-wrenching pleasure. I didn’t think my dick could get any harder, but Kim’s fingers knew how to slide across my jeans, and the pants were now painfully uncomfortable against my shaft.

“Okay,” I panted, and turned my face away from Katherine to kiss Kim’s delicious lips. She sighed into my mouth, and Katherine’s hand joined her friend’s in rubbing my cock through my jeans. “Did you guys drive here? Can you give me directions?”

“Hmm...” Katherine purred while she nibbled on my neck. “I suppose one of us should ride with you to make sure you don’t get lost.”

“I’ll do it, since we took your car over here,” Kim broke the kiss with me to speak and then pushed her slick tongue into my mouth as soon as she had finished.

“Aww. Then you two will have fun in the car without me.” I looked at Katherine while I continued to make out with Kim, and the tall, brown-haired woman was in full-pout mode. “How about we rock-paper-scissors for it?”

“Fine.” Kim broke from my lips again and held her fist out. The two beautiful women counted to three and then both kept their hands closed to form the rock. Then they counted to three again, this time Katherine picked scissors and Kim picked rock.

“Fuck,” Katherine said, while Kim squealed with delight. “Best out of three?” she asked with a sly smile.

“We could have gotten into our cars by now. Just let me ride him. Whoops. I mean ride with him,” Kim smiled at me and licked her lips.

“Okay, let’s just get out of here.” Katherine pulled on my shirt, and the three of us walked into the hallway.

The party somehow seemed to be picking up steam, and I observed about three times as many people in the game room as there were before. I actually saw Patrick’s broad shoulders at the same pool table, and I saw Sam sitting in the far corner, so I guessed that Brent and Daya were close by.

The two volleyball girls and I zigzagged through the crowd and then reached the front foyer to the giant mansion without getting noticed or pulled into a conversation with anyone else. I felt a little bad about ghosting out of the party, but I figured that Brent probably had his hands full with the band and guests. I kinda wanted to say bye to the band, but I figured they were probably really busy socializing with people from the recording company. Besides, they had already thanked me for playing with them, and I’d thanked them for inviting me.

We exited the mansion and gave our car tickets to the valet at the front of the driveway. Within a few minutes, they pulled Katherine’s Mercedes and my Subaru up. Kim and I jumped in my car, and we followed Katherine out of the driveway and onto the mean streets of Beverly Hills.

“You looked so hot on stage. I didn’t know that you could play guitar.” Kim’s hands had been rubbing my right arm while we were on the driveway, but, as soon as we hit the streets, her hands dropped to my leg and then slid to the bulge that my dick was making in my jeans.

“Thanks. It was a great opportunity. Their guitarist didn’t show up so they asked me to play.” Her fingers found the buckle on my belt, and she tugged on the strap to loosen the leather.

“You sounded awesome. How long have you played?” Her fingers undid the button of my jeans and then slid down the zipper.

“Since I was a kid.” I tried to focus on the tail lights of Katherine’s car, but my dick was painfully hard from the anticipation of what was going to happen in the next few minutes when we got back to Kim’s house, as well as what was going to happen in the next few seconds when Kim freed it from my underwear.

“Did you know their songs? Brent said they were teaching them to you right before the show.” Her fingers found my cock beneath my underwear, and I wiggled my hips a bit in my seat so that she could pull it free.

“I had heard them play before, but I didn’t know the songs. They had to tell me the chord changes and, ahhhh.” I had to moan because Kim leaned over in her seat and took the tip of my cock in her pretty little mouth. The sudden wet and warm feeling of her lips around the head made my breath leave my body and my chest quiver.

Her fine black hair spread over my chest and lap while she made small licks across the tip of my cock. She moaned with excited pleasure and then took more of the shaft in her mouth while she caressed the sides of my head with a twirl of her tongue. I’ve never had someone give me oral in the car, and I was struggling to keep my eyes on the road.

“Damn, you are so hard. I love your cock.” The air in the car wasn’t exactly cold, but it was significantly cooler than her hot mouth, and I gasped when she took her lips off of my dick to speak. Fortunately, she didn’t wait for my response and quickly resumed licking the sides of my shaft and tip.

I couldn’t really see exactly what she was doing through her spread of hair, and I was supposed to be watching the road. So the whole situation was almost more erotic than a normal blowjob, since I couldn’t really watch her lick me or do more than moan when she did something that felt incredible.

I was moaning nonstop.

Her mouth felt unbelievable around my penis. I don’t know if she actually enjoyed my cock as much as her own moans and slurps made me believe, but it felt as if she was alternating between making out with the head and licking the sweetest lollipop she had ever tasted. I didn’t think I’d come with her ministrations, since the act of driving was too much of a distraction, but I knew that, if we were lying on a bed, I probably would have climaxed in her mouth after a few minutes.

“That feels amazing, Kim,” I managed to gasp out between moans. “But I think we are here.” Katherine had pulled up to the gate of a white-stucco mansion surrounded by an iron fence, gate, and pepper-tree sentries. Katherine leaned out of her window, hit some keys on the terminal by the gate, and then drove onto the property after it opened.

Unlike Aimee or Brent’s house, Kim’s home was visible from the street. While the size of the property was probably only half an acre, the mansion took up a half of the footprint. I followed the Mercedes around the back of the house, where there was a four-car garage and plenty of space for me to park. Past the garage, I saw a pool, Jacuzzi, small pool house, and a sand volleyball court. The whole parking area was lit with fancy-looking bell lanterns that reminded me of the old-time gas lights.

The clock on my car’s dashboard showed twenty past midnight, and I guessed that it had taken us less than ten minutes to get here. Kim hadn’t let up from the gentle sucking of my dick, and I felt my hips begin to unconsciously push out of the seat so that I could drive my cock deeper into her tight mouth. She moaned appreciatively with the motion of my hips, and she increased the speed that she ran her tongue around my shaft. I turned off the car, but I couldn’t reach the parking brake because the pretty Asian girl was leaning over the lever.

“Oh come on!” Katherine had gotten out of her car and saw through my windshield that her friend’s head was in my lap. Her face turned into an expression that was half arousal and half smirk. She took the few steps to my car and rapped on the driver window.

Kim gave my dick a last erotic suck before she took her mouth off with a slurping sound. She brushed back her hair with her left hand and then slid back into her own seat. I put my penis back beneath my underwear and put my pants back together while Kim opened the door to my car and dripped out like hot wax. By the time she had shut the door, I had gotten my belt attached back over my aching cock, yanked up the parking brake, and grabbed my overnight bag from the back seat. Then I opened my door and stepped out of my car to meet Katherine’s hungry lips.

“Did you like her cute little mouth on your cock?” Katherine whispered in my ear once our lips broke.

“Muaaahh.” I could only sigh. I had only drunk a quarter of the beer well before the band played, but I already felt tipsy off of Katherine and Kim.

“I was afraid that she was going to finish you off in the car and there would be none left for me.” She pushed her body against my front, and my free hand found her tight ass and squeezed.

“I’m not that selfish!” Kim said over her shoulder. She’d finished unlocking her door and opened the decorative thing before gesturing for us to enter. Katherine unlocked her lips from my neck, and she tugged me into the mansion behind her. We had gone through an entrance into a kitchen that was probably twice the size of my apartment. It was done in a French style with dark, iron work surfaces and steel appliances.

“I’ll get some water,” Kim opened the door to a refrigerator that must have been eight feet tall and six feet across.

“I’ll take Eric up to your room,” Katherine said while she tugged on my hand and led me through the giant kitchen, into a hallway with what I guessed was Korean artwork hanging on the wall, and up a spiral staircase.

While we walked up the stairs, I saw more Asian art pieces, and it reminded me of the museum that I was supposed to be going to with Beth tomorrow morning. For a few steps, I thought about the beautiful genius girl and what her reaction would be tomorrow when I called her to tell her that I wasn’t going to meet with her. Part of me dreaded the conversation, because I knew I would disappoint her. But the part of me that didn’t want to go to jail confirmed that I should be spending time with girls eighteen years or older.

Like Katherine and Kim.

“In here.” Katherine pulled me into the first door up the stairs. I guessed it was Kim’s room because of the various pictures of girls’ volleyball teams on the walls, trophies on every dresser, and a scattering of blue and gold volleyballs on the floor. There was a California King-sized bed on the opposite side of the room, covered in a gold and black speckled comforter. The right wall of the room had a door slightly ajar, and I saw that it lead to a large bathroom that was mostly marble and gold fixtures.

“Get on the bed,” she commanded. I did as she said and sat on the edge to quickly take off my shoes and socks. Before I could finish peeling the last sneaker off, she was already crawling on all fours atop the top of the mattress and pushing me back into the satin-covered pillows.

“You are such a fucking rock star. I got so wet watching you play on stage.” Katherine’s cheeks were flushed, and I could plainly see the desire burning in her green eyes. She brushed her wavy, brown hair back away from her face and then knelt by the side of me to unbuckle my pants. Before she could finish, Kim walked into her room with three big bottles of water. The pretty black-haired girl kicked the door closed behind her and then arranged the water on the table.

“Come help me with his cock,” Katherine said to Kim when she got my belt unhooked. I raised my hips off of the bed, and the two tall volleyball girls yanked my jeans and underwear off with one coordinated tug.

My dick sprang free with a violent twitch, and the sudden release made it tense up to a hardness that I almost couldn’t believe. Katherine immediately grabbed onto the base of my dick, but, before she could lean down to suck on it, Kim’s lips found the stiff shaft. We both moaned in unison as her warm, wet mouth descended down my entire length. I felt the tip of my cock scrape against the back of her throat, and the sensation made my entire body twitch with agonizing delight.

“Ugh. Didn’t you have enough in the car? Hungry bitch,” Katherine complained, but Kim just moaned with enjoyment and made her soft tongue slide around the base of my length while her throat squeezed me. I moaned with the sensation, and Katherine pushed her lips against mine to silence me.

The green-eyed beauty was curled up in the nook of my right arm, and my hand easily found her ass through the thin material of her tight, teal cocktail dress. She moaned into my mouth and raised her butt into the air slightly so that my hand could reach a bit lower on her dress. I followed her hint, and my fingers ran to the underside of her dress and managed to touch the smooth fabric of her panties. My fingers roamed around against the cloth until I was sure I felt the indention of her pussy, and then I began to rub there. Katherine gasped when I pushed her underwear against her slit, and she broke off the kiss to attack my neck with her tongue.

Kim was still leaning over the side of her bed to suck on my cock, and she seemed completely absorbed by the activity. From the sounds of her slurps and moans, I almost wondered if she was enjoying the blow job as much as I was. I reached over to her with my left hand to pull her dark silky hair away from her face so I could watch her lips slide up and down my shaft better. Her dark-brown eyes were closed, but, when she felt me grab her hair, they opened and stared at me with hot desire.

“That looks uncomfortable. You should get on the bed,” I gasped out the words to Kim. It was hard to talk because of the sensation of her wet tongue on my shaft combined with Katherine’s frantic kisses on my neck. The task of rubbing my right fingers on Katherine’s underwear gave me enough of a distraction to keep from climaxing into Kim’s wonderful mouth.

“Yes, King Eric.” She pulled her lips off of my tip to smile at me, and then she followed my order and knelt between my spread legs on the soft bed. Then she moved her hand to my wet cock and began to lick the length with her wet tongue.

Katherine had unbuttoned my shirt, and I sat off of the pillow, pulled my hand away from her panties, and then shrugged out of it with her help. My hands found her crotch again, but instead of rubbing against the damp panties, I pulled them aside with my middle finger and then slid my pointer finger into her wet pussy. She gasped when my finger entered her, and she pushed back against my hand to force me deeper into her while she licked my bare chest.

I pushed my middle finger against her clit and continued to slide my other finger into her wetness. Her little nub was easy to find, and, within a few dozen seconds of rubbing, Katherine became so distracted by my fingers that she had to lean her face into my chest, stop her licking, and moan my name. I loved the powerful feeling of controlling Katherine’s body like this, and the sounds of her panting, combined with Kim’s tight, wet mouth on my cock, made my hips begin to twitch in the way that indicated I’d climax soon.

“Kim, stop for a second.” I regretted the words as soon as the left my mouth. The pretty Asian girl looked surprised, and my cock slid out of her lips with a wet popping sound.

“What’s wrong?” Her face was pouting.

“I’m still the King for tonight.” I pointed with my left hand at her stereo system. “I want you to turn on some music and do a strip tease for me while I rub Katherine’s pussy.” It felt bold and naughty to command her, but I figured this was probably a once in a lifetime chance to roleplay like this.

“Ohhh. I like the way you think,” Katherine muttered in my ear. Her pussy was twitching around my fingers, and I guessed she had a few more minutes before she climaxed.

Kim smiled shyly and then slid off of her massive bed. The stereo was on the wall by the door, and she had to walk fifteen feet to get to it. There was an iPod docked on the system, and she hit a few buttons on it to load some music.

It was some sort of clubbing dance music, and Kim turned back toward us with a red blush painted brightly on her cheeks. She giggled self-consciously and then took a few short steps toward us while she began to gyrate her hips in time with the beat of the music. Her tight, grey dress rose up the length of her smooth, white thighs, and almost immediately I wanted those legs wrapped around my face so I could taste her pussy. The last time we had done this, I had fingered and fucked the hot Asian volleyball player, but I didn’t get a chance to make her come with my mouth.

Kim spun a bit with her swaying and showed us the profile of her tight body. Then she leaned over while she shoved her ass back before flipping her hair behind her. The movement made her mane look like a spinning ink stain, and she giggled with the display.

“God damn, you sexy bitch, you are so fucking hot!” Katherine commented on her friend’s display.

Kim smiled shyly and then turned a bit more so that her ass was facing us. She looked over her shoulder at us and then sank down into a sexy squat by twisting her hips back and forth. When she stood again, she looked at us over her other shoulder and rubbed her hair back away from her face. Then the beautiful Korean girl reached down with her right hand under the tight seam of her dress and tugged at her underwear. She shimmied again, and the garment descended down her toned legs while she stood on tippy toes. The panties were pink with black heart polka-dots, and she bent over once they hit the ground. Her gray dress was short, and the hem of it almost came up high enough for us to see her pussy when she folded at the stomach to get her underwear.

Katherine was moaning urgently, and my fingers were playing her clit and velvety tunnel like a guitar. Kim pulled her panties free of her pretty feet and then tossed the garment at us. I snatched it out of the air with my left hand and realized that the panties were practically dripping with the sweet wetness of her pussy. I brought the pink underwear to my nose and inhaled her sweet fragrance. She smelled wonderful, and my mouth began to water when I thought about soon tasting her.

“Fuck,” Katherine gasped, and I felt that she was about to orgasm. The brown-haired girl reached for my erection with her hand and bent over quickly to slide her mouth over the shaft. I felt her hips buck, and then she moaned around my cock when her climax crashed into her.

Her orgasm started quickly, and her pussy tightened around my pointer finger with the strength of a wrestler’s handshake, but she was wet. So wet that I thought I could drive her to a longer climax by fitting two of my fingers into her. I pulled out my drenched pointer finger and then pushed it back into her unbelievably tight and wet pussy along with my middle one. For a split second, I thought that they both wouldn’t fit, but she tilted her hips back against me, and the angle let my soaking wet fingers scrape against her velvety walls all the way into her.

“Muuuuaarfffhhhp!” Katherine moaned loudly with my cock in her mouth. She made the same noise a few more times, tried to suck on my dick, but soon let it fall out of her mouth so she could gasp for air.

“Oh god. Oh fuck. Oh god. Oh fuckkkkkkk.” Her orgasms hit her like a series of tidal waves while my fingers slid in and out of her in time with her squeezing vagina. It must have been thirty, maybe forty seconds before she gasped with shock and squirmed away from my fingers.

“Ahh. Ahh. Ahh. Damn....” Katherine panted on the bed beside me. She had fallen on her side, but, after she caught her breath, she twisted to lie on her stomach so that she could look at Kim.

“That sounded tasty,” Kim giggled. She was still dancing, but it had turned into more of a hip sway in time with the music.

“I’m gonna just lie here for a minute. Until my pussy relaxes,” Katherine sighed. I brought my fingers up to my mouth to suck them clean of her juices. Her pussy tasted a bit of caramel and white wine. It was a flavor I recalled from the last time the three of us made love at Jack’s house, when Katherine sat on my face while Kim rode my cock till I filled her with one of the most amazing orgasms I ever recalled.

“She is tasty,” I said to Kim after I licked my fingers clean of Katherine. “I didn’t get to eat you out last time.” My dick twitched at my own words.

“No. You just fucked my brains out.” Kim took a few steps closer to the bed and stopped her efforts to dance. “Are you commanding me to do something, King Eric?”

“Yes.” I thought about asking her to sit on my face, but I realized that I wanted to run my hands over her tight, athletic body while I licked her pussy. I slid off of the bed, sighed at the feeling of my hard dick swinging in the air, and then pulled Kim into my arms. My lips found her mouth, her tongue, her neck, and the exposed parts of her shoulder.

“Ohh, Eric. I love it when you kiss me,” Kim moaned in my ear when I attacked her neck. My right hand reached down to her ass, squeezed her cheek so I could appreciate the firmness, and then descended past her dress to find her pussy. She was as wet as Katherine, and the hot Asian girl gasped with pleasure when my fingers slid across her slit.

I teased her tight, wet entrance for a dozen seconds while our tongues frolicked together in her mouth. She reached down with her right hand and began to gently stroke the base of my penis. It throbbed in her hand, and my own fingers sank deeper into her tight tunnel.

Her hand on my cock felt unbelievable, but the few minutes of break from Kim’s mouth had done little to keep the feel of my orgasm from subsiding. I needed to take some of the stimulation off of it for a few more minutes or else I’d be shooting my load into Kim’s hand without having a chance to fuck her or Katherine.

I brought my hands up to the back of the Asian woman’s neck and found the zipper to her tight, gray dress. I pulled the tab down to open it, and then I pulled the tight garment off of her white shoulders and slowly slid it off her lithe body. The movement ended with me on my bare knees in front of her. I kissed up her toned calves, dimpled knees, toned thighs, and slender hips until I put my lips to the small triangle of silky, black pubic hair that pointed to her clit.

She gasped with my trail of kisses, and her nails scratched lightly through my hair. When my tongue trailed through her pubic hair, her gasps turned into a deep throaty moan, and she tightened her fingers in my hair and pointed my face to her clit. I took her hint and ran the tip of my tongue across the tiny, erect nub there. Her hips shook with pleasure as soon as I made contact, and I realized I was going to need to push her onto the bed and spread her legs so that I could fully enjoy the taste of her pussy.

I pushed my lips against her clit and flicked upwards with my tongue. Then I licked, kissed, and sucked on her hips, lean stomach, and ribs, and then cupped her firm left breast in my hand while I devoured her right nipple. She moaned appreciatively when I sucked on her breast and pushed her chest into me.

“You two are so fucking sexy.” I’d almost forgotten about Katherine. She had turned off of her stomach and lay on her side with her head propped up on an arm. There was a hungry look on her face, and I guessed she had recovered from her climax.

I gave Kim’s right nipple a parting lick, and then I moved my face to her left breast to nibble. While I sucked on the beautiful breast, I pushed her back to her bed and then lowered her naked body on top of the pillows. Once she settled on the bed, I slid my mouth from her breast and licked down her taunt tummy to her crotch. Then I climbed on to the bed next to Katherine, spread Kim’s trembling legs apart with my hands, and lowered my face to lick her dripping, wet entrance.

“Ahhhhhh...” Kim sighed when the middle of my tongue slid across her lips. She tasted like honey with a bit of a spicy aftertaste. It was a good flavor, and I wanted to taste more of it, so I pushed my tongue as deep as I could into her tunnel. She pushed up with her hips and gasped with pleasure, so I fucked her with my tongue until my face was drenched with her juices.

Katherine turned around on the bed so that she was laying somewhat parallel to me and began to kiss Kim’s neck, throat, and lips while she massaged the Asian woman’s pert breasts. The sight of the two sexy girls making out made my cock dig painfully into the soft mattress. To distract myself, I pulled my tongue out of Kim and replaced it with my pointer finger while I focused the efforts of my tongue on her erect clit.

The sensations of my finger sliding in and out of Kim’s amazingly tight pussy and my tongue swirling on her clit, combined with Katherine sucking on her face, neck, and nipples, were too much for the prone girl. Within a few minutes she was tensing her legs, moaning, and grabbing my hair with the hand that wasn’t stroking Katherine’s back. The orgasm hit Kim like a punch to the stomach, and I guessed that if I hadn’t been holding her hips down, she would have curled up into a ball and wailed.

But she did wail, thrash, and scream my name. Her tunnel clenched around my finger, and, even though she was already drenching me with her wetness, she somehow became wetter. I licked with renewed vigor so I could lap up all of her sex. Finally she couldn’t take my licking anymore and pushed me away with her hand and an exasperated sigh.

“Fucking shit.” She curled up on the bed and twitched a few more times. Katherine had stopped licking her, but still stroked the Asian girl’s flank with a light rake of her blue-painted nails.

“What would King Eric like to do now?” Katherine smirked and lay against the pillows. Her hand moved up from Kim’s torso to lightly pet her friend’s dark, satin hair.

“I’d like you to ride me till you come on my cock,” I said after a few moments of thought. The last time the three of us had fucked, I had taken Katherine in missionary and doggie style. I hadn’t experienced her riding me yet. I felt drunk off of this situation, and the room was spinning a bit.

“Oh goodie.” She let out a little mock gasp. “I mean, yes, King Eric. As you command. If your highness will lie on the bed, I will straddle your cock and fuck you till I come all over it.” Kim giggled at Katherine’s words, and the sound made her gasp and then shiver again. I guessed that she might have experienced an aftershock orgasm.

I still had my shirt on, but it was unbuttoned, and it joined my pants and underwear on the floor easily. Then I crawled across the bed to the center of the massive mattress and lay on my back with my legs together. Katherine ripped her own dress off before swinging her left leg over my hips, seizing the base of my twitching cock with her hand, and guiding the tip of my penis into her entrance.

She was still unbelievably wet; almost as wet as Kim had been after she came, so I slid between the brown-haired girl’s pussy lips with almost no effort. The sound of our bodies coming together made a slick sound, and we both gasped as soon as she lowered herself down my full length.

“Fuck, that is good.” She held her wavy hair back with her right hand and then leaned forward a bit so she could see my cock buried inside of her pussy. I guessed that Katherine had waxed recently, because she was completely bare and I couldn’t see the hint of any hair attempting to make their way out of her goose bumps.

My hands grabbed her hip bones, and I helped her rise off of me a few inches. Then I pulled her back down on my shaft firmly, and she exhaled. We soon found a slow rhythm, and the wet sounds of me sliding into Katherine’s tight pussy filled the room along with her grunts of pleasure and Kim’s excited purring.

“You are so wet and tight for me, Katherine,” I said after a few minutes of her riding me.

“Uh huh.” Her green eyes were closed with pleasure, and she opened them a small amount. “It helps that your cock is so big and hard. It fills me so goooooood.” She gasped, and her body twitched suddenly. I thought it was a hint that she was about to climax, but she continued with the same tempo for a few more seconds. Then she leaned forward, laid her hands on my chest, and changed the angle of her hips so that her clit was rubbing against my pubic bone while she fucked me.

I felt Kim shift across the bed to be closer to me, and her mouth nibbled on my left ear lobe. The sensation brought a shiver of pleasure down the other side of my body, and I gasped.

“I can’t wait until it is my turn. Save your cum for me, okay? I want to feel you fill me up again,” the Asian girl whispered in my ear and then pushed her warm tongue into the canal.

I didn’t answer her; mostly because the feeling of Katherine riding me felt amazing, and I didn’t know if my cock could go for much longer without filling her tight pussy with my sperm. Instead of speaking, I turned my mouth to Kim and slid my tongue into her petite mouth. Katherine growled when I kissed her friend, and her riding tempo picked up pace. It was a rapid rhythm, and the sounds of my wet cock sliding into her tunnel became a frantic swirling sound accompanied by the Jewish girl’s panting.

“Oh god, Katherine, you feel so good on my cock. Do you like fucking me?” I felt like she was close, and the tugging deep in my balls told me that it would be a race to climax. I could only last another minute or so until I exploded into her. She just felt too damn good, and while I wanted to fuck both of these hot girls for the rest of the night, my balls were starting to ache from not climaxing.

“Yesss. Oh yessss. Oh fuckkkkkk.” Her body twitched on top of me, and I knew she was coming. This was a slow-build kind of orgasm. The kind that grew slowly and then blossomed into a cascade of multiple crashes. The girl’s face contorted into a beautiful mix of pain and pleasure while she ground her pussy on my dick. I moved my hands from her hips to cup her ass and then did my best to pull her down onto me while I raised my hips and dug my cock as deep into her as I could. She appreciated the movement, and her build up exploded in time with my final thrust into her.

Katherine screeched, spasmed, raked her nails across my shoulders, and tried to buck loose of my grip when the climax took her. I held fast though, and she couldn’t escape the penis that I had forced deep into her tight tunnel. Both of these girls were extremely wet, but when they came it felt as if a flood of their juices ejaculated. It became so wet inside of Katherine I almost couldn’t feel her tight walls squeeze my cock.

Her pussy did squeeze me though, and the sensation combined with the sounds of her voice telling me she was coming made my balls tighten dangerously. This was just so damn hot. I couldn’t believe that I was fucking both of these gorgeous women in this amazing house on top of this massive bed. I suddenly wished I had access to Viagra, or a bunch of pot like the first time we had done this. Maybe it was stupid, but I wanted to fuck these girls all night and make them come dozens of times. I felt so wrapped up with their adoration and their desires that I wanted to please them for the rest of the weekend.

I fought against the surge coming from my testicles and felt my dick twitch painfully inside of Katherine. She was in the middle of her own long climax, so I doubt she felt me twitch. She was also so wet I doubt she felt the dribble of sperm leave the tip of my cock. But, besides that small amount, I had managed to stay my climax, and my dick continued to stay agonizingly hard.

“Ahh, that was so good.” Katherine nuzzled her face against the right side of my neck opposite where Kim kissed. She was done with her orgasm, but her hips still made slow rocking movements that slid the tip of my cock against the back of her wet, velvety walls.

“My turn now.” Kim leaned over my chest and lightly bit Katherine’s bare neck. The brown-haired girl purred and rolled off of my cock with a wet pop. Kim’s hand quickly grasped my cock, and she gave it an electric-feeling squeeze while she scooted her knees down toward my hips and prepared to ride me like Katherine just had.

“Wait,” I stopped her with a hand on her right hip. “I want both of you doggie style.”

“Yes, King Eric,” Kim answered with an excited smile.

“Oh, I like it when Eric is King,” Katherine agreed.

I sat up from my position on the bed and crawled a few feet away from the girls so they could arrange themselves properly. Both of them rose on their hands and knees before positioning themselves next to each other. Their pert asses were presented in the air to me, and they began to kiss each other passionately.

Both Katherine and Kim had amazing bodies from lives spent as volleyball players, so I took a moment to study the curve of their muscular backs, lean legs, toned butt cheeks, and the moist lips of their bare vaginas. Katherine’s olive skin was a few shades darker than Kim, and the Jewish girl had cute little freckles dancing over her hips. Kim’s skin was pale and flawless like freshly poured milk.

I walked a few lengths on my knees across the bed so that I could caress the skin of the two beautiful women. They moaned appreciatively at my touch and opened their eyes while they kissed so that they could each give me a smoldering look. I caressed each of them for half a minute before I slid my left hand down to Katherine’s pussy. She gasped at my touch and leaned her hips back in an attempt to force my fingers into her hole.

Kim whined when she realized that Katherine was getting attention from me, but the sound quickly turned into a purr when she saw me move behind her and grab the right side of her hip with my hand.

“Guide me into you, Kim,” I commanded her. She was still enjoying a heated kiss with Katherine, but her right hand reached between her own legs and found the base of my shaft. Then she led me cock upwards slightly and pushed the tip of my hard dick against her entrance. She wiggled her hips, and I did my part; slowing thrusting forward so that my length slid into her.

The Asian girl was still soaking wet, and I was drenched from Katherine’s cum, so I slid into Kim with little effort. We both gasped when I reached the halfway point, and we moaned when I bottomed out inside of her and felt my tip scrape against the walls to her womb. My left hand was still playing with Katherine’s pussy, and I pushed my thumb into her tunnel and used my pointer finger to play with her clit.

I was fucking both women now, one with my cock and the other with my fingers. Both seemed to enjoy what I was doing, and they resumed kissing each other while I penetrated them. Every dozen seconds or so, one or both of them would open their eyes, glance back at me with a look of adoration, and then resume their sucking on each other’s tongues through excited gasps. The scene was unbelievably sexy, and Kim’s pussy was agonizingly tight around my dick, but she was so wet that it was almost dulling a bit of the sensation of her warm tunnel.

I wasn’t actually counting my deep thrusts into the tight Asian woman, but I had played enough music to know when twelve measures of four beats had passed. I pulled out of Kim suddenly and knelt across both of the women’s tangled feet to position myself behind Katherine. Kim gasped sighed with dismay, and both women stopped kissing each other and turned their heads to watch me change position.

My left thumb was still fucking Katherine while my fingers played with her clit. It was a quick, slippery exchange, but my rock-hard cock was soon inside of her thrashing body, and my right hand was playing with Kim’s pussy. As soon as I slid into Katherine, she pushed her pretty face into the pillows on the bed and groaned with ecstasy.

Although this was my second threesome with the two volleyball girls, I knew that Katherine liked to fuck at a quicker and harder tempo than Kim. I hooked my left hand over her left hip and drilled into her tunnel while I pulled her hips back into me. My tempo was much quicker than with Kim, and I briefly took my hand away from the Asian girl’s dripping pussy to smack Katherine on her right butt cheek. The girl yelped at the sudden pain and then gave a cry of joy as she pushed into my dick to match my tempo.

“Oh yessssss. Eric. Oh god. Don’t stop. Smack my ass again!” I didn’t do it, and she looked over her shoulder at me angrily.

“You forgot my title,” I gasped over the sound of our wet bodies coming together.

“Oh shit,” Katherine moaned into the pillow again, and Kim giggled. “King Eric. Please smack my ass. I’ve been a bad girl and need to be punished by my lord.” Her mouth hung open in a mixture of pleasure and agony.

I pulled my fingers from Kim again and then smacked Katherine’s right butt cheek again. It wasn’t very hard, but she was wet with sweat and I was wet from Kim’s pussy, so it made a loud slick sound. Katherine yelped again, and I felt her body begin to tremor.

“Fuck. Oh that is so good. Damn it. Yesss, yesss. Please do it again,” she whined and then growled when I didn’t follow her order.

“King Eric. Please!” she begged, and I smacked her once more in the same spot on her ass. There was a tiny, red mark forming on her toned ass, and the Jewish girl shook again around me. She moaned, pushed her face into the pillow to scream, thrust back into me, and then climaxed with an earthquake level of shaking.

“Ahhhhhhhhhh! Fuuuuuuuuuu!” she screamed into the pillow, pushed back into me, tried to pull away, and tensed her lean body at the same time. I wrapped my right hand around her hip to prevent her from escaping my cock and then dropped my left fingers to rub her engorged clit. This further exaggerated her orgasm, and she shot up from her pillow with a throaty moan and then leaned back into me. Her hair was suddenly wrapped around my face, and her sharp nails dug into the back of my shoulders.

Her back was pressed into my chest, and my dick was sitting impaling her almost vertically. The position allowed me to rub her clit even easier and bring my right arm around to cup her small breasts. She was coming down from her climax, but it seemed to start all over again when my right hand cupped her left breast across her chest and pinch the erect nipple I found there.

“Yessss. Yessss. Oh mmmmaaaaahhhh.” She was hoarse from screaming so loudly, and her right hand came away from my shoulder and grasped over the hand that was playing with her nipple. I used both of my arms to pull her down on my cock one last time and then let her stay there while I was deep inside. Her shaking lasted another dozen or so seconds before she let out an exhausted sigh and fell forward. I let her out of my hug and let my penis slide out from inside of her tunnel while she collapsed on the bed.

“Fuck, that was so good. Fuck. Fuck. I didn’t think anyone could make me come like that.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it. I did.” I smiled at the prone girl and then looked at Kim. She was still on her hands and knees.

“I need to come,” I said matter of factly.

“Yes. Please come inside of me.” Her words made my cock twitch in the open air, and I changed my position to kneel right behind her.

“You didn’t say King Eric,” Katherine reminded her friend with a sigh.

“Please come inside of me, King Eric. I want you to fill me up so badly. I need your sperm. Please.” She pushed out her lower lip in a pout, and her pleading voice took on a cute tone. I ran my fingers down her wet pussy lips and then slid my pointer finger into her tightness a few times before I took hold of my cock and guided the tip into her.

“Oh Eric. That is soooooo gooooood.” Kim’s back formed a convex arch, and I ran my fingers down her shoulders to the dip in her spine. Then I pushed my dick into her as deep as I could and left myself buried in her for a handful of delightful seconds.

My balls were sore, and the pain reminded me that I should have climaxed a long time ago. I had put it off for too long, but Kim’s tight pussy was doing a wonderful job of stimulating me toward the cliff of a powerful orgasm. My two lovers had enjoyed a few beautiful climaxes in the last hour, and I guessed that the agony in my twitching balls meant that I was going to fill Kim with a cup or two of my sperm. I hadn’t moved from my initial plunge into her, so I pulled myself out a few inches and then picked a medium tempo that I hoped would drive both of us to climax together at the same time.

“Ohhhhhhh,” she moaned and flipped her head back to swing her long, black hair over her back. It lay across her skin like a silk sheet, and I reached my right hand over her to grab onto the mane. She gasped when I pulled on her hair, and she bucked her hips against my rhythm in an attempt to get me to fuck her faster.

I followed her pushes and increased my tempo. Her tunnel was still as wet as a swimming pool and tighter than my fist. She just felt so good around my shaft, and my sore testicles began to tingle with the feeling of an oncoming climax. My stomach fluttered, and I felt my breath began to leave my chest quicker than I could suck the oxygen into my lungs.

“Fuck, Kim. I’m going to come. I’m going to fill you up,” I gasped painfully.

“Yes. Yes. Yes! Come in me, please. Ohhhhh yessssss!” She pushed frantically against my cock, and I pulled a little more on her hair to keep her close to me. It was either my admittance that I was about to fill her, or the pulling of her hair, or maybe a combined effort, but I felt her walls tighten around me with a sudden spasm that milked my cock to a mind-numbing orgasm.

I ejaculated into the lithe Asian girl with the deepest thrust I could manage while a groan escaped from my stomach and poured out of my open mouth. It was simultaneously the most painful and pleasurable climax I could recall. My penis and balls spasmed dozens of times and each seizure filled Kim with what I imagined was a handful of my seed. We both screamed with the sensation, but as soon as I thought I was finished, her drenched tunnel squeezed me again. The motion forced my balls to tighten a few more times, and I gasped as my cock shot even more cum into her.

Finally, I was done. We were both done.

I still held her hair with my right hand and grasped her left hip with my other. I let go of her hair and then ran my hand down her spine to rub her muscular ass. She looked back over her shoulder at me with absolute adoration on her pretty face. I was still rock hard inside of her, and I imagined that if I pulled my cock from her tight tunnel a gallon of my seed would pour out of her onto the bed.

“Ahhhh. Kim always gets your cum,” Katherine smirked from where she lay next to us.

“He came inside of you last time while you ate me,” Kim said with a long sigh. “And you told me he fucked you the next morning.” The Asian girl stuck her tongue out at her friend.

“Yeah. But I think he put a ton of his cum inside of you. Let me see your pussy.” Katherine waved her hand in the direction of our joined bodies.

“Ahem,” I said with a smirk. My vision had started to clear, but my cock was still painfully hard inside of Kim’s pussy. I figured that it would take me a long time to calm down since I’d delayed my orgasm for so long.

“King Eric, can you please pull your royal cock out of my tight little friend there so that I may examine her wet pussy to see how much sperm you put into her?” Katherine laughed lightly after she made her request.

“Well, when you ask like that, how can I say no?” I looked down at Kim, and the Asian girl bit her lower lip as I slowly pulled my length out of her tight tunnel. We both sighed with the effort, and as soon as my tip had cleared her lips, I let go of her hips. The black-haired woman collapsed forward on the bed with a sigh and then slowly spun across the sheets so that she was laying on her back with her toned legs spread open.

“So fucking hot.” Katherine spread the swollen pink lips of Kim’s pussy, and a waterfall of my cum poured from the opening.

“Last time, you cleaned me up with your tongue,” Kim winked at Katherine. The Asian girl’s stomach tensed a little, and more of the thick white cream came out of her wet hole. It was pooling on the comforter beneath her ass, and I felt a little bit of pride when I saw the copious amount.

“I’ll go get something you two can clean up with,” I said before Katherine could answer Kim. I slid off of the bed and took a few wobbly steps toward the bathroom connected to Kim’s room. My dick was still hard, and my testicles were still sore. I actually felt like I needed to orgasm again, but it was just the pain from having blue balls. I probably could fuck again, but I doubted I would be able to feel anything or actually climax. I just felt relaxed, and I wanted to curl up on the massive bed between the two women and sleep.

Kim’s bathroom was a chaotic mess of brushes, bras, dresses, and cosmetic containers. I wouldn’t even know where to begin if I wanted to clean it, but a giant broom to push everything into a corner would have made it easier for me to walk across the tile floor. It was currently a minefield of girl stuff, and I had to execute a complicated series of balanced steps to make it to the toilet, grab the roll of paper packaged on the cabinet above the crapper, and then journey back to Kim’s room.

I made it a few steps toward the bed before I noticed that both of the girls were fast asleep on top of the covers of Kim’s bed. Katherine was snuggled up sideways with her head nuzzled against Kim’s neck. The Asian girl was still lying on her back, with her legs spread open and my semen dripping out of her onto the comforter. I stood beside them for a few seconds to see if they just had their eyes closed, but their naked breasts rose and fell with deep calm breaths. There was a clock on the nightstand where the bottles of water were, and the red numbers showed nine minutes past three. Fuck, it was late, and I was not surprised they were both unconscious.

I carefully used the toilet paper to clean some of my seed from the pool on the bed, then I threw out the tissue, opened the bottles of water in case the girls woke up thirsty in the middle of the night, took a half dozen gulps from one of the bottles, and then turned off the lights in the large room.

There was enough moonlight to make it back to the bed without stubbing my toe. I grabbed the edge of the comforter, pulled it from the left side of the bed, and carefully laid it over the two naked women. Then I crawled under the sheets of the coverless bed and laid my head on one of the fluffy satin pillows.

What a day.

Playing in the band tonight had been awesome, and it almost felt like it had been a week ago instead of a few hours ago. The music had been wonderful, and the experience had been something I would never forget. I wished Jack had been able to see me perform, but when I thought of my faithful friend, I thought of Aimee.

When I thought of Aimee, I thought of Beth.

Katherine and Kim were passed out a few feet from me. I had just fucked both of them senseless. Yet, I was also talking to Aimee about her dumping Jack so that she could be with me. I was also supposed to go on a date tomorrow morning with Aimee’s sixteen-year-old sister who I felt an unhealthy attraction toward.

What the fuck was my problem? It’s not like I didn’t need love or sex. There were two beautiful and toned volleyball players in bed with me right now who seemed hellbent on enjoying my cock with no strings attached. Maybe Aimee didn’t love Jack, but that didn’t mean I had to move in on her. True, the girl was beyond beautiful, but I was being beyond selfish. Had I let her trick me into thinking this was a good idea? I remembered fingering her in the Ferrari last week. I had done that, I couldn’t blame Aimee for manipulating me, but I knew that I didn’t need to let it progress any more.

I thought about Beth and how disappointed she would be tomorrow when I called to cancel. The girl was strange, but I couldn’t lie to myself and say that I didn’t feel any gratitude for the piano she had bought me or the way she had helped me pick up the guitar again. I didn’t even know when I would call her or how I would explain that I wasn’t coming. I wondered if I could just not call her, but then I quickly decided against that idea. Not only was it cowardly, but Beth would probably call me over and over until I answered. She could possibly come by my apartment to make sure I was okay.

Then again, I could just stay with Kim and Katherine all weekend. The three of us could fuck a dozen more times by the time Monday arrived. I could just turn my phone off and ignore the fallout until next week. Ugh. This was dumb. I just needed to sleep and call Beth tomorrow before ten.

I closed my eyes against the moonlight. The room was quiet except for the slow breathing of the girls next to me. I thought about the amazing experience I had just enjoyed with the two of them, and I briefly wondered what tomorrow would bring before sleep finally took me.
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Chapter 14

“You promised that you would go to the museum with me,” Beth’s voice betrayed no emotion.

“I know. I’m sorry. I can’t make it.” I felt the lump form in my throat and the tightness in my stomach. Fuck, part of me wanted to go, but it was a bad idea all around.

“Will you tell me why?” Perhaps there was a little bit of anger now. It was a little after nine in the morning, and I guessed that the girl was twenty minutes from leaving to meet me at the Getty.

“I went to a party last night, there was this band, and their guitar player didn’t show up, so I filled in for him. Everything ran really late, and I crashed at a friend’s house.” I figured the truth was the best answer, but I also realized that Beth would probably try to finagle something to get me to show up at the museum.

“But you are awake now. You can still meet me there.” I knew this was a bad idea. I should have just stood her up, even though it would have been cruel.

“I’m really wiped out from last night. I know you wanted to go, but I didn’t get to sleep until almost four in the morning. I’ll be a zombie the entire time and won’t be much fun.” I was standing out in Kim’s back patio on the elegantly paved area that connected the house to the pool and volleyball court area. Kim and Katherine were inside making breakfast, and I had stepped outside to quickly call Beth.

“I don’t understand. We made plans to go to the museum. You promised you would go with me, and then you stayed up late even though you knew we were going this morning. Why did you decide to do that?” I heard a tiny bit of pain in her voice, and I sighed. If I had planned on a date with someone and they had canceled for the same reasons I was giving, I would have probably been upset also.

“Can we do it another time? I feel terrible about canceling last minute, but I don’t think you would enjoy spending the day with me.” I knew I was kicking the can down the road, but maybe, if I did this enough times, Beth would stop pursuing me. I had been honest with her about not wanting to do anything with her because of her age hadn’t I? My sleepy and sex-addled brain shifted through my memories and confirmed my multiple conversations with the beautiful girl.

“Eric, I thought you wanted to spend time with me.”

“I do. Now is not good though.” I sighed again and wondered why the ache in my chest wasn’t leaving. Beth was bad news for me, and I needed to stay as far away from her as possible.

“Later this afternoon? We can meet there after lunch and then go to dinner.” Her voice was calm, but I sensed some eagerness in the question.

“I don’t know Beth-” I began to say, but she interrupted me.

“Can you come over for Thanksgiving? It is next week.”

“Instead of today?” I asked.

“No, I want to see you today and for Thanksgiving.”

“You’re parents don’t know me. I doubt they would want me over for Thanksgiving.” I regretted the words as soon as they left my mouth. I was giving her an opening.

“No. They will love to meet you.”

“Beth, I’m almost twenty one, you are sixteen. They won’t ‘love to meet’ me. They will be upset that I am five years older than you.”

“I believe that I know my parents better than you do.” She paused, and I thought of what else I could say to get out of seeing her.

“I feel this connection to you,” she said as I was about to speak into the phone. “I know you are hung up on the age difference, but you shouldn’t be. This delta is fine everywhere but in the United States.”

“It isn’t just the age, Beth,” I sighed when I talked, and my stomach turned flips. “I’m really in a weird place right now. I’m still trying to reconcile the loss of my parents, the loss of my music, my new life at school, my friendship with Jack, and my relationship with your sister.”

“You are playing guitar and piano again.” Beth’s statement was factual, of course, but I filled in the blanks. She was inferring that I was playing music again because of her effect on my life.

“Yes, and I thank you for that. You are a great friend, but that is all we can be for now.”

“I agree. That is why I am confused as to why you aren’t going to come today.”

“Because it would be a date.”

“It doesn’t have to be. That is the story you are telling yourself,” Beth hummed.

“So you are saying that you aren’t interested in me in that way?” I scoffed.

“No. I am interested in you that way. I want you, Eric.” She’d hinted around this topic enough, played enough games with my emotions, but she hadn’t been as bold to admit it until now.

“And you want me too. That is why you are so scared.” Her words made my head spin, but I didn’t answer her. Katherine opened the back door of the mansion and beckoned me to come inside for breakfast. She was wearing a tiny pair of tight, pink workout shorts with a thin, green sports bra that didn’t have any padding over her nipples. The outfit accented her long lean legs and her taunt stomach.

“I have to go, Beth.”

“Wait, we aren’t done. We need to talk in person.”

“I’ll call you later,” I said.

“Are you coming to the museum? How about two o’clock?”

“I’ll call you later tonight or tomorrow. Bye.” I hung up the phone and walked toward Katherine. My phone buzzed in my hand, and I looked at Beth’s name on the screen before I turned the thing off.

“Who was that?” Katherine asked.

“Friend of mine who I was supposed to hang out with today. I canceled.”

“Good for us!” Katherine closed the door behind us and linked her arm with mine before she pulled me toward the kitchen.

“It’s all on the table.” Kim was cleaning some pots in the massive stainless steel sink and gestured with her head to the breakfast nook in the near corner of the kitchen. There were three plates set out with heaps of scrambled eggs, pancakes, cut fruit, and bacon. There was also an open bottle of champagne, a pitcher of orange juice, and some bowls with yogurt and granola.

“Sit down in the middle, Eric,” Kim said. I followed her instructions and then watched the Asian girl walk over from the sink. She was wearing my button-down shirt from last night. It was a purplish-blue color, and the end of the garment came down to the midpoint of her white thighs. It was a sexy look, and I wondered if she was wearing panties under my shirt.

“Eric canceled his plans for the day.” Katherine scooped up the champagne and poured it into the three tall glasses on the table while she talked.

“Oh really?” Kim sat on the opposite side of me as her friend, and her right hand rested on my crotch. I was wearing gym shorts, and her fingers quickly found my cock through the thin material. “Katherine and I don’t have practice till Monday morning, and my parents won’t be here all weekend.” Her fingers quickly made me hard.

“If only we could find a way to amuse ourselves all weekend,” Katherine purred, and she poured a bit of orange juice into each of our flute glasses. Once she had finished, she handed each of us a glass.

“We do have a lot of rooms.” Kim’s eyes flashed between her mimosa, Katherine, and my lips. “These rooms have... furniture in them.”

“And your fridge is stocked with food and things to drink,” Katherine stated.

“Well. I’d love to stay for the weekend and explore all the rooms and the furniture in your house.” I laughed at my own words and tried not to think about how mad Beth probably was.

“To exploration!” Katherine raised her glass, and the three of us tapped them together.
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Chapter 15

I pulled into my apartment parking structure at five to six Monday morning. My body was tired, like I’d been running a marathon that lasted forty eight hours. Kim, Katherine, and I hadn’t gotten much sleep last night, or the night before, or that Friday night when I had first stayed over at the beautiful Asian girl’s mansion.

There hadn’t been much rest during the day either. We’d eaten three meals every day and watched a few movies on Kim’s giant theater screen, but most of the waking hours had been spent with my penis or tongue deep inside of either Kim or Katherine. The three of us had even made love at five this morning before I left their house. I’d managed to make both girls climax twice, but, when I finally finished inside of Katherine, I didn’t think any cum shot into her.

I crawled out of my car, grabbed my bag, and then stumbled up the stairs of the parking basement to my apartment. I had class in two hours, and while I thought about ditching it, there was a test that I was prepared for, and two hours was more than enough time to eat breakfast and take a long shower.

I unlocked my door and was suddenly struck by the notion that Beth might have come over to my place Saturday and stayed all weekend. I thought about her sitting on my couch with her hand on the switch of my lamp, turning the light on and off like a macabre metronome for a day and a half as she waited for me to come home. I gulped down my sudden fear and then walked into my apartment. I’d left the light on in my kitchen, and it was still on. Nothing else in the TV room or dining room seemed to be rearranged, so my fears quickly left.

I plugged my phone into the charger on the counter and then walked back into my room to throw my dirty clothes into the laundry basket. My bed was still made, and I realized that my suspicions about Beth invading my home were misplaced. Beth wasn’t stalking me, she was just... a strange and beautiful girl. A girl that I needed to avoid.

I cooked breakfast and then took a long shower. The two tasks only took me an hour, and I sat on the couch afterwards with the TV on to kill some time before I had to leave for class. Then I remembered that my phone had been off all weekend, and I pulled it from the charger.

The phone beeped more than a dozen times with an assortment of missed text messages and voicemail notifications. I should have known that Beth would have at least tried to call me multiple times, and I flipped the phone open with a heavy sigh. I did feel bad about flaking on her, but the memory of my weekend with Katherine and Kim overshadowed the feeling.

Beth and I couldn’t be together. Even though she was right about my feelings for her, I wasn’t going to ever act on them. She was too young, and I was too confused about what I wanted out of life right now. I had feelings for Aimee, who was dating my best friend. Kelly, who was leaving for Australia. Katherine, who said we had no future because I wasn’t Jewish. Also Kim, who I didn’t really know much about, but I enjoyed our time together.

The first message was from Jack.

Hey dude. Heard you rocked out last night! Wish I could have seen it. Had dinner with Aimee, Beth, and their parents at some sort of fundraising thing. Beth asked me all about you. She has a crush I think. Call me when you get a chance.

Jack thought it was cute that Beth was interested in me. He didn’t know that Aimee was making advances and that we’d almost been lovers. I was a fucking terrible friend. I needed to be done with Aimee. Of course, that was easy to say when I wasn’t around her. She was almost as manipulative as Beth, and I didn’t know how to break things off with the beautiful woman.

The next text was from Kelly.

Hey you. Been a while since we talked. Do you have plans tonight? How about this week? I want to see you and apologize about last time...

I hadn’t heard from the blonde girl since the night that Beth came over and almost interrupted our dinner; that ended up not happening any way. I knew I wanted to see her again, so I clicked on the message and typed my reply.

Sorry. Had my phone off all weekend. I’m about to head to class. I don’t have plans this week. Want to try for sushi again?

The next message was from Beth.

Did you get my message? Please call me.

Then there was one from Aimee.

What are you doing today? Let’s see each other :-)

I didn’t want to answer the sisters, so I pressed the 1 button on my phone and listened to my voicemails.

“Eric, this is Beth,” the girl said it as if I wouldn’t recognize her voice. She was still new to the whole ‘using a phone’ thing. “We didn’t finish talking. Will you come to the museum this afternoon? I’ll be there at two. I made dinner reservations for us already, so we can keep those. See you at the Getty.”

I groaned and followed the voicemail instructions by hitting 7 to delete the message.

“Duuuuude.” Brent’s voice came across the phone speaker. “You were fucking awesome last night. I didn’t get a chance to see you after the band played. Nicole and the band were looking for you, but I think you cut out a little early. Man, the party got crazy later on. You should have seen-” Samantha’s voice said something that I couldn’t hear, and Brent continued “Anyways, they asked for your contact info, so I passed it along. Talk to you later, buddy!”

I deleted the message and enjoyed a brief flash of memory of the show that I’d played on Friday. It had been one hell of a weekend, and I couldn’t believe in my good fortune. It had been right place and right time with the band. I could think the same thing about Katherine and Kim.

“Eric, this is Beth. It’s two thirty. Are you coming to the Getty?” Beth’s voice was a little fearful. “I am here alone. Please call me.” My stomach twisted into a knot, and I hissed a sigh. She actually went without me? Why was she so stubborn? I deleted the message.

“Eric, where are you? Why won’t you answer your phone?” I deleted Beth’s voicemail again.

“Hey Eric,” It was a man’s voice I didn’t recognize. “This is Roger from Jump! Kick! I was calling to say thanks for playing with us Friday night. I was also calling to see if you were free Tuesday night and maybe Saturday or Sunday. Trey, Nicole, and I are practicing then, and we wanted to invite you to jam with us. I know it is Thanksgiving this week, but give me a call back or send me a text if you are interested.” He rattled off his phone number twice, and I scrambled to find a piece of paper and pencil to write the number down. Once I made sure I had the number correctly, I deleted the message.

“Eric, this is Beth. I went home.” Her voice sounded strange, and I wondered if she was crying. “I can’t believe I am letting someone make me feel this way.” There was a pause, and I thought she might have hung up her phone. “Call me when you get this message please.” I deleted the voicemail and then realized that it was the last one.

“Ugh. What do I do?” I said out loud. No one answered of course, but I kind of wish I had someone to give me advice about the women in my life. I should have been able to go to Jack with the Beth issues, but everything with Aimee was too complicated.

I checked the clock and realized I could leave now and get to my classroom only a few minutes early. I swung myself off the couch, grabbed my school bag, and then headed to class. At least a test would get my mind off of Beth.
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Chapter 16

“Hey buddy!” Roger was standing outside of the giant building with Trey and a few other guys who were smoking. I waved back, closed the door of my parked car, and moved back to the trunk to take out my guitar and stuff.

“I’ll carry something!” Kelly had jumped out of my car and was dancing next to me in the parking lot. She was wearing a gray pair of tight, faded jeans, brown cowboy boots, and a white Mexican blouse with a rainbow of embroidery at the top portion of the shirt.

“You can take my guitar. The pedal board is heavier.” I pointed at the gig bag that held my trusty Telecaster.

“Bah! I dead lift two hundred and fifty pounds. I’m your roadie tonight; give me that.” She brushed my hands away from the case that held my pedal board, and she snatched it out of my trunk as if it weighed as much as a pillow.

Tonight was a lucky series of events. Kelly told me that, because of Thanksgiving, she could only get together Tuesday night. I told her about the party and my time playing with the band, and then that they had asked me to play with them tonight. She didn’t know that I played guitar and said it made me even hotter on my already super-sexy-boiling-lava-amazing-in-bed scale.

She asked if I wanted to spend Thanksgiving with her family, but, as much as I liked them all, the idea didn’t sit well with me. Kelly would be leaving for Australia in a month, and I didn’t want to hang around a happy family while I still had the memory of mine kicking my emotional ass frequently. She got the hints I dropped and promised to see me as soon as her volleyball season was over and before she left for the Land Down Under.

Then I called Roger to talk about practicing. He had told me that it was a low-key rehearsal. They were going to polish some of their current stuff and then work on a few new songs. Roger said I could bring a few friends if I wanted to and said that Trey’s girlfriend was going to be there. I confirmed a few times to make sure it was okay that I brought someone and then I got the address of the practice facility.

Then I called Kelly back to tell her the good news.

“This is Kelly,” I pointed to the tall, pretty blonde woman with the knockout body. “Kelly, this is Trey and Roger.” They guys shook her hand, and I noticed the other two men they were talking to give Kelly a wide-eyed appraisal.

“I heard about your record deal. Pretty darn cool!” Kelly beamed at them.

“Thanks!” Trey said. He gave a nervous smile and then scratched the back of his head. “Nicole and my girlfriend, Crystal, are in the room chatting.” He gestured with his thumb to the door of the massive building, and the four of us walked inside.

I didn’t know much about the music scene in Los Angeles, but I reasoned that every city had tons of bands trying to make it in the industry. They needed a place to practice, store gear, and meet. Therefore there were tons of big warehouses like this rehearsal studio. The space was cut into dozens of sound-proof rooms filled with drum sets, amplifiers, and instruments to rent.

We entered the room at the end of the hallway. Before I could walk in, Roger touched me on the arm and leaned in close to whisper.

“Dude. How many smoking-hot girls are you dating?” he asked after Trey and Kelly walked into the doorway ahead of us.

“Only a few.” I felt my cheeks redden, and I gave him a half smile.

“Fucking guitarists,” he laughed and then gestured with his hand to let me walk into the room next. It was a big rehearsal space and might have been the biggest room in the complex. There was a massive drum set, half a dozen different bass amps, and a dozen different guitar amps. It was set up like a stage, with a row of chairs on a lower level than where the drum set and amps were set. The whole room was carpeted in a pea-soup color, but the fabric looked to be new and clean.

“There he is!” Nicole wore her strawberry-blonde hair up in a high pony tail. She wore loose blue jeans, pink Converse high tops, and a tight t-shirt with the yellow Pokémon over her breasts. The rocker girl gave me a hug, and then I introduced her to Kelly. The two blondes shook hands and said hello to each other.

“This is Crystal,” Trey introduced me to the other girl in the room. She was a pretty girl with long hair. Half of it was dyed green, and her roots were dyed pink. She dressed more like a punk rocker than Nicole. Crystal’s black jeans were ripped up, she wore high black boots that were unlaced, her ears each had half a dozen different piercings in each lobe, and she wore a faded Pixies t-shirt. Her face was covered with cute freckles, and she had a dazzling smile.

“Nice to meet you.” She shook my hand and then Kelly’s. “I heard you are a really good guitar player.”

“I’m okay,” I said.

“He’s really damn good. Thanks for joining us.” Nicole pointed to my guitar case. “What ya packing?”

“I’ve got a yellow Tele.” I put the guitar case down and then took the pedal board from Kelly. “Do you have a preference for which amp I use?” I nodded to the array of them on the big stage a few steps above us.

“Jesse always used the tube Marshall, but I honestly could never tell the difference.” Nicole shrugged. “We want to start with Shark Attack. Is that cool with you?”

“Yeah. Let me set up real quick and then get my notes out.” I saw that Roger’s bass was already plugged in and leaning against a Carvin amp. I quickly laid out my pedal, plugged into the Marshall, and then grabbed my yellow Telecaster from the case.

Shark Attack was the third song we played at the party, and I really liked the upbeat tempo. I thought I did a really good job on the solo when I played it last, and the rest of the band made small talk with Kelly while I did a small sound check. It had been a while since I played my electric guitar, but the instrument had been broken in with thousands of hours of play time, and it was still in tune.

“I’m good,” I said after I was set up.

“Cool. Let’s play it and volume check,” Roger said as he leapt up the stairs and slung his bass over his shoulder with a practiced ease. Nicole grabbed her own pink guitar from a nearby chair and stepped up on the stage to the microphone.

Trey counted off the start, and I played the intro part before Roger and Nicole came in. During the song, Crystal walked around the front of the room to sound check. She pointed to Roger and made the motion for him to be a bit louder, and then the multicolor-haired girl moved to the PA system and played with some of the switches on the panel. By the time we made it to the bridge, she gave us the thumbs up and then sat on a chair next to Kelly.

“Nice!” Roger said to me when we finished the song. “I’m digging that solo, dude.”

Kelly let out a cheer and clapped a bunch with Crystal. The tall, blonde volleyball player had stared at me the entire time I played, and I could see the hunger in her eyes.

“Yeah, sounds great. You can really play.” Nicole smiled at me. “Let’s do Mikey Fails Again.” I nodded and flipped my lead-sheet papers to the correct song. This was one of the ballads, and there was a cool part where my guitar part harmonized with Nicole’s voice. This song began with only bass, so I waited for Roger to start us off. I was getting the hang of the music, and I almost didn’t have to think about what I was playing by the time we finished the song.

“Wooohoooo! That was awesome!” Kelly screamed from her chair and clapped loudly. Crystal giggled next to her, and Nicole did a half bow with a smirk on her face.

“Can you sing?” the singer asked me once Kelly stopped cheering.

“Yeah.”

“Okay. Let’s do Run Dance Run. Can you sing with me on the chorus?”

“Can you sing it for me real quick? I don’t recall the words.” I smiled at her and turned my notes to the correct song. This was probably the hardest one that I learned, and I didn’t exactly recall the chorus.

“Will you be there? Can you be there? How will I know when you aren’t here?” Nicole played the chords to the chorus and sang.

“Got it.” I smiled, and then we started the song.

Even though this was the hardest song on their line up, I felt like I had done a great job during the party. Now that I was playing it again, it was a lot smoother, and I didn’t have a problem singing the chorus along with Nicole. The band really meshed well. Roger and Trey almost seemed to groove as if they were the same person, and I could hear the tension in their playing before the phrase changes.

“Oh my God, you are all so sexy!” Crystal and Kelly screamed in unison when the song was over. They giggled, whispering to each other after Nicole rolled her eyes and stuck her tongue out at them.

“Let’s try the new song,” Trey said.

“Yeah. Good idea.” Roger turned slightly to look at me. “Alright Eric, we’ve got a new song, we’ve laid out the bass part and the drums, Nicole is working on the lyrics. Let me play the first part for you.”

He plucked the strings of his bass while Trey set up a tasty beat on his drums. I listened to it for a few seconds and thought of what I could play. It sounded like the piece was in D minor, and a quick glance of Roger’s fingers across his bass fingerboard confirmed my suspicions. I started strumming some chords, and Nicole joined in.

“This was what I wanted to sing,” Nicole hummed a few notes and then sang a verse. The words had a lot of energy and complimented the bass riff very well. After a few repeats of the verse, I altered my part a bit to take over more of the lead role.

“That sounds awesome!” Roger grinned and nodded.

“Thanks! What is the next part?” I yelled over the sound of us playing. We got to the end of the verse, and Trey switched up his beat to enter the chorus. We played around with the song for about ten minutes, and I wrote a guitar part that I thought would work.

“That is great, Eric. Will work perfectly over the part I am singing.” Nicole strummed her chords, started to sing her chorus, and the rest of us joined in.

Then we dived into the bridge and the outro. Once I had the last part figured out, we took it from the top and jammed the whole song. It sounded good enough to dance to, and I let loose a little and got into the music. Kelly and Crystal even got up from their seats and danced on the green-carpeted floor of the studio. Both of them looked totally sexy dancing together, and I had to look away so I could focus on my own moves and the notes of the guitar.

“Fucking bad ass! I love this song!” Roger cheered once we finished. Our audience also cheered.

“I think that is my favorite song!” Crystal clapped and gave us the thumbs up.

“I love it too!” Nicole took off her guitar. “Let’s take a little break. Cool?” The rest of us nodded, and we turned off our amps.

“Gonna grab a quick smoke.” Trey stood from his set and walked out of the room with Crystal.

“Damn, you are an awesome guitarist!” Kelly’s eyes were wide. “How come you never told me?”

“You know...” I forced a smile to my lips and sighed “kinda got hung up about my parents, then switched majors. Just never wanted to talk about it.”

“Well, I am impressed. Some guys say ‘oh I know how to play guitar’ and it ends up they know a single Jack Johnson song. But you like, seriously know how to wail on that thing.” She leaned in close and whispered in my ear so that Nicole and Roger couldn’t hear her from the other side of the room. “And it is so fucking sexy.” Her breath was hot on my lobe, and I felt goose bumps of pleasure cascade down my neck.

“Thanks.” I felt myself getting hot in the face, and I pulled my phone out to check the time. We had started playing at about a quarter past six, and it was almost nine now. I didn’t know how long they liked to practice, but, since we were just taking a break now, I guessed they had a few more hours in them.

“I think we are going to be late for dinner,” I apologized to Kelly.

“No worries. We can swing by a diner or something.”

“We were thinking about ordering a few pizzas. Cool with you two?” I didn’t know if Nicole could actually hear Kelly and I talk from across the room or if she was just psychic.

“Sounds good to me! I’ve got some cash.” Kelly and I walked over to Roger, and the four of us quickly decided on a place to order delivery from and what we wanted on the pizzas. After we placed the order, Crystal and Trey returned to the room, and we let them know that food was coming.

“Let’s get back to the music,” Trey smiled as he spoke and winked at me. He was a quiet one but had a calm confidence about him that spoke to his skill on the drums.

The four of us climbed back on stage and played the next song, and then we played another before the food arrived. The pizza was from a small mom and pop place, and I was surprised how good it was.

“We’ve practically lived off this stuff for the last four years,” Roger said after I told him how good the pizza was.

“That’s how long you have been together?” Kelly asked around a mouthful of pizza. She’d almost eaten an entire large pizza by herself.

“More or less,” Nicole said. She sighed a bit, and I guessed she was thinking about the missing member of her band: the guitarist that was her boyfriend and had cheated on her. I’d kind of filled Kelly in on the story during our dive here, so I hoped she wouldn’t pry into the situation.

“You’ve got to be walking on clouds. I dunno much about music, but I’d guess it takes a lot of work and luck to get a record deal.”

“Yeah. I have to pinch myself every morning!” Nicole reached up with her right hand and squeezed her other arm with her fingers. “Ouch! Fucker!” We all laughed.

“So when do you start recording? Is that the next step?”

“Already done. Album comes out in a few weeks. Then the tour.”

“Awesome. How does that work?” Kelly put down the empty box of the pizza she had just devoured and took a long drink from a water bottle.

“They got us a bus, and we are going to be jumping between opening for some bigger bands and then headlining at a few smaller venues. Some of the stuff is a little flexible because they don’t quite know how well the album will sell or how it will do on the radio. If it takes off, we’ll headline more of our own stuff, but if it doesn’t, we’ll probably open more. Either way, we probably won’t be done for eighteen months.” Nicole’s eyes lit up while she spoke, and I could feel enthusiasm radiating from her like the heat off of a car engine.

“And then we’ll have our second album put together, and we can record as soon as we get back,” Andy said with a grin.

“Then tour again!” Nicole said with a mixture of more excitement and dread. I could understand some of what she was feeling. Music was a demanding mistress. It could quickly consume someone’s life and leave little room for anything else.

“Shit, it’s getting late. You guys want to hit a few more and then call it?” Trey asked. Crystal had just yawned, and I checked my phone. It was almost eleven.

We all agreed and picked up our instruments for a bit more music. Then it was suddenly midnight and the manager of the rehearsal place was knocking on the door to let us know that the place was closing in fifteen minutes.

“Ahhh. I could do this all night.” Roger took of his bass, wiped the strings off with a cloth, and put it in the case. It was a Fender four-string “jazz” model painted a pale blue and looked to have been loved for many years.

“I’ve got work tomorrow morning,” Nicole groaned, “But at least it’s my last day!”

“Where do you work?” I had put away my guitar and was packing up my pedal board. I saw Kelly and Crystal whispering to each other at the seats on the other side of the room. It looked like they had become fast friends.

“Paralegal. It was an alright gig, but it was boring, and the old-ass lawyers always made passes at me. Still, I didn’t want to leave them high and dry so I gave them notice.”

The manager opened up the door again and gave us the stink eye. We hurried to pack up the rest of our gear. Kelly grabbed my pedal board and then left the building.

“So we are thinking this weekend. Are you still free?” Roger asked. The six of us stood in the empty parking lot in a circle.

“Sure. Just let me know when.”

“Awesome.” We said our goodbyes and parted. Kelly and I put my gear in the trunk of my Subaru, and then we headed back to my house.

“They are going to ask you to join their band,” Kelly stated once I pulled onto the main road.

“Really? Why do you think so?”

“I got suspicious when you told me the story on the way here, but I chatted Crystal up while we sat there. Their old guitar player was a cocksucker, and he always created problems with Trey and Roger. The only reason he was in the band was because he was dating Nicole. Apparently he was a shitty guitar player.”

“Weird. I thought his parts were pretty good.”

“Crystal said that Roger and Nicole wrote the parts. They even taught him how to play them. Crystal said that the jerk off ‘didn’t know his ass from the C string’ or some letter of the alphabet like that. But not the G string. I would have remembered if she said G string.” She stuck her tongue out at me, and I laughed.

“You two seemed to hit it off.”

“Yeah, she is a sweetie. She is the singer of her own band. Trey and her met a few years ago at a show. She said she plays guitar too, and she told me you are ahhh maaa zzinnng!” Kelly elongated the words with a high-pitched sing song. “But I already knew that!” We both laughed.

“So what are you gonna do?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Are you going to go on tour with them?” She placed her left hand on my right shoulder. “Seems like an awesome opportunity.”

“They haven’t asked me yet.” I grinned and risked a look away from my driving to meet her eyes.

“They will ask you. I can tell. You weren’t paying attention while you were playing, but I saw the looks on Trey and Roger’s faces. They were impressed with you. And they like you!” She giggled again and squeezed my shoulder.

“I’m guessing the decision will probably come down to Nicole.”

“Yeah, that won’t be a surprise. You should really look in the mirror sometimes, my little sad panda Eric. You are a fucking stud. She was trying to keep me from seeing the drool coming out of her mouth. I am too attuned to the kitty cats though. I saw her giving you the googly eyes.” She laughed again, and it was filled with mirth.

“Kitty cats?” I laughed.

“I know the girls. I live in a sorority house. I can tell when a girl is into another girl’s man.”

“I didn’t realize I was your man,” I laughed.

“She thinks you are. Ahhhh.” She sighed, and her hands stopped stroking my shoulder. “You are the worse part of this whole Australia thing.”

“Yeah.” I nodded. There was silence for a few moments in the car.

“But it is a great opportunity,” I finally said.

“Yeah.” She echoed my earlier word. “I do feel like we have a good connection. After missing each other for the first few months. I mean, I don’t want to go all crazy girlfriend on you and say that I love you more than anything and you are my soul mate and I want to have all of your babies. But...” Her voice trailed off for half a second. “I really like spending time with you. You make me laugh. My brothers and parents like you. Oh, and you are really hot, and really great in bed. Sooo....”

“I really like spending time with you too, Kelly. I know you need to go, but I’ll miss you. I have thought about what could have been.” I made the turn onto my street and pulled into the parking structure. I saw Kelly’s giant red truck parked in front of my building.

“Ahh fuck. Here I am thinking I was going to get laid by a sexy rock star, and I kill the mood.” Kelly laughed again and then got out of the car before I could comment. I sat in my seat for a moment and debated what I should say next. I thought Kelly had transitioned our relationship to a “friend zone” since we hadn’t had sex during our camping trip and she had stood me up for our last dinner. But this was obviously a hint that she wanted to play around.

At least until she left for Australia.

“You didn’t even bring an overnight bag. Were you just planning on ditching me after you used my body?” I smirked at her when I got out of my car and popped the trunk.

“Would you want me to leave afterwards?” She grabbed my pedal board case and yanked it out of my trunk. When I didn’t reply immediately, our eyes met, and she bit her lower lip a bit.

“No. I’d want you to stay.” The words were true as soon as they left my mouth. I did like Kelly. She was beautiful, fun, smart, sassy, and, best of all, uncomplicated.

But she was leaving forever.

“Then I better go get my bag from my truck. Think you can handle this big bag of pedals all by yourself?”

“Sure.” I grabbed the case from her and then watched her pivot and jog through the parking garage and out to the sidewalk of the apartment. Her tight jeans made her ass look amazing when she ran. I thought about how good it was going to feel to run my hands over her skin and lick her pussy.

“Got it!” She swung out of the passenger side of her raised red truck like a gymnast and then met me on the sidewalk. The walk through the gate and into my building was quick, and I was soon unlocking my door.

I felt the sudden dread when my key entered the hole. It was the same dread I felt every time I unlocked my door, because I didn’t know if Beth would be inside. I really needed to get my key back from her, but I guessed she had already made copies. I just really needed to get the locks changed. I hadn’t called Beth back, or Aimee, since I heard all their messages yesterday morning. I hoped that neither of them expected me to be coming to their house on Thanksgiving. Then I realized that I couldn’t remember if Aimee had even invited me to dinner, or if it had just been Beth.

“Key stuck?” Kelly asked.

“Sorry.” I didn’t see any lights on through my apartment window, so I figured that Beth hadn’t decided to let herself in and wait there all night. I pushed open the door, flipped on the light, and then closed the door after Kelly entered.

“I’m going to use your bathroom.” Kelly walked down the hallway, past my kitchen, and then opened the door to my room. She tossed her bag in the direction of my bed and made the sharp right into my bathroom.

I followed her into my room. My heart began to beat faster, and my stomach flip flopped like it did the last time Kelly and I were about to become lovers. I really liked her and wished she was staying. She would be leaving after Christmas, so we would probably be able to see each other a few times more before she went to the land down under, unless the volleyball team went a lot further. Then she’d probably be playing till the first or second week of December.

I didn’t bother turning on the light in my room; the light from the hallway would give us enough to see by while we pleasured each other. But I did want to put away my guitar, so I opened my closet, slid in the case, and then put my pedal board next to it.

“Eric?” A voice asked from a foot behind me. I almost screamed with shock, but I was somehow able to keep my cry of surprise trapped in my lungs. I spun around from the closet and saw a dark head of hair lying under the covers of my bed.

Beth.

The girl was in my bed, and it looked like she had fallen asleep there. My head spun, and my heart decided it could stop beating for half a dozen seconds. We stared at each other in the pale light coming from the hallway, and a blizzard of emotions tore through me.

“What the fuck are you doing here?” I felt the question leave my teeth like a hiss. There was an air vent system in my bathroom, but I guessed Kelly could hear if I spoke loud enough. She’d be out in a minute or two, ask who the hell this girl in my bed was, and then probably punch me in the face when she found out Beth was sixteen. Oh. My. Fucking. God.

“You never called me back so I-”

“Shhhhh” I hissed at her. “You have to leave,” I choked out the words and reached my hands out to grab the covers on my bed.

“I’m naked!” she gasped and hugged the covers closer around her chest. I pulled my hands away as if I had just gotten burned. I leapt backwards and collided with the half-opened closet door.

“Are you okay?” Beth asked with a tilt of her head. My eyes were getting used to the darkness of the room, and her facial expression made me think she was actually concerned.

“You have to leave! Damn it, Beth!” I whispered, and my mind scrambled frantically. My breath came out in shuddering gasps, and my head started to get light. This was bad. So bad. Fuck me.

“Why? We need to talk.” She moved as if to actually slide out of the sheets, but I remembered she was naked, and I waved my hands at her to get her to stop moving.

“Stop!” I whispered.

“But you wanted me to leave.” She smiled coyly, and I knew she was trying to drive me crazy.

Then the toilet flushed in my bathroom.

“Oh, you have a friend here. Tell them to leave.” Beth laid her head down on my pillows and turned on her side so that the flat of her back faced me from under my sheets. I was happy that I had washed them a day ago, and then I got mad at myself for thinking about Beth’s comfort in my bed.

I heard the sink turn on over the sound of the fan. Kelly would be out of the room in less than fifteen seconds. Fucking hell, what was I going to do?

Then an idea penetrated into my mind like a bullet. It made me sick to think about it, but I couldn’t think of any other plan besides introducing Kelly to Beth, then running out the door, jumping in my car, and driving to Mexico.

There was a spare blanket in my closet. It was a dark-brown fleece and would conceal the lump of Beth in the dark room. I quickly grabbed the thing and leaned over Beth’s head.

“Don’t make a fucking sound. If my friend finds out you are here, she might never speak with me again, and then I won’t ever speak with you.” I didn’t wait for the beautiful girl to answer me. I just flung out an edge of the blanket and laid it over her head and the rest of the bed.

The door to the bathroom opened, letting a crack of light into my room, and I yanked my phone from the pocket of my jeans. The crack of light spread wider across my room, and I was worried that Kelly would be able to see Beth in my bed if she looked in that direction. Then the tall blonde flipped off the switch, and the room returned to the near darkness of the single hallway light.

“Now, where were we?” Kelly took a step out of my bathroom and toward my dark bed.

“I’ve got bad news.” I walked away from the side of my bed and met her in front of the door that led to my hallway. “My friend Jack just called.” I pointed at the lit screen of my phone. “He was on the way to LAX for a red eye to New York. He is meeting his parents there for Thanksgiving. Anyways, he got into a car accident on the way there.”

“Oh shit. Is he okay?” She walked with me out into the hallway, where there was more light, and I could see the concern in her eyes. It made my heart ache.

“Yeah. I think. He’s really shook up. He asked if I could pick him up at the hospital and take him to the airport.” My stomach churned with the lie.

“Okay. I’ll come with you.”

“No, that’s okay.” I took a deep breath to steady my nerves. We had walked almost to the kitchen, but I was still worried that Beth would jump out of my room and go running naked through my hallway. “He doesn’t know you, so he might feel a bit awkward talking about the accident.”

“Ahhh. That makes sense,” she sighed and shrugged her shoulders. “Damn. We keep missing each other. Then again... How long do you think he can wait?” Her mouth turned upwards into a charming grin, and then she bit her lower lip.

“He sounded pretty upset.” She puffed a jet of air out of her mouth, and it blew her blonde hair across her forehead.

“Fuck. Okay, let me go get my bag.” She spun around and walked back toward my room.

“Oh! I’ll get it!” I reached out to grab her, but I was two steps behind, and she threw the light switch on in my room. I heard it click, I saw the lights turn on, and I expected Kelly to shout with surprise.

“Got it.” The bed was empty, and made, with the fleece blanket folded neatly on the foot of my sheets. I saw no sign of Beth anywhere in the room. I gulped hard and felt my heart slide back down my throat and slam into my chest. Had I imagined Beth in my bed? No, I recalled getting the blanket out of my closet. Where had she gone?

“Will you walk me to my truck at least?”

“Yes, of course.” I hastily walked Kelly to my door. The air outside my apartment was cold, at least cold for California during the autumn, and the chill made me realize that my back was slick with sweat.

“What kind of car was he driving?” She seemed genuinely concerned, but of course she would be. Kelly cared about other people and didn’t just view them as objects for her to manipulate.

Unlike Beth and Aimee.

“A BMW I think.”

“Ahh shit. Hopefully it was the other guy’s fault.”

“I hope so too.” I shouldn’t be doing this. I should be kicking Beth out of my apartment so Kelly could stay. How could I have done that though? It would have required telling the blonde woman way more information about the sixteen year old than I wanted to tell.

“So....” Kelly started when we reached her giant red truck. “You sure you don’t want to come over for Thanksgiving? We are in Simi Valley. It is like a twenty-minute drive. My parents and brothers would like to see you again.”

“I don’t know, Kelly.” I said. “It just feels like I am imposing.”

“You aren’t! We want you to be there.” She crossed her arms and shivered a tiny bit.

“Kelly... I...” I thought about Beth back in my apartment, probably hiding in a closet or something, and her invitation to spend Thanksgiving with her, Aimee, and their parents. That sounded like a terrible idea when compared to hanging out with Kelly and her family for the day.

“Hey, I get it.” She put her arm on my shoulder. “It’s kind of overwhelming with them all there. And I’m leaving in like six weeks, and...” Our eyes met across the yellow glow of the gross San Fernando Valley streetlight.

“I’ll let you know, okay?” I said. I wanted to tell her I would go, but I also wanted to tell her I missed my parents too much. I also wanted to fuck her, or get her out of here so that she wouldn’t find out about Beth. The mix of emotions, along with the arousal, was making my head spin, my dick hurt, and my stomach queasy.

“Okay. Byeeeee!” She gave me a quick kiss on the mouth and then popped open the door to her truck. I got a quick appraisal of her tight ass when she climbed into the driver’s seat, and I walked back to the curb. The monster fired up with a throaty growl, and I heard the transmission click before she drove away.

Then I ran back to my apartment.

The lights in the living room were off, and I flipped them back on before I walked back through the hallway to my room. I saw Beth’s form under the covers of my bed, and I let out a deep breath.

“Beth,” I said. I was standing in the doorway of my room, and I realized I was scared to walk in and confront the girl. I should have just grabbed some clothes and driven to a hotel or something.

She didn’t move, so I said her name again. Then I heard her sigh, and the lump under the blankets spun.

“Did she leave?” she said, her voice sounded bored.

“Why are you here?” I avoided her question since she knew damn well I’d just walked Kelly out.

“I said before. You never returned my call.” She sat up slightly in my bed and held the sheets against her chest. I flipped on the light in my room, and her pretty eyes narrowed against the sudden light.

“You need to leave.” I shouldn’t have turned on the light. Her arms and shoulders were bare. Her skin was unbelievably smooth and delicious looking. “Didn’t I tell you how rude it was to come into someone’s home without being invited?” I tried to remember what I said when she had last showed up at my apartment.

“It is rude not to return someone’s calls. It is rude not to show up to a day we had planned together. I’m not the rude one here, Eric.” She frowned, and her perfectly shaped eyebrows arched in a way that made me think she was about to cry. I noticed that she wasn’t wearing the massive watch on her wrist.

“What do you want, Beth?” I let out a sigh that she probably thought was angry. Maybe it was. Kelly was going home right now, and I had lied to her.

But I had also lied to Beth, I had stood her up, and I’d hurt her.

“I want you to come to Thanksgiving at my house.”

“Beth...”

“Wait.” She held up a slender arm, and the covers of my bed slid down her chest to expose more of her cleavage. Fuck me. “You’ll say no because you don’t want my parents to think that we are lovers. Correct?”

“Yes, but-”

“I’ve already explained our relationship to them. They are looking forward to meeting you. I even talked to Aimee about it, and she wants you to come over also.”

“You asked Aimee?” I tried to hide my emotions. I hadn’t called her back either, and I wondered what Beth’s sister was assuming.

“Yes. So my father, mother, and sister want you to come. Even Loretta wants you to come.”

“Beth, I appreciate the invite, but I’ve only spent holidays alone since my parents died.” Saying the words made my throat close again. Memories of a dozen different Thanksgiving dinners flooded my mind, and I had to blink a few times to drive back the tears.

“You didn’t want to play piano. Now you are playing. You didn’t want to play guitar, but now you are. You love music as I love painting.” She smiled sweetly at me. “I can understand why you are avoiding this holiday, but is there a possibility that you will learn to enjoy it again?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. Beth had been correct about my music. If she hadn’t pushed me to play, I wouldn’t have been ready to perform with Nicole, Trey, and Roger. Now I felt almost alive again, and I was looking forward to playing with them again.

“So Thursday. Come at ten in the morning. We do a brunch and a dinner. My parents want to meet you.”

“That is a long day.” I was running out of excuses to say no, and I felt the outrage slipping from the back of my throat.

“We all hang out. I bring down my easel to paint; sometimes my dad and mother play music.” Her smile was growing bigger, and I couldn’t help but admire her perfect teeth and full lips. She must have realized she was going to get her way.

“Won’t I be imposing? It sounds intimate, and I don’t want to ruin your family tradition.”

“No! It will be fine. As I said, we all want you to come.” She nodded, and her smile seemed to get even larger. “And if you do come, I will forgive you for the Getty.” Her face turned to a pout so quickly that I almost didn’t see the transition.

“Okay,” I sighed. “I will come. You are sure it is okay with your parents? Aimee is okay with it?”

“Yes! You are so obsessed with my parents. Should I call them now so you can talk to them?” she smirked.

“Beth, you are sixteen. I need to be obsessed with your parents or I could go to jail.”

“Bah! Only if we have sex... and if someone finds out. We could just not tell anyone.” Her voice turned into a dark purr, and I clenched my jaw.

“If you want me to come to Thanksgiving, you can’t say that kind of stuff.”

“Why not?” She pursed her lips again.

“Because it isn’t going to happen.”

“What isn’t going to happen?”

“Us being lovers.”

“Oh. Well, I guess everyone has an opinion.” She giggled lightly and tossed her hair back with a twist of her neck. The movement seemed practiced and the wave of her dark mane was mesmerizing.

“Beth...” I crossed my arms and squeezed my biceps to distract myself from her.

“Okay, okay.” She lay back against my pillows and pulled the covers up around her neck. “I don’t know why you fight this. We are fated to be together. I feel like we are wasting time with this game you are playing.”

“The game I am playing?” This was outrageous.

“Yes. It is obvious you love me as I love you. Yet you keep pushing me away.” I opened my mouth to speak, but she interrupted me. “But you can’t fight this Eric. I know we’ll be together.”

“I think you are wrong, Beth, and I’m reconsidering going to Thanksgiving at your house.” This seemed to get her attention, because she sat up quickly in my bed.

“Okay, I’m sorry. I won’t speak of it anymore. Just come to bed.” She slid over on my mattress and held up the cover so I could enter under the sheets next to her.

“Ummm. No.” I said the words, but my penis was strongly disagreeing with me. “You need to leave.”

“It is late though.” She pouted.

“Don’t your parents know where you are? What do they think you are doing right now?”

“They are busy, but I told them I am at your place.” She giggled and waved the covers of the bed as if telling me that I needed to hurry up and get inside.

“No, you didn’t tell them you were here.” I put my hand over my face and closed my eyes. I should just run away right now. I was sure Beth’s dad would murder me at Thanksgiving.

“I told them I was somewhere and that I’d be back by morning. So...” she looked at the covers again.

“Fine.” I walked over to the side of the bed where she held the covers up, and she actually seemed surprised. It only lasted for half a second though; she quickly gained her composure, and her face returned to the look of confidence.

“You sleep here. I’ll take the couch. I could also sleep in my car.” I yanked the brown fleece blanket of the bed, and the sudden movement made her yelp.

“Pffft,” She sighed when I turned the light off in my room. I thought she would try to say something else in an attempt to convince me to sleep with her, but she didn’t.

I closed the door to my room, turned off the hallway light, and then the rest of the lights in the apartment before I lay on the couch. I didn’t bother taking off my clothes. They were slightly uncomfortable to sleep in, but I didn’t want to risk going back into my room to find better sleeping attire.

I was tired, but sleep didn’t come quickly. I was too busy worrying about Kelly’s disappointment, Beth in the next room, and what would happen at Thanksgiving. At least I’d had a great practice with the band and I started to wonder if Kelly was correct and they intended to ask me to join them on tour. I didn’t know how I felt about the opportunity. It seemed like every guitar player’s dream, but I had just gotten settled in my life again after my parent’s death. I’d just changed my major, just gotten a great job, and was making progress on reconciling with my parents’ death.

Thoughts of all the possibilities finally carried me to sleep.

End of book 2.
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